LIBRARY 


GIFT  OF  DR.  CHARLES  W.  CONN 


JSEQD"E2'EEIAKEN0UT 
Lee  College ! 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2012  with  funding  from 

LYRASIS  Members  and  Sloan  Foundation 


http://archive.org/details/lightedpathway1970chur 


LIGHTED 


Pathway 


Jz*kiuziry    1970 


The  Soaring  Seventies 


b  9  ti  b  3 


A   NEW  YEAR  CHALLENGE 


As  we  stand  upon  the  threshold 
Of  another  brand  new  year, 

May    each    heart    be    filled    with    gladness; 
God  has  promised  to  be  near. 

May  our  lives  be  draped  in  "kindness" 
And  our  hands  find  work  to  do 

That  may  be  of  help  to  others — 
May  our  fretful  days  be  few. 

May  our  lips,  in  prayerful  service, 
Render  praises  for  His  grace, 

As  the  new  year  is  extended 
To   heaven's  preparing  place. 

— Joyce  Inman  Moore 


LEE  COLLEGE  ACCREDITED 

CLEVELAND,  TENNESSEE,  December  3,  1969.  Con- 
firmation of  Lee's  admission  to  senior  college  member- 
ship in  the  Southern  Association  of  Colleges  and 
Schools  came  this  morning  at  the  annual  meeting 
of  the  Association  in  Dallas,  Texas.  Dr.  James  A.  Cross, 
president,  made   the  announcement. 

Only  four  years  ago  Lee  College  began  its  transition 
from  an  accredited  junior  college  into  a  four-year 
liberal  arts  institution.  Two  classes  have  been  grad- 
uated under  the  four-year  program  already  and  this 
announcement  of  full  accreditation  means  that  school 
administrators  have  reached  their  goal  at  least  one 
year  sooner  than  was  originally  projected. 

"We  view  this  decision,"  Dr.  Cross  said  in  a  prepared 
statement,  "not  so  much  as  an  end  in  itself,  but  as 
an  open  door  to  expanded  service.  As  we  enter  the 
next  decade,  we  are  confident  of  continued  growth 
and  development  in  the  quality  of  educational  oppor- 
tunities available  at  Lee  College." 
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T^e  Soaring  Seventies 


Editorial 

Clyne  W.  Buxton 


MAN  STANDS  BAFFLED  in  these  days  of  con- 
tinual change.  The  constant  modification  of 
style,  communication,  and  transportation  may 
cause  some  of  us  to  have  nostalgic  thoughts  of  the 
slow,  even-paced  days  of  grandfather.  However,  these 
are  not  grandpa's  days;  they  are  ours.  We  have  en- 
tered the  soaring  Seventies,  and  in  many  ways  they 
are  very  exciting  times.  Granddad  never  knew  the 
thrill  of  men  of  his  generation  walking  on  the  moon, 
nor  the  wonder  of  the  laser  beam,  nor  the  magnifi- 
cence of  a  plane  streaking  through  the  sky  near  the 
speed  of  sound  while  carrying  five  hundred  passen- 
gers. 

With  our  technological  advancement  we  can  reduce 
the  entire  Bible  to  the  size  of  a  postage  stamp,  or 
we  can  contract  the  Library  of  Congress  to  fit  into  a 
four-drawer  filing  cabinet.  Our  many  inventions  have 
changed  our  way  of  living.  For  example,  the  average 
church  member  spends  more  time  watching  television 
than  he  does  doing  anything  else,  except  sleeping  and 
working.  (Sorry,  my  source  did  not  state  how  much 
time  he  spends  praying  or  doing  Bible  study.  Perhaps 
the  amount  is  too  infinitesimal  to  calculate!)  The 
automobile  has  changed  the  structure  of  our  banks 
with  drive-in  accommodations;  it  has  changed  our 
morals  with  drive-in  theaters;  it  has  changed  our 
worship  with  drive-in  churches;  and  it  has  changed 
our  funerals,  at  least  in  Atlanta,  with  drive-in  fun- 
eral   parlors! 

From  all  indications  man  will  continue  to  advance 
during  this  decade.  Though  there  has  been  more 
changes  in  education  since  1958  than  in  any  hun- 
dred-year period,  advancement  in  that  area,  includ- 
ing Christian  education,  is  expected  to  continue.  While 
we  have  been  helping  the  student  find  the  right 
answers,  hopefully  in  this  decade  we  will  help  him 
ask  the  right  questions.  In  the  church  classroom  the 
teacher,  it  is  expected,  will  view  the  student  more  as 
a  person,  not  just  as  a  learner.  Further,  a  sharp  in- 
crease   in    individual    instruction    is    anticipated.    The 


teacher  will  help  the  student  to  advance  according 
to  his  individual  ability.  During  this  decade  the 
church  school  will  probably  use  programmed  learn- 
ing more  extensively,  and  it  will  employ  more  me- 
chanical forms  of  teaching,  with  increased  student 
participation.  Team  teaching  is  expected  to  be  in 
common  use. 

Dr.  Howard  Hendricks,  speaking  recently  concern- 
ing Christian  education  during  the  Seventies,  sug- 
gested that  the  worker  ask  himself  the  following  seven 
questions: 

1.  How  resistant  am   I  to  change? 

(Hardening  of  viewpoint  is  far  more  lethal  than 
hardening  of  the  arteries!) 

2.  Hoid  fearful  am  I  of  failure  and  ridicule? 

(Our   fear   of   failure   borders   on    the    neurotic.) 

3.  Am  I  willing  to  experiment?   to  innovate? 
(We   are   married  to  our  methods.) 

4.  Am   I  excessively  defensive? 

(Most  of  us  are  too  touchy  and  too  apologetic.) 

5.  Do  I  have  ragged  objectives? 

(Paul  did  not.  He  said,  "This  one  thing  I  do.") 

6.  Am  I  addicted  to  unbelief? 

(We   practice   the   God-is-dead   theology,   though 
we  do  not  preach  it.) 

7.  Do  I  really  believe  what  the  Bible  says? 
("Whatsoever  he  saith  unto  you,  do  it." — Christ's 
mother) 

Of  course,  we  do  not  know  what  this  decade  or 
even  this  year  holds.  We  are  somewhat  like  Dr.  Ozzie 
Edwards,  a  sociologist,  who,  upon  being  questioned 
about  sociological  trends,  stated:  "I  practice  for  this 
sort  of  meeting  by  daily  standing  before  my  mirror 
and  saying,  T  don't  know,  I  don't  know,  I  don't 
know.' "  Nonetheless,  we  are  not  perturbed,  for  we 
follow  Him  who  knows  all  tomorrows.  Step  by  step 
during  this  decade  we  will  carefully  trust  Christ  to 
point  out  the  path,  and  we  will  pray  fervently  for 
the  fortitude  to  think  and  to  act  in  accordance  to 
the  will  of  the  Lord  Jesus.  • 
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By   VELMA   G.    WARDER 


H.  Armstrong  Roberts 


Jesus  was  not  there 


MY  THREE-YEAR-OLD  girl 
did  not  like  the  idea  of  her 
regular  church  school 
teacher  taking  a  two-month  vaca- 
tion. And  for  the  first  two  Sun- 
days with  substitute  teachers,  the 
three  years  old  rebelled  vocally, 
with  dragging  feet  and  much  cling- 
ing  to   mother's   dress. 

On  the  third  Sunday,  she  de- 
clared in  a  very  grownup  way 
that  she  was  not  going  to  cry.  She 
was  going  to  be  a  big  girl.  True 
enough,  she  walked  bravely  in  the 
room,  although  her  unsmiling 
glances  at  the  teacher  substitute 
told  me  clearly  that  she  did  not 
like   the   change. 

Later  that  day,  I  was  putting 
away  her  little  purse  and  noticed 
her  offering  was  still  in  the  purse. 


When  I  asked  her  about  it,  she 
declared  with  a  little  pout  that  she 
didn't  give  her  money  to  that 
teacher  either. 

Recognizing  a  "teachable  mo- 
ment," I  tactfully  expounded  on 
the  fact  that  we  should  always 
give  our  offering  to  Jesus  to  help 
do  his  work. 

My  child,  still  unchanging  said, 
"Yes,  and  Jesus  wasn't  there,  so 
I  didn't  give  that  lady  my  money." 

Many  adults  do  not  give  their 
money  to  the  church  because  they 
feel  Jesus  is  not  there.  We  do  not 
say  the  exact  words,  "Jesus  is  not 
there,"  but  we  intimate  our  feel- 
ings in  many  ways. 

If  the  sermon  is  not  what  we 
want  to  hear,  we  feel  that  Jesus  is 
not   there.   If  we   do   not  like   the 


kind  of  songs  the  choir  sings,  we 
feel  that  Jesus  is  not  there.  If  we 
do  not  like  the  schedules  and  pro- 
grammings  of  the  educational  de- 
partment, we  feel  that  Jesus 
is  not  there.  If  we  do  not  like 
the  way  someone  speaks  to  us,  we 
feel  that  Jesus  is  not  there.  Finally, 
when  we  have  accumulated  many 
such  feelings,  we  strike  back  with 
our  pocketbook — we  withhold  fin- 
ancial support. 

I  heard  one  very  angry  church 
member  say,  "I  cut  my  pledge  in 
half.  I  just  do  not  agree  with  what 
the  Board  decided  about  the  build- 
ing program." 

Another  said  "I'll  pay  into  the 
building  program,  but  I  won't 
contribute  to  the  regular  budget. 
The  pastor's  salary  is  already  too 
high." 

Then  there  are  well-meaning 
church  members  who  would  not 
think  of  missing  in  their  financial 
support  for  eleven  months  of  the 
year,  but  they  blithely  go  on  va- 
cation in  the  summer  without  pay- 
ing up  their  pledges.  Conscientious 
though  they  are,  their  actions  in- 
dicate that  they  do  not  believe  Je- 
sus is  there  during  vacation,  sim- 
ply because  they  are  not  there. 

There  is  an  excuse  for  the  three 
year  olds'  thinking.  Hopefully,  with 
maturity,  a  change  in  teaching 
personnel  will  not  upset  her;  and 
with  proper  church  school  and 
home  teaching,  she  will  grow  to 
know  the  importance  of  consistent 
financial  support.  For  the  adult 
who  is  thinking  on  three  year  old 
level,  Jesus  is  there,  always.  • 


WE  HEAR  A  great  deal 
about  the  generation  gap 
— that  mysterious  chasm 
of  misunderstanding  and  distrust 
which  yawns  between  parents  and 
children.  While  I  am  still  safely  on 
the  "under  thirty"  side  of  the  gap, 
I  would  like  to  say  something 
about  the  gap.  That  is,  maybe  I 
had  better  say  something  before  I 
get  too  old  to  be  trusted  (over 
thirty). 

The  generation  gap  is  not  new. 
Each  generation  is  born  just  a  lit- 
tle further  into  the  future  than 
was  the  previous  one.  The  distance 
in  time  is  felt  by  the  successors 
and  predecessors.  The  distance 
between  the  generations  today  is 
widened  by  the  velocity  with  which 
we  are  moving  into  the  future. 
The  rate  at  which  man's  inven- 
tions and  knowledge  are  increas- 
ing makes  the  world  of  yesterday 
look  remote  and  obsolete.  The 
young  have  always  had  ideas 
which  seemed  strange  and  danger- 
ous to  their  elders. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  tradi- 
tional views  and  values  and  meth- 
ods   have    been    questioned    and 


The  Generation 


sometimes  rejected  by  youth.  Now 
the  differences  between  youth  and 
elders  are  more  severe.  The  two 
forces  are  out  of  balance.  When 
they  are  in  balance,  society  en- 
joys progress  and  improvement 
with  stability  and  security.  For  this 
reason  there  is  both  hope  and  dan- 
ger in  the   generation   gap. 

Every  moral  code  in  man's  his- 
tory has  required  respect  for  par- 
ents, guardians,  and  elders  in  or- 
der to  maintain  a  healthy  balance 
between  the  cautious  and  expe- 
rienced spirit  of  elders  and  the  ad- 
venturous, sometime  reckless,  spirit 
of  youth.  For  youth  to  sever  rela- 
tions with  the  "old  world"  is  as 
dangerous  as  it  would  be  for  an 
astronaut  in  space  to  sever  con- 
nections with  earth.  There  should 
be  a  continuity  of  that  which  is 
good  from  generation  to  genera- 
tion. 

But  have  not  parents  failed  to 
pass  along  a  good  heritage?  Yes, 
many  have  failed.  Some  have  been 
too  consumed  in  material  acquis- 
ition and  pleasurable  living  to  be 
good  parents.  Others  have  been 
permissive  and  careless.  One  could 


Gap      By 


go  on  and  on  accusing  parents,  but 
that  will  not  excuse  intelligent 
young  men  and  women  who  live 
irresponsibly.  It  should  humble  and 
sober  youth  to  realize  that  the 
young  generation  today  will,  in  a 
few  years,  be  the  old  generation. 
This  generation  will  then  be  ex- 
posed to  the  critical  scrutiny  of  a 
new  generation.  They  will  not  ex- 
cuse us  for  having  failed  to  live 
constructively. 

Those  who  have  lived  before  us 
are  not  perfect.  However,  they  do 
offer  rich  wisdom  of  experience 
which  only  time  can  impart  and 
practical  ways  of  living  which 
have  been  tested  in  the  clinic 
of  life.  And  where  they  may 
have  failed,  it  should  be  an  ex- 
ample to  us  to  avoid  the  same  pit- 
falls. Each  new  generation  should 
accept,  without  contempt,  what- 
ever good  the  old  world  has  to  of- 
fer  and   forgive   the  bad. 

The  main  trouble  with  the  gen- 
eration gap  today  is  that  there  are 
not  enough  bridges  across  it.  Both 
the  younger  and  the  older  gener- 
ation could  try  to  build  a  few  more. 
Young  rebels  could  stop  burning 
them  down.  There  must  be  bridges 
of  communication  and  respect  over 
which  the  spiritual  and  moral  pro- 
visions for  life  may  pass  freely  be- 
tween the  generations.  The  alter- 
native is  dangerous.   • 


DANIEL  L.   BLACK 
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and  Cigarettes 


By  AMERICAN  CANCER  SOCIETY 


A  NATIONWIDE  STUDY  has 
found  that  a  majority  of 
American  teen-agers  op- 
pose smoking,  but  environmental 
magnets  draw  them  to  the  habit. 
Moreover,  the  American  Cancer 
Society  (ACS)  study,  conducted  by 
Lieberman  Research,  Inc.,  and  re- 
leased recently,  shows  the  youths 
might  resist  beginning  the  cigar- 
ette habit  or  could  more  easily  stop 
it  if  figures  of  authority  and  in- 
fluence such  as  teachers,  physi- 
cians, older  siblings,  set  better  ex- 
amples and  urged  them  not  to 
smoke. 

The  1,562  teen-agers  in  the  na- 
tional study,  from  various  econo- 
mic strata — about  evenly  divided 
between  girls  and  boys — were  in- 
terviewed in  their  homes  during 
March  and  April  of  1969.  A  third 
were  in  their  early  teens,  thirteen 


to  fourteen  years;  the  middle  group 
ranged  from  fifteen  to  sixteen, 
while  the  late  teens  were  seventeen 
to  eighteen.  Trained  interviewers 
talked  to  them  in  sessions  of  about 
an   hour. 

Dr.  Seymour  Lieberman,  discus- 
smg  the  survey  results  during  the 
fifty-sixth  annual  meeting  of  the 
ACS  which  convened  in  November, 
1969,  at  the  Waldorf-Astoria  Hotel, 
said  the  study  pinpointed  teen 
years  as  "crucial"  in  the  genesis  of 
a  smoker.  "It  is  a  time,"  he  said, 
"when  most  people  make  the  cri- 
tical decision  to  take  up  or  not 
take  up  the  smoking  habit."  "This 
decision,"  he  added,  "is  heavily 
correlated  with  whether  or  not 
they  smoke   as  adults." 

Only  14  percent  under  fifteen 
years  of  age  reported  smoking  a 
cigarette  within  the  previous  thirty 


days  the  study  found.  This  is 
highly  important  in  view  of  recent 
findings  that  these  very  early 
smokers  tend  to  smoke  and  in- 
hale more.  Dr.  E.  Cuyler  Ham- 
mond, ACS  vice  president  for  Epi- 
demiology, also  found  they  have 
"especially  high  death  rates" 
which,  when  they  reach  forty-five 
to  fifty-four  years,  is  more  than 
three  times  that  of  nonsmokers. 

As  to  the  transition  into  adult 
smokers,  only  one  in  five  of  the 
teen-age  smokers,  or  21  percent; 
and  one  in  fifty,  or  2  percent  of 
nonsmokers,  said  that  "very  likely" 
they  would  be  smoking  five  years 
from  now.  An  additional  27  per- 
cent of  smokers  and  6  percent  of 
nonsmokers  said  that  "fairly  like- 
ly" they  would  have  the  habit  in 
1974.  If  the  estimate  proves  accur- 
ate,   there    will    be    a    substantial 


drop  in  this  group's  smoking  in 
the  next  five  years. 

The  teen-agers  were  very  much 
aware  of  cigarette  commercials 
and  anti-smoking  messages  in  the 
media,  as  well  as  the  anti-smoking 
programs  in  their  schools.  In  an- 
swer to  a  question  as  to  which 
organizations  sponsored  the  anti- 
smoking  TV  spots  88  percent  of 
smokers  and  84  percent  of  non- 
smokers  mentioned  the  American 
Cancer  Society. 

Both  smokers  (65  percent)  and 
nonsmokers  (86  percent)  believe 
that  cigarette  smoking  is  a  cause 
of  cancer.  That  the  habit  triples 
one's  chances  of  a  heart  attack 
was  accepted  as  "definitely  or 
probably  true"  by  52  percent  of 
smokers  compared  to  71  percent  of 
the  nonsmokers. 

But    the   youths    greatly   overes- 


timated the  number  of  adults 
smoking  in  the  United  States  be- 
lieving that  70  percent  are  smokers 
when  the  "actual  incidence  is 
about  40  percent,"  the  report  de- 
clares. 

Three  out  of  five  of  the  smokers, 
interviewed  had  tried  cigarettes 
and  27  percent  are  currently  smok- 
ing, which  the  report  defines  as 
"having  smoked  at  least  one  cig- 
arette in  the  last  thirty  days." 
^More  boys  (31  percent)  than 
girls  (22  percent)  smoke  cigarettes, 
and  the  survey  showed  smoking 
more  common  among  those  with 
lower  academic  achievement  and 
aspirations.  Of  those  with  "D"  aver- 
ages, 60  percent  smoked,  while  only 
8  percent  of  those  with  "A"  aver- 
ages had  the  habit.  Among  the 
teen-agers  who  did  not  expect  to 
attend  college,  43  percent  smoked 
cigarettes  compared  to  20  percent 
who  looked  forward  to  higher  ed- 
ucation. 

But  despite  this  academic  cor- 
relation, teen-age  smoking  was  as 
common  among  those  with  college- 
educated  parents  of  high  incomes 
as  among  those  of  grade  school- 
educated,  low-income  parentage. 
Thus,  the  report  concludes,  "It  is 
the  status  orientation  of  the  teen- 
ager rather  than  the  socioecono-  | 
mic  status  of  his  parents  which  is 
associated  with  whether  the  teen- 
ager has  the  smoking   habit." 

A  large  number  of  smokers  were 
found  to  be  anxiety-ridden,  social- 
ly precocious,  and  anti-establish- 
ment. The  nonsmokers  tended  to 
be  more  contented,  less  socially  ex- 
perimental, and  more  apt  to  see 
themselves  as  ambitious,  hardwork- 
ing, intelligent,  or  successful. 

Reasons  given  for  smoking  were 
largely  social.  "Makes  you  feel  like 
a  big  shot  .  .  ."  (67  percent); 
"Makes  you  look  older"  (57  per- 
cent) ;  "Makes  you  feel  like  one  of 
the  crowd"  (61  percent).  The 
smokers  also  found  it  "relaxing 
after  a  meal"  and  good  "when 
you're   nervous,"    "bored"    or    "de- 


pressed." But  while  boys  thought 
the  habit  made  them  more  sexual- 
ly attractive,  girls  did  not  feel 
smoking  enhanced  their  appeal  to 
boys. 

Among  the  teen-agers'  reasons 
for  disliking  smoking  were,  "It 
costs  a  lot  of  money";  "It's  hard 
to  stop";  "It  causes  bad  breath"; 
and  "It's  bad  for  your  health." 

A  teen-ager  secure  and  well-ad- 
justed to  his  age  group  is  less  apt 
to  smoke  than  one  nervous  and 
anxious  to  behave  like  an  adult, 
the  study  found. 

The  ACS  national  study  indi- 
cated in  order  of  their  importance, 
friends,  older  siblings,  and  parents, 
in  the  shaping  of  smoking  habits. 
Among  the  smokers  56  percent 
said  that  all  or  most  of  their 
friends  smoked,  while  only  14  per- 
cent of  the  nonsmokers  had  a  pre- 
dominance of  smoking  friends. 

While  both  factors  are  operative, 
rapport  with  parents  was  found  to 
be  more  important  than  parental 
smoking  habits  in  determining 
whether  teen-agers  themselves 
adopt  the  habit.  This  conclusion 
was  derived  by  examining  parental 
rapport  and  parental  smoking  in 
combination.  A  teen-ager  is  less  apt 
to  smoke  if  he  has  good  rapport 
with  his  parents  and  they  smoke, 
than  if  his  parents  do  not  smoke 
but  he  has  bad  rapport  with  them. 

In  the  view  of  the  youths  inter- 
viewed, the  nonsmokers  of  the  pop- 
ulation are  more  apt  to  be  athletes, 
astronauts,  nurses,  physicians, 
scientist,  and  clergymen.  They 
cited,  as  smokers,  movie  stars,  fac- 
tory workers,  businessmen,  soldiers, 
politicians,  salesmen,  teachers,  wri- 
ters, secretaries,  and  artists. 

Among  the  nonsmokers,  72  per- 
cent said  physicians  were  the  one 
group  that  could  persuade  them 
not  to  start  smoking,  while  42  per- 
cent of  the  smokers  said  their  phy- 
sicians' advice  would  influence 
them  to  stop.  Asked  how  they 
would  feel  about  their  own  chil- 
dren smoking,  86  percent  felt  that 
they  would  disapprove.   • 


The  Greatest 
of 
These 


By   HELEN   C.   MOORE 


RUTH  RANDALL  TOOK  an 
apple  pie  out  of  the  oven 
and  set  it  on  the  cabinet  to 
cool.  She  looked  at  the  clock  and 
opened  the  bedroom  door.  She  had 
learned  in  a  year  of  married  life 
that  her  husband  depended  on  her 
to  get  him  to  work  on  time. 

Bert  was  still  sleeping  soundly 
with  the  cover  pulled  over  his 
head. 

"Wake  up,  Sleepy  Head,"  she 
called,"    or    you'll    be    late." 

Bert  pushed  the  quilt  back  and 
managed  a  sleepy  grin. 

"All  right,  Slave  Driver,  what's 
for   supper?" 

"Pork  chops  and  apple  pie — on 
the  table  in  thirty  minutes." 

Ruth  turned  the  fire  low  under 
the  pork  chops,  fixed  Bert's  lunch, 
and  set  the  table.  Bert  was  still 
splashing  around  in  the  bathroom 
when  she  heard  the  thump  of  the 
evening  newspaper  on  the  front 
porch.  She  ran  to  get  it,  for  she 
knew  how  Bert  liked  to  look  at  it 
before  he  went  to  his  job  at  the 
filling  station  where  he  worked  all 
night,  every  night. 

She  opened  it  up  to  look  at  the 
headlines.  There,  on  the  front  page 
was  the  picture  of  a  tiny  weather- 
beaten  church.  Ruth  read  the  story 
eagerly,  for  this  was  the  very  build- 
ing that  had  been  her  church  home 
when   she   was   growing  up. 

According  to  the  paper,  the  min- 
ister that  had  started  this  small 
congregation  out  in  the  hills  was 
coming  back  for  a  visit.  The  church 
had  stood  vacant,  unused  for  some 
time,  but  now  the  congregation 
that  had  been  scattered  were  com- 
ing back  to  hear  their  beloved  pas- 
tor preach  once  more. 

The  church  had  been  scrubbed 
and  polished  and  there  would  be 
a  big  dinner  after  the  sermon  to- 
morrow. There  would  be  time  in 
the  afternoon  to  visit  and  in  the 
evening  after  supper  they  would 
have  another  service. 

Ruth  held  the  paper  tightly 
with   hands    that   trembled.    How 


she  would  love  to  go  out  and  meet 
again  the  man  who  had  changed 
her  life.  Perhaps  Bert  would  be  will- 
ing to  go  with  her  tomorrow  after 
he  had  rested. 

For  she  had  been  an  orphan  out 
in  those  hills,  living  with  an  aunt 
who  was  too  busy  with  a  large 
family  of  her  own  to  make  Ruth 
feel  wanted.  Then  John  Thornton 
and  his  wife,  retired  missionaries, 
had    moved    into    the    community. 

They  had  bought  a  small  farm 
and  almost  at  once  had  organized 
a  church  school  in  their  own  house. 
Soon  the  Sunday  school  outgrew 
the  Thornton  house.  Under  John 
Thornton's  leadership,  the  people 
in  the  community  built  the  little 
church  that  was  pictured  in  the 
paper.  Ruth  felt  a  thrill  when  she 
remembered  that  the  day  the 
building  was  dedicated  to  the  Lord, 
she  had  joined  the  church. 

Just  then,  Bert  came  bouncing 
out  of  the  bedroom. 

"Um-m"  he  sniffed.  "Smells 
good!    When   do   we   eat?" 

"You'll  have  time  to  look  at  the 
paper,"  she  told  him.  "I've  still  got 
to  make  the  gravy." 

Ruth  waited  until  Bert  finished 
his  second  piece  of  pie  before  she 
asked  him  the  question  that  had 
been  on  her  lips  all  during  the 
meal.  To  her  surprise,  her  voice 
came   out  a    little    shaky. 

"Did  you  read  the  story  about 
my  church?" 

Bert  put  down  his  fork  with  a 
clatter. 

"Yeah,  what  about  it?" 

"We-well,  I  thought  perhaps  we 
could  drive  down  there  tomorrow 
after  you  have  rested  and  eaten 
lunch.  We  wouldn't  have  to  stay 
very  long— just  so  I  get  to  talk  to 
Mr.   and  Mrs.   Thornton." 

Bert  pushed  back  from  the  table. 

"It  would  sure  be  a  long  hard 
trip  for  me.  I'll  have  to  wait  and 
see  how  I  feel  in  the  morning.  But 
don't  count  on  it!" 

Then  he  grabbed  up  his  lunch 
and  left  for  work. 


Ruth  sat  stunned  by  his  harsh 
manner.  She  waited  until  his  car 
roared  out  of  the  driveway.  Then 
she  stood  up  and  began  gathering 
up  the  dishes  while  the  tears  fell 
fast.  All  the  doubts  and  fears  that 
had  been  building  up  in  the  year 
she  and  Bert  had  been  married 
rose  up  to  torment  her. 

When  the  dishes  were  safely  in 
the  cupboard,  she  sat  on  the 
kitchen  stool  and  tried  to  face  these 
fears.  If  only  she  could  talk  to  the 
Thorntons!  Perhaps  they  could  tell 
her  what  to  do.  She  remembered 
gratefully  that  they  had  encour- 
aged her  to  finish  the  rural  school 
and  to  go  on  to  the  consolidated 
high  school.  They  had  loaned  her 
the  money  for  a  short  business 
course  and  had  helped  her  to  get 
a  job  in  a  small  appliance  store 
here  in  Hillsdale.  They  had  even 
seen  that  she  was  established  in  a 
church  close  to  the  apartment 
where  she  lived.  And  it  was  in  this 
church  that  she  had  met  Bert. 

The  shrill  summons  of  the  tele- 
phone brought  her  to  her  feet.  She 
fairly  ran  to  answer  it.  Perhaps 
Bert  was  sorry  for  the  unkind 
words  he  had  spoken  and  was  call- 
ing to  apologize.  But  it  was  the 
pleasant  voice  of  Mr.  Croft,  the 
junior  supervisor  at  the  church 
school,   that   came  over   the   wire. 

"Ruth,  our  pastor  wants  some  of 
the  children  to  take  part  in  the 
worship  service  in  the  morning, 
since  we're  having  children  from 
the  orphanage  in  the  congregation. 
Could  your  class  give  that  choral 
reading  from  thirteenth  chapter  of 
Corinthians?  I  remember  how  well 
they  did  it  for  Parents'  Night." 

Ruth  swallowed  her  disappoint- 
ment. 

"They  would  love  to  do  it,  Mr. 
Croft.  I'll  get  busy  on  the  phone 
and  call  them  so  they'll  all  be 
there." 

After  the  phone  calls  were 
made,  Ruth  felt  better.  Perhaps 
when  Bert  came  home  in  the 
morning,  he  would  be  in  a  different 


mood.  She  would  fix  him  a  good 
breakfast   and   hope    for   the   best. 

Ruth  finally  drifted  off  to  sleep. 
In  the  morning  a  ray  of  light 
brought  her  wide-awake.  The  sun 
was  shining,  the  hills  would  be 
beautiful.  Bert  might  come  home 
his  own  jolly  self  and  take  her  to 
see  the  Thorntons. 

She  dressed  quickly  and  went  to 
the  kitchen.  Bert  loved  biscuits, 
and  she  hadn't  made  any  for  a 
long  time.  She  was  rolling  the 
dough  to  just  the  right  thickness 
when  the  phone  rang.  Bert  was  no 
doubt  calling  to  say  he  would  be 
right  home  and  since  it  was  such 
a  pretty  day,  they  could  go  to  the 
hills. 

But  Bert's  voice  was  crisp  and 
cold. 

"One  of  our  best  customers  needs 
some  repairs  for  his  truck.  He's 
stuck  out  in  the  territory  with  a 
big  load  of  perishables.  I'm  leav- 
ing right  now — I  probably  won't  be 
back  until  late. 

"Bert,"  the  words  came  out  in  a 
wail  of  despair,  "do  you  have  to 
go?" 

"No,  I  don't  have  to  go.  Any  of 
the  other  boys  would  be  glad  of  a 
chance  to  make  ten  dollars."  Then 
he  hung  up. 

She  had  to  go  to  church.  The 
children  in  her  class  could  never 
go  through  the  choral  reading 
without  her.  But  Bert  had  just  let 
her  know  that  he  would  have  no 
part  of  her  religious  life.  And  she 
wasn't  sure  she  could  go  on  living 
with  him  on  those  terms. 

She  could  go  back  to  her  little 
apartment  until  she  made  up  her 
mind.  Her  roommate  still  lived 
there  alone  and  would  be  happy  to 
have  her  back.  Perhaps  she  would 
go  this  very  afternoon. 

She  ate  a  dish  of  cold  cereal, 
tidied  the  little  house,  packed  a 
small  bag.  Then  she  dressed  for 
church  and  sat  down  with  her 
Bible  to  go  over  the  choral  read- 
ing. Her  heart  felt  like  a  chunk  of 
Continued  on  page  20 


Before  entering  the  chaplaincy ,  many  of  our  chap- 
lains had  rendered  military  service  to  their  country; 
and  because  of  their  experience  as  an  officer  or  an 
enlisted  man,  they  felt  a  deep  need  to  enter  this  field 
of  the  ministry.  This  is  true  regarding  Chaplain  James 
N.  Layne.  For  almost  nine  years,  this  Church  of  God 
minister  has  been  very  busy  fulfilling  his  concern  for 
the  men  in  the  military.  Remember  him  in  your  pray- 
ers that   God  ivill  continue   to  bless  his  ministry. 

— C.  Raymond  Spain 
Executive  Director 


MM 


Know 

Your 

Chaplain 


FROM  MARCH  1946  to  Jan- 
uary 1948,  I  served  with  the 
United  States  Navy.  At  that 
time  I  was  not  a  Christian.  On  Feb- 
ruary 6,  1948,  I  was  converted  to 
the  Lord  and  soon  thereafter  united 
with  the  Church  of  God. 

In  April  1948  I  began  my  min- 
istry and  in  September  1948,  I 
joined  the  United  States  Army  as 
an  enlisted  man,  serving  in  the 
chaplain's  section  as  the  Post  Chap- 
lain's driver.  Out  of  this  experience 
came  my  knowledge  and  interest 
concerning    the    chaplaincy. 

January  1950  I  was  discharged 
from  the  Army  and  in  June  of  that 
year  I  enrolled  in  the  Religious  Ed- 
ucation Division  of  Lee  College. 
However,  it  was  not  until  1956 
while  pastoring  a  church  in 
Bozeman,   Montana,    that   I   felt   a 


definite  leading  of  God  to  enter  the 
military  as  a  chaplain. 

That  same  year,  the  door  open- 
ed for  me  to  pastor  the  church  in 
Minneapolis,  Minnesota,  and  dur- 
ing my  pastorate  there  I  grad- 
uated from  North  Central  Bible 
College.  From  there  I  went  to  St. 
Petersburg,  Florida;  and  there 
graduated  from  St.  Petersburg  Bi- 
ble Institute  and  Seminary.  Upon 
completion  of  my  seminary  re- 
quirements, I  entered  active  duty 
as  a  chaplain  where  I  have  had 
a  very  interesting  and  challenging 
ministry  for  the  past  eight  and 
one-half  years. 

My  duty  assignments  have  in- 
cluded those  in  the  States,  as  well 
as  overseas:  Fort  Benning,  Geor- 
gia; Munich,  Germany  (where  my 
family  and  I  spent  thirty-four 
months);    Fort    George    G.   Meade, 


Maryland;  Vietnam;  Fort  Gor- 
don, Georgia;  and  my  present  as- 
signment here  at  the  United  States 
Army  Chaplain  School  for  the 
nine-month  career  course,  Brook- 
lyn, New  York.  I  will  leave  here 
for  my  new  assignment  at  Fort 
Sill,  Oklahoma,  on  the  third  of 
June. 

While  serving  as  chaplain,  I  have 
become  aware  of  the  fact  that 
there  are  people  of  all  religious 
backgrounds  that  love  our  Lord 
and  enjoy  hearing  the  Word  of 
God  preached  as  it  is  written  in 
the  Holy  Bible.  One  great  advan- 
tage we  chaplains  have  is  that  we 
are  preaching  to  people  of  all 
faiths  and  especially  to  a  large 
number  of  our  young  men.  The 
chaplain  never  lacks  for  an  oppor- 
tunity to  witness  for  the  Lord. 
— Major  James  N.  Layne 
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By  Their 
Works  bv 


MARIE   LATTA 


MARTHA  WAS  ON  her  way 
out  when  the  phone  rang. 
Annoyed,  she  retraced  her 
steps.   "Yes?"  she   said   curtly. 

"Hello,  Martha.  This  is  Mrs. 
Stone.  How  are  you  today?" 

Of  all  times.  Mrs.  Stone  would 
want  to  chat  for  at  least  ten  or 
fifteen  minutes,  and  she  had  so 
much  to  do  this  morning.  Mrs. 
Stone  and  Martha's  mother  had 
been  friends  since  girlhood,  and 
now  that  they  lived  in  different 
cities  they  often  used  Martha  to 
relay  messages.  Sometimes  Martha 
suspected  that  Mrs.  Stone's  mes- 
sages were  not  her  reasons  for  call- 
ing as  much  as  the  fact  that  she 
was  lonely  and  wanted  to  talk 
with  someone. 

After  a  few  minutes  of  small  talk 
Martha  said,  "I'm  sorry,  but  I'll 
have  to  hang  up  now.  Ed  wants 
me  to  go  to  Marshall  this  morning 
and  look  up  some  records  for  him 
at  the  courthouse.  I  wish  I  could 
get  out  of  it.  I  promised  my  neigh- 
bor I  would  help  her  make  ani- 
mal cutouts  for  her  Sunday  school 
class.  I  do  so  little  work  in  the 
church,    I    feel    negligent." 

"Now,  Martha,  you  shouldn't  feel 
that  way.  Even  with  those  three 
little  boys  of  yours  you  still  man- 
age to  do  quite  a  bit,  I  think. 
Don't  you  work  in  the  church  nur- 
sery?" 

"Yes,  this  is  my  third  year."  / 
must  get  off  the  phone,  thought 
Martha.  Then  inspiration  struck. 
"Say,  would  you  like  to  ride  along 
to  Marshall  with  me?  I'll  be  back 
before  noon." 

"Why,  yes,  I  would  love  to,"  Mrs. 
Stone  replied  after  a  moment's 
hesitation. 

It  was  only  a  few  blocks  out  of 
the  way  for  Martha  to  drive  around 


Though  Mrs.  Stone  was 
getting  old,  she  had  a 
real  zest  for  life.  After 
the  trip  to  town  I  was 

sorry  that  I  had  ignored 
her  at  other  times. 


Philip  Gendieau 


by  the  red  brick  apartment  build- 
ing and  Mrs.  Stone  was  waiting  on 
the  front  porch.  "Aren't  the  chil- 
dren going,  too?"  she  asked,  set- 
tling  herself   in   the   seat. 

"No,  my  next  door  neighbor  of- 
fered to  look  after  them  for  a  cou- 
ple of  hours.  We  exchange  baby-sit- 
ting frequently." 

Martha  skillfully  maneuvered 
through  the  traffic  and  gave  a 
sigh  of  relief  when  she  turned  onto 
the  superhighway. 

"What  a  beautiful  road  this  is," 
Mrs.  Stone  exclaimed.  "Do  you 
know,  I  remember  when  this  was 
just  a  plain  dirt  road,  only  the 
width  of  one  of  these  four  lanes. 
In  fact,  if  you  look  over  there  to 


the  southeast,  you  can  see 
the  land  my  great-grandparents 
homesteaded  on.  That  big  woods 
there  is  where  I  used  to  help  out 
when    we    made    maple    syrup." 

Martha  had  passed  this  area  a 
hundred  times  and  had  never  no- 
ticed the  big  stand  of  maples.  And 
somehow,  she  had  never  considered 
a  superhighway  beautiful.  Effi- 
cient, yes,  but  beautiful?  "Haven't 
you  ever  been  on  this  road  since 
it  was  made  into  a  divided  high- 
way?" she  asked  in  astonishment. 

"No,  I  seldom  travel,  except  on 
the  city  bus,"  Mrs.  Stone  answer- 
ed. 

All  along  the  way  Mrs.  Stone 
Continued  on  page  20 
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The  Day  the  Light  went  ou 


By   MURIEL   LARSON 


YOU  MIGHT  SAY  that  John 
Hardy  was  the  most  unpop- 
ular man  in  our  church.  Oh, 
not  that  he  didn't  have  likable 
qualities — in  fact,  he  always  had 
a  cheerful  smile  and  greeting  for 
everyone  from  the  head  deacon's 
wife  to  the  little  seven-year-olds  in 
the  Primary  Department.  But  he 
had  a  way  of  making  folks  mighty 
uncomfortable  at  times,  so  almost 
everybody  steered  clear  of  him. 

Take,  for  instance,  the  conver- 
sation he  had  with  the  pastor  one 
day.  "Pastor,"  he  said,  "why  don't 
you  try  giving  the  invitation  to  ac- 
cept Christ  at  the  end  of  your 
sermons,  at  least  sometimes?  And 
include  something  in  them  about 
salvation,  in  case  anyone  in  the 
congregation  doesn't  know  the 
way?" 

"You  know  I  don't  like  emotion- 
alism, John,"  answered  the  pastor. 
"And  besides,  most  of  our  people 
already  are  Christians." 

"But,  Pastor,  you  wouldn't  have 
to  make  it  a  long  emotional-type 
invitation,"  said  John.  "Just  give 
them  an  opportunity  to  come  to 
the  Lord,  an  encouragement  to 
make  a  decision  for  Him." 

"If  they're  going  to  accept  the 
Lord,  they'll  do  it,"  hedged  the 
pastor.  "Besides,  some  of  the  peo- 
ple in  the  church  don't  approve  of 
open  invitations." 

"We  used  to  have  the  invitation 
given  after  every  service,  Pastor," 
reminded  John.  "I  myself  came 
forward  in  response  to  one  of  them 


in  this  very  church.  I  got  saved  out 
of  a  life  of  sin." 

"Well,  you  remember  that  I  gave 
the  invitation  when  I  first  came," 
answered  the  pastor.  "But  after  a 
while  when  I  saw  no  one  ever 
raised  his  hand  or  came  forward, 
I  really  saw  no  point  to  it.  And 
neither  did  Mr.  Button,  our  head 
deacon." 

The  pastor  was  plainly  getting 
annoyed.  Yes,  clearly  John  had  a 
way  of  touching  on  unpleasant 
subjects   with   people! 

Then  there  were  those  questions 
he  asked  of  our  Sunday  school 
teachers.  Like  the  day  I  overheard 
him  talking  to  Mrs.  Edgerton.  "Has 
anyone  in  your  Sunday  school  class 
accepted  the  Lord  recently?"  he 
asked. 

She  shook  her  head.  "No,  I'm 
afraid  not,"  she  admitted. 

"Are  they  all  saved  in  your 
class?"  he  inquired. 

"I  don't  know,"  she  answered. 
"Most  of  my  juniors  are  from  the 
good  Christian  families  in  the 
church,  so    I   guess  they  are." 

"Just  because  a  child  is  from  a 
good  Christian  family,"  said  John, 
"doesn't  mean  he's  saved." 

"Well,  I  assume  that  since  they've 
grown  up  in  our  church,  they've 
surely  become  Christians  some- 
where along  the  way." 

"Mrs.  Edgerton,  you  can't  assume 
anything  like  that,"  said  John. 
"The  salvation  of  those  children 
and  the  others  in  your  class  may 
depend   upon   your   reaching  them 


for  Christ.  In  another  year  or  two 
they'll  be  going  into  a  more  rebel- 
lious, independent  age — and  then 
they  might  stop  coming  to  Sun- 
day school  altogether." 

"I  never  thought  of  it  that  way," 
answered  Mrs.  Edgerton.  "But  real- 
ly I  wouldn't  know  how  to  go 
about  leading  them  to  the  Lord. 
I've  never  done  that  sort  of  thing." 

"They  have  a  soul-winning  class 
at  the  Evening  Bible  School  in 
Springfield,"  suggested  John.  "You 
could  learn  how  to  do  it  there." 

"Oh,  but  that's  a  half-hour's 
drive  away,"  protested  Mrs.  Edger- 
ton. "And  I'm  too  busy  to  go  down 
there  once  a  week." 

"I'd  be  glad  to  give  you  a  lift," 
said  John.  "I  take  several  young 
Christians  down  there  when  I  go." 

"Oh,  no.  No  thanks,"  Mrs.  Ed- 
gerton replied  hastily.  She  glanced 
at  her  watch.  "Oh,  I  must  hurry. 
My  roast  will  be  burned  if  I  don't 
get  home   right  away!" 

John  wasn't  too  popular  with  the 
men  in  the  church  either.  He  was 
in  charge  of  a  service  at  the  down- 
town rescue  mission  once  a  month. 
"Say,"  he  said  to  Ed  Higgins,  "how 
about  coming  down  to  the  mission 
with  me  tomorrow  night?" 

"What?  Do  you  want  me  to 
bring    the    message?"    asked   Ed. 

"No,  Dick  is  going  to  do  that.  I 
just  thought  you  would  like  to  go 
along  and  maybe  say  the  prayer, 
read  the  Scripture,  or  give  a  testi- 
mony; and  deal  with  the  men  that 
may  come  forward." 
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"Oh,  uh,  I'm  sorry,  I  think  I'm 
going  to  be  busy  tomorrow  night," 
Ed  answered.  "Maybe  next  month, 
if  you  need  someone  to  bring  the 
message,  I'll  come." 

"Well,  how  about  coming  out 
with  me  next  Monday  night  on 
visitation?"  John   asked. 

"We  don't  have  a  visitation 
program,"  Ed  exclaimed. 

"That  doesn't  mean  that  we 
shouldn't  have  one,"  said  John.  "I 
like  to  go  out  on  Monday  nights 
to  try  to  reach  the  lost.  But  I  think 
it  would  be  even  better  if  I  had 
someone  else  from  the  church  to 
go  with  me." 

"I'm  sorry  John,  but  I  don't 
think   I   have  the    time    to   do   it." 

John  got  about  the  same  an- 
swer when  he  tried  to  get  folks  to 
come  to  the  Wednesday  night 
prayer  meeting.  Sure,  that  made 
him  right  unpopular  too,  except 
with  old  Mrs.  Terrance,  Widow 
Jones,  and  the  few  others  who  reg- 
ularly attended.  He  especially 
made  the  members  of  the  Church 
Board  uncomfortable,  because  I 
guess  they  realized  that  if  anyone 
ought  to  go  to  prayer  meeting, 
they  should. 

"Come  on  out  to  prayer  meeting, 
Harry,"  he  would  urge.  "That's  the 
power  plant  of  the  church.  If  folks 
don't  pray  for  the  church,  it'll  just 
fall  apart.  It'll  just  become  mean- 
ingless, a  social  club.  We  all  have 
problems  too,  and  we  need  to  pray 
for  one  another  together — and  for 
our  missionaries." 


"Okay,     I'll     try     to     make     it, 
Harry  answered. 

But  somehow  most  of  the  time 
the  folks  who  answered  that  way 
didn't  make  it.  I  guess  after  a  while 
John  must  have  gotten  the  idea 
that  they  didn't  believe  in  prayer. 
What  else  could  one  think? 

For  a  while  there  were  several 
young  people  in  our  church  who 
liked  John — in  fact,  they  loved  him. 
He  was  the  one  who  had  led  them 
to  Christ  and  had  brought  them 
to  the  church  in  the  first  place. 
But  after  a  while,  when  they  saw 
how  they  were  being  given  the 
cold  shoulder  and  how  John  was 
the  only  one  who  talked  to  them 
when  they  came,  well,  they  sort  of 
drifted  away.  I  think  they  started 
going  to  a  church  on  the  other  side 
of  town. 

Then  one  Sunday  we  noticed 
that  John  wasn't  in  church.  When 
we  stopped  his  wife  to  ask  about 
him,  she  told  us  that  he  was  sick. 
He  wasn't  in  prayer  meeting  on 
Wednesday  night  either.  That  was 
when  we  learned  that  he  was  in 
the  hospital.  Some  of  us  were 
going  to  visit  him — but  we  were 
pretty  busy,  and  well,  I  guess  we 
didn't  get  around  to  it.  The  next 
Sunday  the  pastor  announced  that 
John's  funeral  would  be  held  on 
Monday. 

As  I  was  talking  to  some  folks 
outside  the  church  after  the  ser- 
vice, I  happened  to  glance  up  to- 
ward the  top  of  the  door.  Maybe 
my  eyes  were  playing  tricks  on  me 
but  I  thought  I  saw  a  strange  light 
hovering  there — and  written  on  it 
in  dark  letters  was  the  word 
"Ichabod."  I  remembered  with  a 
cold  chill  what  the  word  meant  .  .  . 
"The  glory  is  departed  from  Israel." 

Then  I  recalled  something  else 
from  the  Bible  that  made  me  feel 
sick  at  heart — Revelation  2:4,  5 — 
"Nevertheless  I  have  somewhat 
against  thee,  because  thou  hast  left 
thy  first  love.  Remember  therefore 
from  whence  thou  art  fallen,  and 
repent,  and  do  the  first  works;  or 
else  I  will  come  unto  thee  quickly, 
and  will  remove  thy  candlestick 
out  of  his  place,  except  thou  re- 
pent."  • 
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Speeches 


□  N  A  COLD,  January  night 
several  years  ago  the  wind 
was  howling,  while  restless 
snowflakes  whipped  through  the 
air.  That  night,  though  I  was  snug 
and  warm  in  my  home,  a  shatter- 
ing conviction  swept  across  my 
hungry  soul.  I  saw  that  my  life 
was  as  restless  as  the  stormy,  win- 
ter night  outside.  The  wind  of  fear 
howled  and  blew  everyday;  and 
like  the  snow,  my  life  swayed  with 
the  wind.  My  future  contained 
only  the  black  vastness  of  eternity's 
unending  night.  I  was  lost  and 
needed    a    friend. 

I  had  read  about  a  Man  who 
could  help  me.  I  had  seen  count- 
less pictures  of  Him,  and  yet,  I 
had  never  truly  met  Him.  That 
winter  night,  while  kneeling  beside 
my  bed,  I  became  acquainted  with 
this  Man  personally.  When  I  saw 
Him  as  He  was,  I  found  that  all 
the  pictures  I  had  seen  of  Him  did 
not  do  Him  justice,  and  that  for 
centuries  writers'  pens  had  failed 
to    really    describe    Him. 

He  was  probably  a  short  man  as 
were  most  of  the  Jews  of  His  time. 
He  may  have  been  muscular  and 
straight  of  stature,  for  He  had 
worked  hard  all  of  His  life.  His 
hands  no  doubt  were  calloused  and 
worn,  and  scarred  from  cuts  and 
scratches  of  the  carpenter's  trade. 
His  clothes  were  worn,  for  He  was 
a  poor  man.  His  feet  were  dusty 
and  calloused,  and  the  straps  of 
His  sandals  had  worn  corns 
around  His  ankles  and  toes.  His 
sandals  were  in  need  of  repair,  for 
He  had  walked  many,  many  miles. 
The  hot,  Palestinian  sun  had  tan- 
ned His  face,  and  the  desert  wind 
had  made  His  skin  leathery. 

And  His  eyes!  Ah,  yes!  What  can 
be  said  about  His  eyes?  When 
they  saw  a  blind  man,  the  blind 
man  would  see.  His  eyes  saw 
through  the  heart  of  an  impor- 
tant politician  named  Nicodemus; 
and    yet,    they    were    so    compas- 


The  Most 
Unforgetable  Character 


By    DAVID   M.    GRIFFIS 


sionate  that  they  could  see  the 
needs  of  little  children.  He  saw 
good  in  a  publican  named  Mat- 
thew, power  in  a  rough  fisherman 
named  Peter,  and  discipleship  in 
an    Israelite    named    Nathanael. 

What  about  the  voice  of  this 
Man?  It  was  clear,  deep,  strong, 
soft,  compassionate,  and  sharp; 
and  though  all  these  adjectives  fit 
the  voice,  they  cannot  describe  it. 
For  when  He  spoke,  He  calmed  a 
Galilean  storm,  convicted  Roman 
soldiers,  called  forth  dead  bodies  to 
life,  caused  Satan  to  flee  in  fear, 
and  touched  the  heart  of  the  heav- 
enly Father. 

To  all  men  there  is  assigned  a 
birth,  a  life,  and  a  death.  At  this 
Man's  birth,  a  host  of  angels 
greeted  His  arrival;  and  yet,  He 
was  born  in  a  stable,  where  ani- 
mals were  kept.  A  bed  of  hay  was 
His  first  place  of  rest. 

Though  His  life  was  short.  He 
did  more  than  any  other  man  to 
affect  the  world.  Every  nation  has 
been  influenced  by  Him.  Though 
He  was  a  king,  He  associated  with 
blind  men,  gamblers,  politicians, 
publicans,    tax    collectors,    farmers, 


Tuo  studi 
gave  these 
Mrs.  Pegg 
the  studen 
and  the  n 
the  speech 


fishermen,  rich  men,  and  poor 
men.  He  healed  both  the  souls  and 
the  bodies  of  countless  people,  and 
He  continues  to  do  so  to  this  very 
day.  The  demonic  forces  of  hell 
shook  at  the  presence  of  Him. 

He  died  near  the  city  dump 
among  a  mob  of  drunks  and  gamb- 
ling soldiers.  His  deathbed  was  a 
rough,  hewn,  wooden  cross;  and  on 
either  side  were  two  thieves  of  the 
lowest,  moral  character.  This  Man, 
though  innocent,  was  beaten, 
mocked,  and  crowned  with  thorns. 
Yet,  in  His  dying  moments.  He 
begged  His  Father  to  forgive  his 
persecutors. 

This  Man's  death  was  for  me. 
And  yet,  death  could  not  contain 
Him;  for  the  chains  of  death  were 
broken  assunder,  and  He  still  lives. 

This  Man  is  the  Son  of  God.  And 
two  thousand  years  later  on  a  cold, 
winter  night,  I  personally  met  Him. 
I  saw  Him  torn,  ragged,  bleeding, 
and  poverty-stricken;  and  yet,  I 
saw  a  friend  and  the  greatest 
force  of  any  kind  this  world  has 
ever  known.  He  is  the  most  un- 
forgettable character  I  have  ever 
met.  • 


14 


Lee  College  Students 


f  Lee  College,  Cleveland,   Tennessee, 

hes  recently  in  the  class  of 

borough.    Speaking  on  subjects  of  their  choice, 

iressed  both  the  class 

'or.    Mrs.   Scarborough,  instructor  of  speech,  submitted 

the  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  for  publication. 
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Calling  The  Sheep 


RAY!  RAY!" 
Responding  to  this  call  on 
a  cloudy  and  damp  day 
late  in  June,  as  a  boy  of  fourteen, 
I  ran  to  the  side  of  my  uncle. 
Blinded  at  the  age  of  seventeen  by 
a  small  weapon  at  close  range  be- 
cause of  his  disobedience  to  h  i  s 
parents,  he  now  stood  leaning  on 
his  cane  in  an  apparent  state  of 
frustration.  The  excitement  in  his 
voice  told  me  something;  yet,  as 
I  came  near,  he  commanded  me  to 
be  quiet.  With  his  head  turned 
slightly  to  the  north,  he  was  listen- 
ing closely  for  something  in  the 
distance.  Moments  later,  his  re- 
quest was  "Go  into  the  valley;  go 
to  the  ridge  to  the  west;  some- 
thing has  happened  to  my  sheep!" 
My  uncle  had  turned  to  the  oc- 
cupation of  sheep  raising  because 
of  a  number  of  important  factors 
beneficial  to  a  blind  man.  He  fol- 
lowed the  age-old  practice  of  se- 
lecting a  good  healthy  sheep,  fast- 
ening a  bell  around  its  neck,  and 
allowing  this  sheep  to  take  the 
place  of  a  shepherd.  The  tinkle  of 
the  bell  told  my  uncle,  even  though 
he  was  sitting  on  the  porch,  that 
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everything  in  the  valley  was  going 
well.  If  the  bell  stopped  ringing,  he 
knew  that  something  had  gone 
wrong. 

His  last  words  as  I  raced  into 
the  valley  below  were,  "If  you  find 
the  bell  sheep,  ring  the  bell  with 
all  your  might."  By  this  time,  the 
sheep    had    scattered    everywhere. 

While  running  toward  the  valley, 
I  scanned  the  undergrowth  as  I 
stopped  periodically  to  listen.  No- 
where was  there  a  visible  sign  of 
sheep  or  dogs.  While  climbing  the 
side  of  the  slope,  pausing  often  to 
listen,  yet  moving  quickly,  I  saw 
nothing.  I  searched  very  carefully 
throughout  all  the  undergrowth 
and  the  open  places  for  white  ob- 
jects. I  was  halfway  down  the 
mountain  when  I  noticed  that  ly- 
ing on  her  side  on  a  steep,  flat 
rock  was  the  bell  sheep.  The  leath- 
er collar  holding  the  bell  had 
caught  on  a  dry  branch  which  lift- 
ed her  front  feet  off  the  ground. 
She  was  rendered  completely  help- 
less. 

I  remembered  my  uncle's  com- 
mand to  ring  the  bell  with  all  my 
might,  so  I  rang  it  as  I  loosened 
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the  sheep  from  the  branch.  By  the 
time  I  reached  home,  ringing  the 
bell  as  I  went,  all  the  sheep  had 
gathered  and  followed  the  ringing 
bell.  They  milled  around,  and  some 
began  to  nibble  at  the  tender 
blades  of  grass. 

Often  I  think  about  this  expe- 
rience. Two  years  ago,  after  run- 
ning from  God  for  two  years,  I 
submitted  to  the  call  to  preach  the 
gospel.  After  two  years  of  reward- 
ing experiences,  today  I  still  hear 
the  Lord  saying,  "Go  ring  the 
gospel  bell!"  The  sheep  are  scat- 
tered. Some  do  not  believe.  But  Je- 
sus speaks  through  the  Word,  and 
says,  "But  ye  believe  not,  because 
ye  are  not  of  my  sheep,  as  I  said 
unto  you.  My  sheep  hear  my  voice, 
and  I  know  them,  and  they  follow 
me"   (John  10:26,  27).   • 
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T^e  Workers  Conference 


By   CECIL   R.    GUILES 


FOR  MANY  YEARS  the  work- 
ers conference  has  played 
a  very  important  role  in  the 
planning  operation  and  success  of 
the  Sunday  school  and  Family 
Training  Hour  (YPEi.  Needless  to 
say,  the  format  which  the  churches 
follow  today  is  not  the  same  as 
that  used  in  the  earlier  days.  By 
trial  and  error  churches  have  de- 
termined what  type  of  workers  con- 
ference is  most  effective  for  them. 

The  workers  conference  is  the 
hub  of  the  Sunday  school  and 
Family  Training  Hour.  It  is  one  of 
the  most  valuable  means  of  im- 
proving the  quality  and  effective- 
ness of  the  local  Christian  educa- 
tion program.  The  power  potential 
of  the  Sunday  school  and  Family 
Training  Hour  is  either  generated 
or  dissipated  in  the  workers  con- 
ference. 

Actually,  what  a  sales  conference 
is  to  a  commercial  concern,  what 
a  teachers'  meeting  is  to  the  public 
educator,  what  a  briefing  session 
is  to  the  astronaut  the  workers  con- 
ference is,  or  should  be,  to  the  Sun- 
day school  and  Family  Training 
Hour. 

Nothing  worthwhile  ever  "just 
happens."  The  people  who  get 
things    done    are    those    who    set 


their  eyes  on  a  goal,  plan  how  to 
reach  it,  and  then  work  their  plan 
to  completion. 

Churches  that  seemingly  are 
getting  the  most  out  of  workers 
conferences  have  developed  the 
conference  format  on  the  basis  of 
several  recognized  factors:  One, 
with  the  multiplicity  of  organiza- 
tions and  activities  placing  a  heavy 
demand  on  the  time  and  interest 
of  their  members,  time  is  not 
wasted  with  nonessentials.  Two, 
many  of  the  staff  members  are 
homemakers  and  as  such  find  it 
difficult  to  give  many  evenings  to 
such  meetings;  therefore,  confer- 
ences are  held  to  a  minimum. 
Three,  all  staff  members  are  re- 
quired to  attend  the  conferences, 
except  when  hindered  by  illness 
or  emergencies. 

Writing  on  the  importance  of 
the  workers  conferences,  Marion 
Lawrence  states:  "The  writer  has 
often  said,  and  is  still  of  the  same 
mind,  that  he  would  rather  sur- 
render his  place  as  superintendent 
of  the  school,  than  to  be  obliged  to 
conduct  a  school  without  a  regular 
workers  council.  In  fact,  no  church 
school  can  come  anywhere  near 
reaching  its  highest  possibilities 
without  such   a   meeting,   or   some 


equivalent  that  is  just  as  good,  to 
take  its  place:  and  we  doubt  if 
there  is  anything  just  as  good." 

Dr.  Albert  F.  Gage  says,  "A  sup- 
erintendent who  had  just  been 
elected  to  that  office  asked  me  to 
tell  him  the  most  important 
thing  for  him  to  do  in  order  that 
he  might  succeed.  Without  hesita- 
tion, I  said,  'Have  a  monthly  work- 
ers conference.'  " 

The  General  Sunday  School  and 
Youth  Department  also  recognizes 
the  importance  of  the  workers  con- 
ference. Therefore,  the  department 
has  developed  a  workers  conference 
manual,  Serving  the  Seventies.  The 
manual  contains  fourteen  complete 
conference  programs.  It  is  de- 
signed to  aid  the  local  church  in 
a  sustained  training  program,  to 
inspire  greater  dedication,  and  to 
focus  attention  on  youth,  records, 
vacation  Bible  schools,  Sunday 
school  growth,  lesson  preparation, 
leadership,  visitation,  holding  pupil 
interest,  et  cetera. 

The  manual  is  concise,  meaning- 
ful, and  packed  with  information 
of  practical  value  and  application. 
The  suggested  programs  provide 
opportunity  for  all  workers  to  ex- 
press themselves,  and  the  topics 
covered  are  of  interest  and  helpful 
to  each  individual.  Variety  is  one 
of  the  unique  features  of  the  man- 
ual. Each  program  provides  for 
change  of  pace  and  face.  The  in- 
spirational, informational,  and  in- 
structional conference  programs 
can  help  to  bring  about  a  renewed 
revival  of  interest  in   any  church. 

We  are  of  the  opinion  that  Serv- 
ing the  Seventies  will  be  the  means 
of  helping  the  workers  conference 
to  provide  devotional  fellowship,  a 
common  sharing,  a  training  at- 
mosphere, a  clinic  for  considera- 
tion of  problems,  a  time  for  plan- 
ning, and  an  hour  to  stimulate 
study.  This  will  result  in  quickened 
interest,  enlarged  vision,  deepened 
responsibilility,  and  strengthened 
loyalty  to  the  total  Christian  edu- 
cational program.  Serving  the  Sev- 
enties will  be  available  now  from 
the  General  Sunday  School  and 
Youth  Department  or  the  State 
Sunday  School  and  Youth  Depart- 
ment.  • 
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Youth  Week 
at 

Park 
Avenue 


will    be    used    for    this   purpose. 

Youth  Week  is  just  one  way  the 
church  has  in  meeting  its  respon- 
sibility to  youth.  It  helps  young 
people  to  learn  how  to  face  the 
moral  and  spiritual  battles  in  life 
courageously  and  to  determine  to 
serve  the  Lord  according  to  His 
will.  It  also  helps  them  to  know 
their  place  in  the  church  as  good 
followers  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
and  trains  them  to  be  a  witness 
to  the  powerful  gospel  of  God 
without  shame   or  fear. 

Does  Youth  Week  really  pay? 
Perhaps  this  could  be  determined 
by  the  following  remark  of  one  of 
our  teens.  "Youth  Week  helped  to 
answer  many  questions  that  I  had 
that  needed  to  be  answered.  It  also 
helped  me  learn  a  lot  more  about 
Jesus."   • 


ANY  CHURCH  THAT  fails 
to  observe  National  Youth 
Week  is  missing  a  great 
opportunity  to  train  its  youth  as 
well  as  to  show  appreciation  to 
them.  There  is  no  question  as  to 
whether  Youth  Week  will  be  ob- 
served at  the  Park  Avenue  Church 
of  God  in  Memphis,  Tennessee.  It 
is  included  in  the  yearly  program 
of  the  church  and  looked  forward 
to  each  year.  Preparation  for  the 
next  year's  observance  is  begun  at 
the  close  of  the  present  year's  ob- 
servance. 

The  program  theme  "Involved," 
suggested  by  the  General  Depart- 
ment, was  followed  quite  closely. 
Only  a  few  adjustments  were 
made  to  better  suit  our  local  situa- 
tion. 

One  secret  to  success  in  any  pro- 
gram of  the  church  is  preparation 
— early  preparation.  Preparation 
for  youth  week  was  begun  early. 
The  Christian  Education  Director 
and  the  service  leaders  formed  the 
planning  committee. 

Youth  Week  began  with  the 
youths'  taking  charge  of  the  Sun- 
day morning  worship  service  and 
closed  with  their  distributing  tracts 
on  the  following  Saturday  after- 
noon. They  prepared  and  conduct- 
ed every  phase  of  the  worship  ser- 
vice, including  the  preaching.  Two 
young  men  preached  and  did  splen- 
didly. 


The  services  throughout  the  week 
were  for  teens  only,  except  on  Fam- 
ily Night.  Various  teen-agers  be- 
came the  service  leaders  and  were 
in  charge  of  the  service  until  dis- 
cussion time  each  evening.  The 
Reverend  Bobby  Scott,  district  di- 
rector, was  the  guest  speaker  each 
evening  and  presented  the  subject 
for  discussion.  The  teens  became 
involved  in  the  discussion,  and 
later  many  stated  that  the  discus- 
sion times  were  helpful  and  in- 
formative. Numerous  questions  and 
problems  of  concern  to  youth  were 
resolved  during  these  times  of  dis- 
cussion. 

The  tract  distribution  on  Sat- 
urday afternoon  was  great!  As  a 
result,  the  teens  decided  that  they 
would  like  to  do  this  once  a 
month.  A  lot  of  homes  can  be  con- 
tacted in  an  hours'  time  when 
street  assignments,  cars  and  car 
captains,  and  all  details  are  work- 
ed out  in  advance.  The  covered- 
dish  luncheon  which  followed 
pleased  the  appetites  of  energetic 
youth  and  provided  an  opportunity 
to  relate  experiences  that  had 
happened  during  tract  time. 

The  teens  wrote  their  impress- 
sions  of  Youth  Week,  giving  what 
they  considered  its  strong  and 
weak  points,  along  with  their  ideas 
and  suggestions  for  another  ob- 
servance. These  are  now  in  the  file 
marked    "Youth    Week    1970"    and 
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South  Carolina 
Sponsors 

Christian  Education 

Workers  Appreciation 
Sunday 

By   FLOYD   D.   CAREY 


A  SMALL  CLOCK  in  a  jew- 
eler's window  in  a  thriving 
western  town  stopped  run- 
ning one  day  for  half  an  hour — at 
fifteen  minutes  till  nine.  School 
children  noticing  the  time,  stopped 
to  play;  people  hurrying  to  the 
train  station,  looking  at  the  clock, 
began  to  walk  leisurely;  profession- 
al men,  rushing  to  meet  appoint- 
ments, saw  the  time  and  walked 
slower.  All  of  them,  needless  to  say, 
were  half  an  hour  late.  They  were 
late  because  one  small  clock  had 
stopped  running.  Never  had  these 
people  known  how  much  they  had 
depended  upon  that  clock  until  it 
stopped  working. 

What  if  Christian  education 
workers  in  the  local  church  stop- 
ped working  for  just  one  Sunday 
without  giving  an  advanced  no- 
tice? It  would  be  difficult  to  imag- 
ine the  complicated  disorder  that 
would  occur.  Their  self-giving  work 
Sunday  after  Sunday,  however,  us- 
ually   goes    unheralded    and    unre- 


warded. They  remain  faithful,  nev- 
ertheless and  fulfill  their  assigned 
duties  with  zest  and  spiritual  deter- 
mination. 

Christian  education  workers  are 
a  distinguished  force  in  the  local 
church.  They  can  be  compared  to 
Gideon's  three  hundred  choice  sol- 
diers who  achieved  victory  against 
overwhelming  odds,  and  to  the 
seven  hundred  lefthanded  special- 
ists who  could  sling  stones  at  a 
great  distance  and  hit  the  target 
every  time.  They  are  a  distinguish- 
ed force  because  of  their  call,  a 
call  to  be  God's  representatives;  be- 
cause of  the  cause  they  represent — 
the  cause  of  freedom  and  salvation 
in  Christ;  and  because  of  their 
courage — courage  to  face  the  task 
that  requires  self-discipline,  sacri- 
ficing time,  and  spiritual  under- 
standing. 

During  Christ's  ministry  on  earth 
He  was  never  reluctant  to  com- 
mend those  who  excelled  in  faith - 
ness,  in  spiritual  boldness,  and  in 


self-giving  service.  On  several  dif- 
ferent occasions  He  publicly  focus- 
ed attention  on  Christian  workers 
and  commended  them  for  their 
steadfastness  and  convictions.  In 
the  parable  of  the  talents,  Christ 
was  quick  to  commend  the  "good 
and  faithful"  servants  and  to  hon- 
or them  openly.  Christ  was  aware 
of  the  value  and  influence  of  guid- 
ing workers  toward  accomplishing 
worthy  spiritual  objectives  by  giv- 
ing them  credit  and  honor  for 
services  already  rendered  and  for 
their  dedication  and  willingness  to 
continue   to  work. 

Someone  has  said  that  "the  de- 
sire for  approval  and  recognition  is 
a  fundamental  part  of  human  na- 
ture." Christian  education  workers 
do  not  seek  the  applause  of 
churchgoers,  but  they  should  be 
applauded  when  they  are  faithful, 
dependable,  and  render  efficient 
service.  Realizing  this,  the  South 
Carolina  State  Sunday  School  and 
Youth    Department    planned    and 
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promoted  a  statewide  Christian  Ed- 
ucation Workers  Appreciation  Sun- 
day on   September  28,    1969. 

All    Sunday    school    and    youth 
workers  were  honored  on  Christian 
Education      Workers     Appreciation 
Sunday.    Guidebooks,    posters,    and 
other    promotional    materials   were 
made    available    to    every    church. 
The    activity    was    directed    in    the 
local  church  by  a  committee  con- 
sisting of   the  pastor,   the   Sunday 
school     superintendent,     and     two 
laymen.  Some   of   the   special   fea- 
tures of  this  activity  were  as  fol- 
lows: 
Workers    banquet,    recognition 
program,    essay    contest    on 
"What    My    Sunday    School 
Teacher    Means    to    Me,"    rest 
day  for  workers  with  a  laymen 
performing  their  duties,  a  gift 
to  workers  from  their  class  or 
department,  expressions  of  ap- 
preciation,     et      cetera.      The 
guidebook    contained    a    com- 
plete   program:    sermon    seeds, 
poems,  banquet  program,  hon- 
or talks,  news  release,  morning 
worship      service,      et      cetera. 
Workers  were  also  awarded  an 
attractive    Christian    education 
service  pin  which  was  designed 
and    manufactured    under    the 
direction    of    the    State    Youth 
Department. 

This  promotion  was  a  highlight 
in  the  Christian  education  pro- 
gram of  our  state.  It  not  only  fo- 
cused attention  on  dedicated  work- 
ers, but  also  emphasized  the  ur- 
gent and  expanding  ministry  of 
Christian  education  in  the  local 
church.  As  a  result  of  this  pro- 
ject, workers  will  have  a  clearer 
vision  of  their  work  and  a  deeper 
determination  to  perform  it  effi- 
ciently. Laymen  now  have  a  broad- 
er understanding  of  the  task  of 
Christian  education  workers,  and  a 
deep  respect  and  appreciation  for 
them.  The  Christian  education 
commission,  "To  change  persons 
for  God  into  the  likeness  of  Christ 
through  teaching  and  training" 
will  be  viewed  in  a  new  dimension 
and  will  be  undertaken  with  re- 
newed dedication  in  response  to 
the  insights  and  the  inspiration 
created  by  this  worthy  program.  • 
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By   Their   Works 


from  page  11 

chatted  gaily  about  changes  in  the 
landscape.  She  noticed  a  hawk 
perched  high  in  a  tree  above  a 
swamp.  She  pointed  out  the  oil  der- 
ricks where  a  new  well  had  come 
in  a  short  time  before.  Once  in 
the  city  of  Marshall,  she  reveled 
in  the  architectual  beauty  of  the 
majestic  old  homes.  "I  remember 
many  of  these  that  were  here  when 
I  was  a  girl,"  she  said. 

An  hour  later,  when  Martha 
drew  up  to  the  curb  in  front  of 
the  brick  apartments,  Mrs.  Stone 
was  effusive  in  her  thanks. 

"You're  most  welcome,  I  liked 
your  company,"  Martha  assured 
her.  "We'll  take  another  drive 
soon." 

It  was  nice  having  her  along, 
Martha  thought.  And  who  would 
have  guessed  that  she  would  get  so 
much  enjoyment  out  of  a  simple 
drive.  I'll  bet  she  would  like  to  see 
the  new  housing  development  the 
other  side  of  town — and  the  iris 
gardens,  and  the  bird  sanctuary. 
How  awful  it  would  be  to  see  no 
scenery  but  street  after  paved 
street  and  buildings  all  around. 
But  city  buses  can't  tour  the  coun- 
tryside. And  it  would  be  impracti- 
cal for  a  woman  like  Mrs.  Stone 
to  own  a  car.  She  would  have  to 
rent  a  garage,  and  buy  license  and 
insurance.  And,  too,  repair  bills 
have  a  way  of  popping  up  when 
you  least  expect  them.  On  Mrs. 
Stone's  small  income,  there  just 
wouldn't  be   enough   money. 

As  Martha  braked  to  a  stop  in 
her  driveway,  she  lingered  in 
the  car  for  a  minute.  Well,  I  didn't 
make  any  animal  cutouts  for  the 
Sunday  school  class,  she  mused, 
but  I  did  help  brighten  the  morn- 
ing for  a  lonely  widow.  Maybe  I'm 
in  a  rut,  thinking  Christian  work 
means  just  church  work. 

A  verse  memorized  years  before 
when  she  was  a  child  in  Sunday 
school  came  into  her  mind.  "What- 
soever thy  hand  findeth  to  do,  do 
it  with  all  thy  might"  (Ecclesiastes 
9:10).  It  was  something  to  think 
about.    • 
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from  page  9 


ice  and  her  hands  were  cold. 

But  the  very  feel  of  the  warm 
leather  binding  steadied  her  sen- 
ses. She  had  memorized  the  whole 
chapter  when  the  children  were 
working  on  the  reading.  But  the 
sight  of  the  printed  words  seemed 
to  clear  her  vision.  "Love  is  patient 
and  kind  .  .  .  does  not  insist  on  its 
own  way  ...  is  not  irritable  or 
resentful.  Love  endures  all  things, 
Love  never  ends — " 

The  sound  of  the  first  church 
bell  brought  Ruth  to  her  feet.  She 
needed  to  be  there  early  to  go  over 
the  reading  with  the   children. 


Walking  slowly  home  from 
church  that  morning,  Ruth  seemed 
to  hear  again  the  earnest  voices 
of  the  children.  They  had  perform- 
ed beautifully,  and  she  was  proud 
of  them.  She  wondered  uneasily 
if  she  had  been  patient  and  kind, 
especially  since  she  knew  that  Bert 
had  been  an  orphan  like  herself 
and  that  he  had  never  gone  to 
church  until  he  came  to  Hillsdale 
to  work. 

But  when  Ruth  was  back  in  her 
silent  house,  the  packed  bag 
brought  on  a  flood  of  bitterness. 
"He  knew  how  much  my  religious 
faith  meant  to  me,"  she  told  her- 
self. "He  should  have  let  me  know 
that  he  would  have  no  part  of  it. 
Then  I  would  never  have  married 
him!" 

But  the  voices  of  the  children 
still  haunted  her. 

"Love  bears  all  things  .  .  .  hopes 
all  things — " 

And  then  she  heard  another 
voice — Bert's  when  he  tried  to  ex- 
plain, to  her  why  he  wasn't  willing 
to   join    the    church. 

"When  I  can  see  that  belonging 
to  a  church  makes  anybody  a  bet- 
ter person,  I'll  try  it." 

"If  love  hopes  all  things,"  maybe 
she  could  hope  to  show  Bert  that 
she  was  a  better  person  because 
she  was  a  Christian.  In  a  whole 
year  of  being  married  to  Bert,  she 
had  failed  to  do  this, 


"Now,"  she  told  herself,  "I'm 
really  going  to  try." 

She  unpacked  the  bag  and  put 
it  back  in  the  far  corner  of  the 
closet.  Then  she  hurried  to  the 
kitchen.  She  had  no  way  of  know- 
ing when  Bert  would  be  back.  But 
she  was  sure  he  would  be  tired  and 
hungry.  She  could  have  a  good 
meal  ready  for  him — something 
that  could  be  kept  hot  and  could 
be  served  whenever  he  came  home. 

She  could  cream  the  cold  chicken 
that  was  in  the  refrigerator  and 
serve  it  on  the  hot  biscuits,  the 
ones  she  had  almost  thrown  away. 
She  could  have  fruit  salad  and  but- 
tered peas  and  the  pie  that  was 
left   from   last   night. 

She  had  just  put  the  best  cloth 
on  the  table  and  was  setting  out 
her  wedding  china  when  she  heard 
Bert's  car  in  the  driveway. 

She  put  the  teapot  down  quickly 
and  stood  waiting  until  Bert  open- 
ed the  back  door.  He  stopped  when 
he  saw  her  and  his  face  was  one 
big  question  mark.  Then  he  walked 
slowly  toward  her. 

"I  was  so  sure  you  would  be  mad 
at  me,"  he  began. 

"I  was,"  confessed  Ruth,  "but  I 
got  over  it.  Go  wash  your  face  and 
we'll  eat.  I'm  hungry." 

Bert  started  for  the  bathroom. 
Then  he  turned  back  and  his  voice 
was  serious. 

"Ruth,  I'm  sorry  and  ashamed 
about  the  way  I  acted  this  morn- 
ing. I  made  up  my  mind  as  I  was 
driving  home  that  if  you  for- 
gave me  for  this,  I  would  try  to 
find  out  what  it  was  that  you  had, 
that  I  didn't." 

Then   Bert  looked   at   the   clock. 

"If  I  can  have  a  hot  bath  and 
a  nap  after  we  eat,  we'll  go  back 
to  your  little  church.  We  can  stay 
for  the  supper,  and  you'll  have 
time  to  visit  with  the  preacher  and 
his  wife.  Maybe  they  can  give  me 
some  pointers." 

Ruth  blinked  back  the  happy 
tears  as  she  hurried  to  put  the 
meal  on  the  table.  Now  she  heard 
the  children's  voices  loud  and 
clear  as  they  finished  the  choral 
reading. 

"So,  Faith,  Hope,  Love  abide.  But 
the  greatest  of  these  is  Love."  • 
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(YPE)  AVERAGE 

By  Paul  F.  Henson 
General  Director 

Churches  listed  here  are  only  those  out 
of  the  more  than  3,650  in  the  United  States 
that  chose  to  send  in  a  report  of  their 
attendance. 

OCTOBER,   1969 
Cleveland    (North),   Tennessee  348 

Ranlo,     North     Carolina       216 

Cincinnati    (Central   Pkwy.),   Ohio      _..  210 

Buford,   Georgia   „   .... 209 

Greenville    (Tremont    Ave), 

South   Carolina 206 

Rossvllle,    Georgia    _ _ 198 

Savannah    (Derenne    Ave.),    Georgia         196 

Atlanta    (Mt.   Paran),  Georgia   191 

Lakeland    (Lake    Wire),    Florida    ._.  181 

Rome    (North),  Georgia   ....   _ 165 

Wyandotte,    Michigan    163 

Danville  (West  Main  St.),  Virginia  ....  150 
Wilmington    (Fourth   St.), 

North    Carolina 148 

Mlddletown    (Clayton    St.)    Ohio  _.  146 

Jackson  (Bailey  Ave.),  Mississippi  ....  145 
Orlando  (Orange  Ave.),  Florida  ....  ....  ...    141 

Berea,   Kentucky   139 

East  Lumberton,   North   Carolina   ....   ....  136 

Roanoke,    Virginia    _    125 

Paris,    Texas     ...    _ 122 

Huntsvllle   (College   Park),   Alabama   __  120 

Radford,    Virginia    .... 118 

Jacksonville     (Springfield),    Florida    ....  117 

Pontiac,    Michigan ....    _ 117 

Canton  (Canton  Temple),  Ohio 114 

Fort    Worth    (Riverside),    Texas    _ 114 

Eight    Mile    (Indian    Springs), 

Alabama 112 

Princeton,    West    Virginia    _ _..    _  ill 

Baton    Rouge    (North    Acadian), 

Louisiana      _ 107 

Hurst,    Texas   ....   _    _   _ ___    ...  107 

Roanoke  Rapids.  North  Carolina  ._.  _  105 
Burlington    (East), 

North  Carolina 103 

Norfolk      (Azalea     Garden), 

Virginia   ...   _   ....   _..   _..   _..   _..   _   ....  103 

Pulaski,   Virginia   ....   _ _.   _   ....  103 

Cleveland   (Mt.  Olive),  Tennessee  102 


Michigan 


Hawaii 


Vance 


Allen 


STATE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  AND  YOUTH  DIRECTORS 

RECEIVE  CITATION  OF  ACHIEVEMENT 

By  Paul  F.   Henson,   General   Director   Church   of   God   Sunday   School 

and  Youth 


In  announcing  the  State  Sunday 
School  and  Youth  Directors  who 
were  awarded  a  special  "Citation 
of  Achievement"  recently,  the  Gen- 
eral Sunday  School  and  Youth  De- 
partment failed  to  include  the  di- 
rectors shown  above.  Our  commen- 


dations go  to  the  Reverend  Robert 
C.  Vance,  state  director  of  Michi- 
gan, and  the  Reverend  Virgil  T. 
Allen,  state  director  of  Hawaii,  for 
their  receiving  this  coveted  cita- 
tion. 


Jacksonville    (Southslde    Estates), 

Florida 

Jesup,   Georgia   .... 

Avondale  Estates,   Georgia   

Chrlstiansburg,    Virginia      ...     

Sanford,   Florida   .... 

Chattanooga  (East),  Tennessee  

Decatur  (Sherman  St.),  Alabama  _ 

Bartow,    Florida 

Lexington   (Loudon  Ave.),  Kentucky 
Bush     (Sharps    Chapel),    Louisiana 

Clover,   South   Carolina   

Columbus,   Ohio   ....   .... 

Covington    (Shepherds    Fold), 

Louisiana  .... _  

Dayton    (East  Fourth   St.),   Ohio   .... 

Fort  Lauderdale,  Florida  _ 

Dallas    (Oak   Cliff),    Texas   

Santa   Ana    (Center   St.),   California 

Conway   (North),  South  Carolina  

Camden,    South    Carolina    .._    

Lemmon,  South   Dakota  _..  .... 

Pompano  Beach,  Florida  _  .... 

West  Indianapolis,  Indiana  

Cahokia,   Illinois   

Cleveland    (Big    Springs), 

Tennessee    .... 

Fairfield  (North),  California 

Mesqulte,   Texas          _..   _   _..   _ 

Somerset,   Kentucky   _ 

Brldgevlew,    Illinois   ... . 


Thorn,  Mississippi  

.     73 

...    102 

Anawalt    (Conklintown), 

....   102 

West   Virginia    ....    _.. 

..     71 

....   101 

Carlsbad,    New    Mexico   . 

.     70 

.      101 

Peoria,    Illinois    . 

.     70 

....   100 

Portsmouth  (Westhaven),  Virginia  

..     70 

....     97 

Dade    City,   Florida     

69 

....     96 

Vanceburg.  Kentucky  

68 

....     94 

Xenia,    Ohio     ...    ....   _. ....    ....    ....    . 

.      68 

....     93 

Lake    Worth,    Texas . 

.      67 

..       92 

Kenosha,   Wisconsin  _..   ....   . 

65 

....     91 

Foxville    (Mt.    Pleasant),    Maryland    . 

..     64 

....     91 

Granite  Falls,   North   Carolina   ....  — .   . 

..     64 

Lawrenceville,    Illinois    . 

..     64 

....     91 

West    Frankfort,    Illinois    ... . 

..     63 

....     88 

Adrian,    Michigan    ....    . 

..     62 

....     88 

Richmond  Dale,  Ohio  

..     60 

...     87 

Smlthfleld    (Union town), 

...      87 

Pennsylvania   ....  _ _ . 

..     60 

...      84 

Donalds,  South  Carolina  ....  . 

..     59 

....     83 

Orangeburg    (Palmetto    St.), 

.-     81 

South   Carolina  _   

..     58 

....     81 

Pascagoula,   Mississippi    _ . 

..     58 

_     80 

San   Antonio    (Southslde),   Texas   ... 

58 

_     79 

Brenton,   West  Virginia  _ _  . 

..     54 

Mount   Clemens,   Michigan   ... .   _ 

_     53 

_     79 

Abingdon,  Virginia    ...  _ . 

..     52 

_..     77 

Dayton    (North),    Ohio    .... ....    . 

..     51 

...     76 

Huntington,    West    Virginia    

..     51 

_     76 

Corbin    (Center    St.),    Kentucky    ...    . 

..     50 

_     73 

Eldorado,   Illinois   . 

..     50 
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WATCH  YOUR 
WORD  POWER 


THE  POLICE  IN  a  large 
southern  city  were  baffled 
because  of  lack  of  evidence 
in  a  service  station  robbery.  Round- 
ing up  a  group  of  boys  who  might 
be  guilty,  they  began  questioning 
them.  Little  progress  was  being 
made  until  one  of  the  officers  de- 
cided to  play  a  hunch.  Standing 
before  one  teen-age  boy,  he  looked 
him  straight  in  the  eye  and  said, 
"You  know  who  broke  into  that 
service  station,  don't  you?  Even  if 
you  won't  admit  it,  we  can  compare 
the  fingerprints  we  found  with 
yours  and  our  case  will  be  solved." 

Quickly  the  boy  blurted,  "There 
weren't  any  fingerprints!  I  wore 
gloves!"  Caught  and  convicted  by 
the  power  of  his  own  thoughtless 
words. 

There    are    so    many    kinds    of 


By  VIVIAN   BOITER 


words  we  can  use  that  the  list 
seems  endless;  idle  words,  truthful 
words,  tactful  words,  wise  words, 
peaceful  words,  fearful  words,  dis- 
honest words,  angry  words,  offend- 
ing words,  kind  words,  assuring 
words,  proud  words,  covetous  words, 
and  fitting  words — to  name  a  few. 
Most  of  us  speak  our  share  of  dif- 
ferent words  every  day;  since  it 
has  been  estimated  that  the  major- 
ity of  people  utter  enough  words 
in  one  week  to  fill  a  large,  five- 
hundred  page  book.  This  would 
amount,  in  the  average  lifetime,  to 
many  many  volumes. 

Do  we  command  the  power  of 
our  words,  or  do  they  pour  forth 
from  our  lips  with  no  thought  of 
their  consequences  for  ourselves  or 
others? 

The  Bible  says,  "Pleasant  words 


are  as  an  honeycomb,  sweet  to  the 
soul,  and  health  to  the  bones" 
(Proverbs  16:24).  A  word  fitly  spo- 
ken is  like  apples  of  gold  and  pic- 
tures   of    silver"    (Proverbe    25:11). 

Some  words  have  made  so  tre- 
mendous an  impact  at  the  time 
they  were  spoken  that  they  have 
helped  in  the  molding  of  a  nation. 

Following  the  Revolutionary  War, 
the  Constitutional  Convention  was 
having  an  arduous  time  putting 
together  a  constitution.  In  the 
midst  of  the  difficulty  Benjamin 
Franklin  said,  "The  longer  I  live 
the  more  convincing  proof  I  see  of 
the  truth,  that  God  governs  in  the 
affairs  of  men.  If  a  sparrow  can- 
not fall  to  the  ground  without  His 
notice,  is  it  probable  that  an  em- 
pire can  rise  without  His  aid?" 
Franklin  then  moved  that  the  Con- 
stitutional Convention  of  1787  be- 
gin its  sessions  with  prayer  for  di- 
vine guidance  each  morning.  Fin- 
ally, the  members  were  able  to 
word  a  document  which  has 
weathered  years  of  governmental 
strain. 

Individual  lives  have  also  been 
shaped  by  the  power  of  a  few 
words.  One  of  these  lives  was  that 
of  Daniel  S.  Ford,  proprietor  and 
editor  of  Youth's  Companion.  In 
clearing  his  desk  after  his  death,  a 
poem  was  found  in  a  conspicuous 
place.  The  poem  had  been  clipped 
from  a  paper  and  bore  the  title  "I 
Shall  Not  Pass  Again  This  Way." 
Its  worn  and  tattered  corners 
showed  that  it  had  been  read 
often.  The  contents  spoke  of  giving 
strength,  joy,  good  measure,  faith 
and  hope  and  living  "aright  from 
day  to  day."  Relatives  said  the 
poem  was  a  fitting  description  of 
Mr.   Ford's  daily   life. 

Eventually,  if  other  persons  are 
in  our  company  long  enough,  our 
words  will  reveal  what  we  really 
are  in  our  inner  life.  What  we  talk 
about  and  the  type  of  words  we 
use  will  betray  the  condition  of 
our  heart  life. 

As  we  consider  this  penetrating 
power  of  words  and  the  force  they 
can  exert  in  other  ways,  surely  we 
need  to  pray  each  morning,  "Set  a 
watch,  O  Lord,  before  my  mouth; 
keep  the  door  of  my  lips"  (Psalm 
141:3).   • 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  RELIGION 
is  one  of  joy,  and  all  Chris- 
tians are  to  be  messengers 
of  joy  and  witnesses  of  the  Re- 
surrection. Joy  is  a  command  from 
Jesus.  "If  you  love  me,  you  would 
rejoice"    (John   14:28). 

Also,  in  John  16:22,  He  tells  us, 
"I  will  see  you  again,  and  your 
heart  shall  rejoice,  and  your  joy 
no  man  taketh  from  you." 

The  average  Christian  may  ap- 
pear to  follow  the  way  of  the 
cross;  it  seems  that  he  sees  only 
the  death  of  Jesus  and  not  His  Re- 
surrection. He  may  mourn  with  Je- 
sus in  His  sorrow,  suffer  with  Him 
in  His  hour  of  great  tribulation,  but 
then  leave  Him  to  go  his  way  when 
these  things  have  passed.  Jesus  is 
left  to  rejoice  alone.  The  Christian 
seems  not  to  know  how  to  rejoice 
and  how  to  sing  a  joyful  song! 

Christian  joy  should  burst  our 
hearts.  In  John  15:11  Christ  says 
"these  things  I  have  spoken  to 
you,  that  my  joy  might  remain  in 
you,  and  that  your  joy  might  be 
full;"  and  in  John  16:20,  "Your 
sorrow   shall   be   turned   into  joy." 

The  Christian  must  learn  to  be 
a  happy  person.  He  must  learn  the 
full  meaning  of  joyousness  of 
heart,  for  his  eternal  life — which 
begins  now — engenders  joy.  Now  is 
the  accepted  time  of  salvation  and 
joy. 

Christian  joy  is  not  an  easy  con- 
tentment and  can  never  be  a  naive 
self-satisfaction  with  things  as 
they  are.  The  place  that  we  give 
to  joy  and  happiness  is  the  place 
that  we  will  give  to  God. 

Joy  should  be  the  keynote  of  our 
lives — joy  in  the  confidence  that 
God  is,  was,  and  ever  shall  be,  and 
that  we  are  here  only  because  of 
Him.  Joy  should  reign  in  our  lives 
because  we  have  the  privilege  of 
being  His  people,  and  because  we 
know  that  we  are  called  to  serve 
Him. 

Each  of  us  has  a  God-given  right 
to  happiness  and  joy.  The  more 
that  love  is  given  out,  the  more  it 
will  return.  Joy  is  born  in  human 
hearts  but  it  brings  a  spiritual 
peace.  Each  of  us  may  discover 
that  love  is  a  way  of  life,  and  with 
it,  much  can  be  accomplished. 
Without  love,   life   is   meaningless, 


The  Tonic 

of 

Joy 
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By   ROY   Z.    KEMP 


for  love  includes  all  that  is  best  in 
kindness  and  all  that  is  finest  in 
friendship. 

Also,  if  each  person  will  remem- 
ber that  "God  is  love"— one  of  the 
greatest  truths — other  thoughts  will 
fit  into  a  pattern  that  is  nearer 
to  perfection  because  this  simple 
statement  will  answer  many  of 
life's    perplexing    problems. 

Love  is  a  warmth  felt  within 
that  radiates  and  shines  forth  to 
light  not  only  our  own  life  but  the 
lives  of  many  others  with  whom 
we  come  in  contact. 

It  has  been  said  that  much  is 
wrong  with  our  Christian  witness 
today,  but  the  thing  most  wrong  is 
the  absence  of  joy. 

"A  merry  heart  doeth  good  like 
a  medicine"  the  wise  man  tells  us 
in  Proverbs  17:22.  A  cheerful  heart 
can  be  cultivated.  It  is  not  some- 
thing that  others  may  possess  but 
that  we  ourselves  can  never  hope 
to   have.   We    must  learn   to   have 


faith  in  God  and  to  accept  Him 
and  the  good  which  He  offers.  It 
is  a  joyous  thing  to  believe  in  the 
goodness  of  God. 

"I  have  learned  ...  to  be  con- 
tent" (Philippians  4:11).  To  be  con- 
tent means  "to  be  happy."  Things 
in  themselves  do  not  bring  happi- 
ness. Peaceful  satisfaction  comes 
from  a  state  of  mind,  from  feelings 
of  contentment.  We  can  be  really 
happy  only  when  we  have  peace 
with  God.  "Now  the  God  of  hope 
fill  you  with  all  joy  and  peace  in 
believing"    (Romans   15:13). 

"He  hath  put  a  new  song  in  my 
mouth"  (Psalm  40:3)  "Weeping 
may  endure  for  a  night,  but  joy 
cometh  in  the  morning"  (Psalm 
30:5). 

The  night  is  almost  gone  and  the 
morning  song  of  joy  and  radiant 
gladness  is  about  to  begin.  The 
coming  of  our  Lord  is  near.  To  seek 
and  to  fulfill  God's  plan  for  our 
lives — this  is  life's  greatest  joy.    • 
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CHOICE 
DETERMINES 
DESTINY 


By   SAMUEL   FARINA 


AARON  BURR  WAS  born 
into  a  godly  home.  His  fa- 
ther, the  Reverend  Aaron 
Burr,  Sr.,  was  president  of  the  uni- 
versity, which  is  now  Princeton 
University.  Aaron's  mother  was  the 
daughter  of  the  noted  evangelist 
and  theologian,  Jonathan  Edwards, 
who  preached  the  great  sermons, 
"Sinners  in  the  Hands  of  an  An- 
gry God." 

When  Aaron  Burr  was  only 
three  years  old  his  parents  passed 
away. 

Burr  was  a  brilliant  student — a 


child  prodigy.  When  he  grew  older, 
he  became  a  Revolutionary  War 
hero.  After  the  war  he  entered 
politics.  In  1800  he  almost  defeated 
Thomas  Jefferson  for  the  presi- 
dency of  the  United  States:  He  tied 
Jefferson  in  electoral  votes.  Many 
felt  that  he  would  succeed  him  in 
the  elections  of  1804;  however, 
Congress  broke  the  tie  and  gave 
the  presidency  to  Jefferson. 

Burr  blamed  Alexander  Hamil- 
ton for  his  political  defeat,  and 
thus  began  the  famous  fued  which 
ended  in  a  duel.  Burr  killed  Hamil- 


ton and  as  a  result  was  rejected 
politically  and  socially. 

Thomas  Jefferson  had  Burr  ar- 
rested for  treason — a  fate  which 
to  Burr  was  worse  than  death.  Pub- 
lic rejection,  a  trial  for  treason, 
four  years  of  decadent  living  in 
Europe,  the  death  of  his  daugh- 
ter, and  his  short-lived  marriage  to 
a  wealthy  widow  left  Burr  a  lone- 
ly, broken,  bitter  man.  Before  his 
death,  Burr  told  a  friend,  "Life  has 
lost  all  its  value." 

The  tragic  life  of  Aaron  Burr 
may  stem  from  the  fact  that  he 
made  a  hasty  decision  to  reject 
God,  and  his  choice  determined  his 
destiny.  Instead  of  becoming  fa- 
mous,  he  became   infamous. 

A  spiritual  revival  swept  the 
campus  of  the  College  of  New  Jer- 
sey, which  later  became  Princeton 
University.  Many  students  accepted 
Jesus  Christ  as  Saviour  and  Lord, 
but  Burr  scoffed  at  the  emotion 
of  religious  experience.  Coldly  he 
said,  "I  follow  only  reason.  I  have 
only  contempt  for  the  teachings  of 
my  grandfather." 

An  old  minister  once  told  Burr, 
"I  predict  that  you  will  soar  as 
high  and  fall  as  low  as  any  soul 
alive."  That  prophecy  literally 
came  true. 

Who  knows  what  history  would 
have  recorded  about  this  man  if 
he  had  made  the  choice  to  accept 
Jesus  Christ?  He  might  have  been 
remembered  as  a  famous  minister, 
or  perhaps  the  third  president  of 
the  United  States.  • 
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The  world  is  waiting  for  answers 

NOT  ABOUT  A  LIFELESS  MOON  BUT  ABOUT  ETERNAL  LIFE 


QUESTIONS   BEING  ASKED  TODAY  BY  MILLIONS   OF 

FAMILIES  PROVIDE  AN   UNPRECEDENTED  OPPORTUNITY 

FOR   CHRISTIAN   MEN  AND  WOMEN  TO  .  .  . 

EARN  $12,000  to  $25,000  A  YEAR ! 

OR  $75.00  to  $200  WEEKLY,  PART-TIME. 


ARE  YOU  READY  FOR  THIS 
ONE-OF-A-KIND  OPPORTUNITY 
TO  DOUBLE  YOUR  INCOME? 

No  Competition  —  No  Investment  Needed.  Be- 
cause we  have  something  truly  different  to 
offer,  something  new  and  exciting  —  wanted 
and  needed  by  every  Christian  family  —  suc- 
cess comes  easy.  You  will  be  working  in  a  vital 
home  ministry  serving  your  community  .  .  .  and 
providing  the  answers  that  all  mankind  is 
seeking. 

These  Christian  people  have  amazing  stories  to  tell 
. . .  read  what  they  have  to  say: 


SALESMAN  -  FULL-TIME 
"I'm  a  family  man  and  was  stuck  in 
a  job  that  brought  me  low  pay.  Some 
years  ago  the  Rudin  Company  offered 
me  a  job.  The  last  3  months  I  earned 
$5,305  with  time  out  for  vacationing, 
fishing  and  golfing.  I  have  the  joy  of 
knowing  that  every  family  [  talk  to 
will  be  helped  by  the  program  I  offer." 
Mr.  H.  R.,  Washington 

HOUSEWIFE  -  PART-TIME 

"When  my  husband  wanted  to  return 
to  the  University  for  his  graduate 
work  I  prayed  for  a  part-time  job 
that  would  permit  me  to  be  home  with 
the  children  and  still  earn  enough 
income  to  help  pay  the  family  ex- 
penses. I've  been  working  about  12 
ho 

is    well    over   $11.00 
very  happy."  Mrs.  j,  P  _  Canada 

MANAGER  -  FULL-TIME 

For  the  last  two  months,  I  averaged 
$537  weekly  ...  but  more  important, 
I  found  many  wonderful  opportuni- 
ties to  bring  spiritual  blessing  to 
others  ...  for  20  years  this  work 
has  been  the  answer  to  my  prayers 
about  financial  needs  and  a  chance 
to  help  others  know  of  God's  Word." 
C.  E.,  Pennsylvania 


And  you'll  profit  both  materially  and  spiritually.  You'll  enjoy  the 
support  of  Christian  leaders  nationally  and  locally.  Your  mate- 
rial rewards  can  mean  $75.00  to  $200.00  per  week  part-time,  and 
over  $300  per  week  full-time. 

NATIONWIDE  EXPANSION  PROGRAM  NOW  IN  PROGRESS. 
MANAGERS,  SUPERVISORS  URGENTLY  NEEDED. 

Housewives,  Pastors,  Students,  Teachers  and  other  Christians 
.  .  .  opportunity  for  even  larger  incomes  and  promotion  is  wait- 
ing. If  you  have  a  deep  interest  in  people  and  need  a  substantial, 
independent  income,  we  have  an  opening  for  you.  Act  now. 
When  you  receive  our  free  booklet,  you  will  see  how  the  tried 
and  proven  Rudin  Income  Plan  has  brought  complete  financial 
independence  to  so  many.  You  will  read  of  a  career  opportunity 
that  is  not  dependent  on  age,  education,  or  background.  Get  all 
the  facts  about  a  fine  reputable,  long-established  company  under- 
going dynamic  expansion  in  an  unlimited  market. 

Be  Your  Own  Boss  —  Set  Your  Own  Hours.  Start  now,  spare  or 
full-time.  Begin  small,  grow  big.  No  investment  or  experience 
necessary.  Free  Rudin  plan  provides  all  the  necessary  materials. 
But  act  today!  A  new  life  is  waiting  —  in  a  dignified,  high  paying 
career  .  .  .  that  gives  the  deep  spiritual  satisfaction  found  only  in 
vital  Christian  work.  Write  for  complete  information. 


FREE! 


The  John  Rudin 
success  story  in 
a  nutshell.  This 
booklet  gives  all 
the  exciting 
facts. 


John  Rudin  and  Company,  Dept.  LP-170 

22  West  Madison  Street 
Chicago,  Illinois  60602 

Yes!  Please  rush  your  free  booklet  and  all  facts  about  the 
Rudin  Income  Plan. 


Address. 
City 
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WHY  ESCAPE  REALITY 


By  HELEN  CALWAY 


Life   offers    beauty,    joy,    and    excitement.    Why   escape 

reality?  Could  it  be 

that  man  is  running  from  his  sins  when  he  flees  into  unreality? 


WITH  ALL  THE  education 
available  today,  we  still 
have,  in  a  vast  number, 
those  who  are  taking  pot,  LSD, 
and  anything  else  which  might  give 
them  a  kick  and  take  them  out  of 
reality. 

Why?  This  is  the  question  that 
any  teen-ager  should  ask  himself 
when  confronted  with  drugs.  Why? 

Educated  people,  who  are  or  have 
been  to  college,  are  taking  drugs 
because,  even  though  they  have 
been  educated,  the  knowledge  was 
pressed  upon  them  and  they 
learned  relatively  little.  Do  you 
know  that  a  student  can  graduate 
from  college  and  still  not  be  very 
smart?  Do  you  know  that  after 
eight  years  of  elementary  school, 
four  years  of  high  school,  and  four 
years  of  college,  he  can  still  be 
mentally  bankrupt?  It  is  true. 
Facts  mean  nothing  until  one 
learns  to  use  them  in  the  right 
way. 

Many  college  students  and  grad- 
uates are  ignorant — ignorant  in 
the  things  that  count.  They  can 
tell  you  all  about  philosophy,  his- 
tory, sociology,  or  psychology,  but 
they  lack  manners,  breeding,  cul- 
ture, intelligence,  and  follow- 
through.  They  cannot  even  follow 
the  basic  commandment  of  God, 
"Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God 
with  all  thy  heart,  and  with  all 
thy  soul,  and  with  all  thy  mind. 
.  .  .  [and]  thy  neighbour  as  thy- 
self   (Matthew  22:37-39). 

Many  of  the  college  graduates 
today  holding  jobs  of  responsibility 
are  performing  these  jobs  by  "fak- 


ing" it.  If  this  is  intelligence  in 
your  eyes,  so  be  it;  but  they  are 
actually  using  the  intelligence  of 
others  to  further  themselves.  Be- 
cause they  have  a  college  back- 
ground, their  superiors  think  they 
are  performing.  These  are  the  peo- 
ple who  have  paid  more  attention 
to  "kicks."  They  either  wise  up  and 
start  reeducating  themselves,  or 
they  slide  down  the  ladder  and  are 
never  as  successful  as  they  could 
have  been. 

Again  I  ask,  Why?  Why,  with  all 
the  benefits  in  this  society,  should 
a  soul  wish  to  shut  his  mind  off 
from  them?  The  libraries  are  filled 
with  interesting  books,  more  books 
than  one  could  ever  read  in  a  life- 
time if  he  spent  every  spare  mo- 
ment reading.  There  are  more  fas- 
cinating subjects  to  learn  about 
than  could  possibly  be  grasped  in 
a  lifetime,  even  if  one  really  tried. 
Nobody  can  be  an  expert  in  every- 
thing. 

With  jets  available  anywhere 
and  everywhere  to  carry  us  to  the 
ends  of  the  earth  and  to  all  kinds 
of  people  and  places,  it  is  a  shame 
that  more  young  people  do  not 
work  and  save  to  take  advantage 
of  travel  opportunities.  Or,  for 
those  who  so  desire,  there  are  jobs 
of  every  description  available  in 
every  part  of  the  world.  In  addi- 
tion to  all  this,  millions  of  prob- 
lems can  be  solved  by  clear- 
headed, thinking  persons — not  by 
those  benumbed  by  drugs. 

Again  I  ask,  Why?  Socially,  per- 
haps, this  is  the  draw.  Behind  the 
urge  to  learn,  to  be  broadminded, 


to  break  away  from  parental  con- 
trol, to  be  on  her  own,  the  one 
thing  a  young  person  needs  most  is 
to  be  accepted.  He  needs  approval 
from  others.  Many  have  broken 
away  from  their  families  and  are 
seeking  the  approval  of  other  stu- 
dents or  those  with  whom  they 
work,  but  they  often  find  that  their 
world  is  very  small,  socially,  when 
they  try  to  conform  to  those 
around  them. 

Is  this  your  problem?  Then  re- 
member this:  The  world  is  a  tre- 
mendous place.  If  there  is  no  one 
around  you  with  whom  you  can 
communicate  socially  without  tak- 
ing drugs,  look  outside  the  group. 
Try  other  avenues  of  friendship. 
Drop  those  friends  whose  eyes  are 
blinded,  and  look  for  others.  You 
will  find  them.  They  may  not  be 
easily  accessible,  and  they  may  not 
be  very  interesting  until  you  get  to 
know  them.  It  may  seem  at  first 
that  they  do  not  like  you,  but  work 
at  it.  When  you  genuinely  like  peo- 
ple, they  like  you.  It  is  very  hard 
not  to  like  someone  who  likes  you. 

Do  not  be  fooled  by  the  adage 
that  you  must  experience  every- 
thing. You  cannot — not  if  you 
should  live  to  be  a  hundred.  So 
why  try  the  very  thing  that  could 
ruin  your  life,  your  appetite  for 
learning,  your  will  to  succeed,  and 
your  self-respect.  Why  escape  real- 
ity? Purpose  to  make  the  world  a 
better  place  to  live  in.  Remember, 
if  you  are  tempted  to  turn  to  drugs 
or  if  you  are  being  encouraged  to 
take  them,  ask  yourself  this  very 
important  question — Why?   • 
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SOMETIMES  I  FEEL  like  a 
blob."  This  was  the  com- 
ment that  turned  up  on  a 
confidential  questionnaire — a  n  d 
the  sad  part,  a  teen-ager  wrote  it! 

It  seems  that  this  feeling  is  pre- 
valent among  the  youth  of  our 
generation.  Young  people  are  say- 
ing, "I  don't  know  who  I  am.  I 
don't  know  why  I'm  here.  I  don't 
know  where  I'm  going." 

These  haunting  questions  are 
bugging  our  teens  and  causing 
their  restlessness.  And  the  greatest 
problem  we  face  in  America  today 
is  not  reaching  the  moon,  but  an- 
swering these  basic  questions.  Un- 
less these  questions  can  be  an- 
swered satisfactorily,  we  begin  at 
no  beginning  and  move  to  no  end. 

Let  us  take  a  look  at  the  first 
question,  "Who  am  I?"  To  have  a 
misunderstanding  about  our  role  in 
the  great  scheme  of  life  has  to  be 
the  most  frustrating  experience  in 
the  world.  And  yet,  this  is  where 
most  young  people  have  a  hang- 
up. They  cannot  identify.  They 
cannot  find  their  place  in  life. 

Recently  I  heard  a  young  hippie 
say,  "I  came  from  nowhere,  I  am 
nowhere,  and  I'm  going  nowhere." 
That  sounds  like  a  tragic  life  to 
me — a  desperate  way  to  live. 

The  true  Christian  concept 
teaches  us  that  we  came  from 
somewhere,  we  are  somewhere,  and 
we  are  going  somewhere.  The  bibli- 
cal record  of  man's  beginning 
sounds  much  more  reasonable  than 
all  the  strange  theories  I  have 
heard.  The  Bible  says,  without  apo- 
logy, "The  Lord  God  made  Adam." 
I  like  the  positive  approach.  At 
least  it   gives  us  a  beginning! 

Who  am  I?  The  answer  is  really 
simple.  I  am  a  human  being 
created  by  a  loving  God  in  His 
image.  I  did  not  begin  as  a  one- 
celled  animal  and  develop  until  one 
day  I  lost  a  tail  and  became  a  man. 
God  made  me!  I  like  that  better. 
That  gives  me  identity.  I  have  roots 
somewhere.  I  am  not  a  chance  oc- 
currence of  colliding  worlds.  I  am 
not  a  mistake  of  nature.  Somebody 
purposely  made  me.  And  that 
Somebody  is  God,  the  Ruler  of  the 
universe. 

The  next  basic  question,  then, 
is,   "Why  am  I  here?"  This  ques- 
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tion,  too,  is  what's  "bugging"  our 
generation.  Young  people  cannot 
seem  to  find  a  purpose  in  living. 
That's  why  we  have  the  beatnik  of 
a  few  years  ago,  and  now  the  drop- 
out, the  hippie,  and  the  yippie. 
They  are  real  studies  in  contradic- 
tions. They  want  to  "do  their  own 
thing,"  and  yet  they  do  not  know 
what  that  "thing"  really  is.  Their 
hopelessness  is  seen  in  their  view 
of  life's  cycle:  to  be  born,  to  exist, 
and  to  die. 

God  has  a  much  better  cycle 
than  that.  His  cycle  goes  something 
like  this:  to  be  born,  to  be  born 
again,  to  live,  to  die,  and  then  to 
live  forever.  Now  let  me  explain. 

To  be  born  means  "to  arrive  in 
this  world  by  the  natural  processes 
of  life." 

To  be  born  again  means  "to  be 
born  from  above  by  the  Spirit  of 
God  and  to  be  made  alive  to  spiri- 
tual things."  This  happens  when 
the  seeds  of  eternal  life  are  im- 
planted  within    a   person. 

To  live  means  "to  enjoy  the  rich, 
full  life  which  is  found  when  one 
is  in  fellowship  with  his  Creator- 
Saviour."  It  is  more  than  merely 
existing,  it  is  living  abundantly— 
with   an   overflowing   cup. 

To  die  means  "that  the  natural 
body  ceases  to  function,  and  the 
spirit — the  real  you — leaves  the 
body." 

To  live  forever  means  "to  live  in 
the  presence  of  the  Lord  through- 
out the  endless  ages  of  eternity." 
At  this  time  the  human  body  will 
be  fully  redeemed  and  immortal- 
ized so  that  there  will  be  no  more 
weaknesses    and    frailties    of    the 


flesh  to  contend  with. 

When  a  person  is  born  again 
from  above,  he  suddenly  realizes 
why  he  is  here.  The  Bible  says 
that  he  is  here  to  glorify  God.  Now 
don't  get  the  wrong  idea  about 
what  it  means  to  glorify  God.  It 
is  not  walking  around  with  your 
hands  raised,  your  eyes  closed,  and 
a  look  of  other-worldly  ecstacy  on 
your  face.  To  glorify  God  is  to  find 
His  plan  for  your  life  and  to  carry 
out  that  plan.  In  other  words,  it's 
doing  "God's  thing"  for  your  life 
instead  of  "doing  your  own  thing." 

Now  to  the  last  question,  "Where 
am  I  going?"  This  is  a  good  one! 
According  to  many  young  people, 
we  are  going  nowhere.  We  have  no 
real  destiny.  "Back  to  the  dust," 
they  say.  Many  young  men  are  dis- 
couraged because  they  feel  that  a 
muddy  hole  in  Vietnam  may  be 
their  last  step  in  the  journey. 

Maybe  I  am  a  little  old-fash- 
ioned, but  there  are  only  two  real 
destinies  as  far  as  I  can  see:  Eter- 
nity ivithout  God  and  eternity  with 
God.  In  old-fashioned  terms  its 
either  heaven  or  hell.  Every  road 
we  walk  on  leads  to  one  of  these 
two  places.  And  according  to  God's 
Word,  we  are  on  one  of  these  roads 
today — right  now! 

Now  I  would  like  to  believe  what 
some  people — even  religious  people 
— say  about  heaven  and  hell.  They 
tell  us  everybody  will  go  to  heaven 
and  nobody  will  go  to  hell.  But  I 
am  trying  to  be  honest  with  my- 
self, and  I  cannot  find  a  reference 
to  that  in  any  Bible  or  in  any  Bible 
translation — protestant,  Catholic, 
or  Jewish.  Every  one  of  these  books 
teach  us  that  people  are  either 
going  to  heaven  or  hell,  and  they 
are  really  the  only  reference 
books  that  have  documented  proof 
about  eternal  things  in  spite  of 
what  one  bishop  in  California  says. 

Well,  now  we  agree  that  people 
will  either  go  to  heaven  or  to  hell. 
In  order  to  go  to  hell,  you  need 
do  nothing  else.  You  can  put  this 
article  down  and  just  drift  into 
hell.  But  to  go  to  heaven  is  some- 
thing else  again.  The  road  map  is 
a  Person — Jesus  Christ.  Why  not 
invite  Him  into  your  life  today? 
Right  now!  He  alone  is  the  answer 
to  the  questions  of  life.    • 
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THE  HUMAN  BODY  is  wonderfully  and  fear- 
fully made.  It  is  somewhat  like  a  highly  ef- 
ficient machine.  The  wonders  of  its  operations 
are  beyond  our  comprehension.  How  food  is  eaten  and 
then  transformed  into  teeth,  bones,  skin,  fingernails, 
and  hair  is  one  of  the  mysteries  of  science.  A  de- 
tailed study  of  the  organs  of  the  body  leads  us  to 
ask,  "How  did  all  this  come  to  be?"  The  sensory  or- 
gans and  their  operation  reveal  to  us  beauty  and 
correlation  of  design  and  functions.  Can  we  not,  be- 
hind this  pattern  of  operation,  see  the  planning  and 
handiwork  of  a  divine  creator?  If  it  is  a  result  of 
organic  evolution  alone,  how  could  life  be  preserved 
when  the  organs  and  processes  are  developing  and 
when  the  very  life  of  the  individual  depends  upon  the 
satisfactory  functioning  of  these  complicated  organs 
and  processes? 

Illness  has  long  plagued  our  race.  An  epidemic 
bearing  symptoms  akin  to  influenza  was  first  report- 
ed by  Hoppocrates  in  412  B.C.  The  most  common  ill- 
ness in  the  world  is  the  common  cold  and  the  most 
common  disease  is  tooth  decay.  Very  few  individuals 
completely  escape  its  effects  in  their  lifetime.  The  Bi- 
ble gives  a  number  of  accounts  of  disease,  sickness, 
and  physical  suffering.  The  world  in  which  Jesus  lived 
was  filled  with  human  ills.  The  sick,  lame,  and  blind 
flocked  around  Him.  Time  and  time  again  He  laid 
His  hands  upon  them  and  healed  them.  With  spoken 
words  He  could  restore  them  to  health.  Many  of  the 
symptoms  described  in  the  New  Testament  can  be  rec- 
ognized by  modern  physicians.  He  was  the  master  of 
disease! 

The  teaching  of  God's  Word  indicates  that  Jesus  is 
the  same  yesterday,  today,  and  forever.  He  as  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Godhead  was  active  in  the  design  and 
creation  of  the  human  body.  As  the  inventor  un- 
derstands His  creation,  so  our  Lord  understands  hu- 
manity. While  here  on  earth  in  His  incarnation  He 
healed  the  bodies  of  the  people  from  the  numerous 
disorders  that  assailed  them.  It  seems  very  reasonable 
to  believe  that  this  same  Lord,  now  returned  to  the 
fullness  of  His  divine  personality  and  indwelling  His 
people  in  the  presence  and  power  of  His  Holy  Spirit, 
is  able  to  heal  today.  We  have  every  right  to  approach 
Him  in  petitioning  faith  and  ask  Him  to  lay  His 
healing  touch  upon  us.  He  does  still  heal  today!  Thou- 
sands of  happy  Christians  can  give  definite  testimony 
to  this  glorious  fact.    • 
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WHAT  MAGNIFICENCE,  what  affluence  of 
color,  what  splendor  and  glory  are  heaped 
and  piled  in  the  western  sky  at  the  sun- 
set hour.  Behind  are  the  toil  and  problems  of  the  day 
and  the  quietude  of  evening  invites  all  to  rest.  As 
sunset  fades  into  night,  the  stars  twinkle  out  in 
clusters  and  stillness  replaces  the  clamor  of  the  day; 
it  is  then  the  heavenly  Father  gives  the  weary  sleep. 

A  mature,  mellow  life,  fully  dedicated  to  Christ, 
is  comparable,  in  some  ways,  to  a  beautiful  sunset. 
Someone  spoke  of  such  a  person  as  follows:  "She  is 
ninety-four  and  has  been  bedridden  for  more  than  a 
year  with  a  broken  hip;  but  her  mind  is  clear,  and 
she  is  really  happy.  She  has  the  little  chuckling  laugh 
of  forty  years  ago,  and  she  always  enjoys  a  good 
joke.  She  hasn't  a  complaint  to  make.  Everybody  is 
good  to  her,  she  says,  and  everything  that  is  done 
for  her  is  just  right.  She  is  a  wonder  and  a  blessing 
in  the  home.  She  is  walking  on  the  sunny  side  of  the 
street,  just  as  she  always  did." 

The  unwavering  faith  of  a  hoary  head  is  adamant 
and  refuses  to  bend  to  Satan's  designs.  Long  ago  the 
aged  saint  learned  that  Christ  is  a  constant  source 
of  strength  during  trials,  and  that  one  needs  only 
to  lean  heavily  upon  His  faithfulness  during  times  of 
storm.  "Eighty-six  years,"  was  Polycarp's  answer, 
when  required  to  deny  the  truth,  "have  I  served  my 
Saviour,  and  He  hath  never  done  me  any  harm;  and 
shall  I  deny  Him  now?" 

The  furrows  of  care  and  lines  of  bitterness  or  frus- 
tration are  softened  and  glorified  with  an  appearance 
of  peace  and  contentment  as  sunset  nears.  Experi- 
ences of  many  years  may  have  been  trying,  and  they 
leave  their  mark;  but  they  do  not  disfigure.  Rather, 
they  lend  character  and  beauty  when  touched  with 
Christ's  presence.  Every  line  is  filled  with  meaning, 
and  through  and  around  and  over  the  entire  person 
glows  an  exciting  air  of  expectancy  of  what  is  to 
follow.  As  he  looked  into  the  next  world,  Joseph  Jen- 
nings exclaimed,  "Beautiful!  Beautiful!"  "It  is  indeed 
a  beautiful  morning,"  rejoined  his  weeping  wife. 
"Shall  I  open  the  shutters  to  give  you  a  better  view?" 
"Oh!  I  have  looked  a  great  way  beyond  the  shut- 
ters!" the  grand  saint  concluded. 

The  sunset  years  can  be  productive.  For  example, 
Socrates,  at  an  extremely  old  age,  learned  to  play  on 
musical  instruments.  Petrarch,  when  between  seventy 
and  eighty,  commenced  the  study  of  Latin.  Ludovico, 
at  the  great  age  of  one  hundred  and  fifteen,  wrote 


the  memoirs  of  his  own  time.  Franklin  did  not  com- 
mence his  philosophical  pursuits  until  he  had  reached 
his  fiftieth  year.  Ogilvie,  the  translator  of  Homer  and 
Virgil,  was  unacquainted  with  Latin  and  Greek  till  he 
was  past  fifty.  And  Collurt,  the  famous  French  min- 
ister, at  sixty  years  of  age  returned  to  his  Latin  and 
law  studies.  Senior  citizens  can  excel  in  both  the  sec- 
ular and  the  spiritual   realm. 

Of  course,  close  on  the  hills  of  the  sunset  years  is 
sundown.  Yet,  darkness  need  not  follow,  for  one  can 
move  from  sundown  to  sunup  with  one  short  step. 
The  writer's  father  had  such  an  experience.  Having 
lived  an  exciting,  productive  life  for  the  Lord,  his 
sunset  drew  near.  At  the  age  of  eighty-four  he  was 
tired  and  yearned  for  rest.  During  a  Wednesday  eve- 
ning prayer  service,  he  gave  approximately  the  fol- 
lowing testimony:  "I  am  tired,  and  I  would  like  to 
go  on  and  be  with  my  wife.  I  am  ready  to  go  on  to 
heaven,  and  I  would  like  to  go  soon  if  it  pleases 
God."  The  following  Sunday  morning  he  slipped  quiet- 
ly out  of  this  life  and  into  heaven  to  be  with  his 
wife  and  with  his  God. 

At  his  sunset,  D.  L.  Moody,  the  great  preacher,  was 
most  enthusiastic.  He  exclaimed,  "If  this  is  death, 
there  is  no  valley.  This  is  glorious.  I  have  been  within 
the  gates,  and  I  have  seen  the  children!  Earth  is  re- 
ceding; Heaven  is  approaching!  God  is  calling  me." 

What  a  victorious  way  to  face  the  sunset!    • 
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A\     HELP  COMES 
FROM 
THE  LORD 


By   DOROTHY   BECKER 


HE  WAS  OLD,  so  despairing- 
ly old.  Eighty-seven  years 
weigh    heavily,    if    hope    is 

gone.    Her    corner    was    shadowed, 

her   shoulders  bowed. 
In  this  most  modern  of  nursing 

homes,    well    appointed,   efficiently 

staffed,    where    colorful    food   and 


easy  banter  appeared  frequently, 
where  a  green  chiffon  scarf  tied 
back  fine  white  hair,  and  Mrs. 
Lawrence  became  "Aggie"  almost 
overnight,   she   was  alone. 

There  were  family  visits  and  oc- 
casional cards,  little  surprises,  and 
bright-covered   magazines. 


Why  could  no  one  reach  her? 

If  only  she  would  cry  out  against 
someone  or  something. 

But  she  didn't.  She  only  sat  and 
stared. 

It  had  been  three  days  since  I 
had  visited  her.  I  was  momentarily 
alarmed  as  my  eyes  fought  to  ad- 
just to  the  corner's  dim  light.  Then 
from  across  the  room  came  a  lilt- 
ing, "Here  I  am."  There  beside  the 
bright  expansive  picture  window 
rested  my  little  lady,  eighty-seven 
years  young.  To  this  newly  vacated 
half  of  the  room,  the  Lord  and  a 
miss  in  white  made  possible  the 
move  that  wrought  a  small  mir- 
acle. 

Now  almost  within  her  grasp 
were  pines  and  maples  swaying  to 
the  whims  of  the  winds,  two  brown 
sparrows  fluttering  in  a  puddle 
bath,  created  by  showers  of  an 
hour  ago.  There  would  be  butter- 
flies, honeybees,  a  lad  mowing 
lawns,  jets  streaking  the  sky,  a 
shaggy  dog,  squirrels  scurrying 
among  pine  branches. 

Aggie  had  found  herself  and  her 
lost  world. 

Her  window  would  be  a  stage 
whereon  seasons  would  perform. 
Spring  rains  would  pelt  it,  then 
cascade  in  miniature  waterfalls; 
soft  snowflakes  would  drift  by  to 
pyramid  on  bushes  and  window- 
sills.  The  sun  would  boldly  intrude, 
darkness  gently  tip-toe  in. 

For  each  of  us  there  is  a  window 
of  hope — perhaps  it  awaits  but 
steps  away. 

Have  you  discovered  yours?    • 


CWEN  HAD  WANTED  that 
rocking  chair  for  himself 
since  the  first  day  he  ar- 
rived at  Barclay  House.  Routine  is 
usually  established  at  a  home  for 
the  aged  and  the  present  occupant 
of  the  chair  seemed  to  be  attached 
permanently. 

For  three  years,  Owen  had  been 
waiting  for  Hall,  the  occupant  of 
the  chair,  to  take  sick  or  even  die. 
True,  he  didn't  want  him  to  die 
but  he  was  getting  desperate. 

It  was  a  simple,  maple  old-style 
rocker,  but  somehow  it  meant  a 
great  deal  to  Owen.  There  were 
other  rockers  but  no  other  one  at- 
tracted him.  He  had  been  mar- 
ried only  once  and  when  he  had 
lost  his  wife,  he  never  cared  to  re- 
marry. Owen  had  been  a  one-wo- 
man, man,  and  he  was  now  a  one- 
chair  man. 

He  was  seated  on  the  long  porch 
that  ran  the  length  of  the  home. 
There  were  sundry  discussions,  doz- 
ing, and  reading,  going  on  among 
the  other  residents.  Owen  rubbed 
his  white  hair  and  turned  to  his 
crony,   Charlie. 

"Remember,  Charlie,  when  old 
Hall  doesn't  need  that  chair  any 
longer,  it's  mine." 

The  red  veins  on  Charlie's  bul- 
bous nose  stood  out.  "Yours?  Why, 
I've  been  here  longer'n  you.  When 
he  goes,  I  get  the  chair." 

"Why,  you  never  even  said  you 
wanted  it  until  you  knew  I  did." 

"Well,  I  ain't  one  to  go  around 
talking  and  telling  people  what  I 
want.  Weren't  no  need  of  saying 
nothin'  then." 

"We've  been  arguing  about  this 
for  three  years.  Now  let's  be  rea- 
sonable. A  rocking  chair  might 
make  you  dizzy." 

"Huh,  dizzy!  Me,  that  sailed 
around  the  world  three  times.  It 
would  take  more  than  a  rocker  to 
make   me   dizzy." 

It  was  midafternoon  and  the  low 
sun  made  quaint  patterns  of  sha- 
dows on  the  little  porch.  Then  what 
Owen  had  been  waiting  for  hap- 
pened. Instead  of  sleeping,  which 
was  Hall's  usual  practice,  as  he 
learned  back  in  the  rocker,  he 
slumped  forward. 

Owen  nudged  Charlie.  "Looks  like 
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By  FRANK   LITCHMAN 


something  is  wrong  with  Hall." 

"Yup,  maybe,  maybe,"  and  there 
was  a  hopeful  note  in  Charlie's 
high  voice. 

They  stared  as  Hall  slowly  fell 
to  the  floor. 

"Call  the  nurse,"  yelled  Charlie. 
"Looks   like   Hall  is   sick." 

"Nurse,  bosh!"  said  Owen.  "Alice 
won't  do  him  any  good.  Better  get 
the  doctor." 

Owen,  making  certain  he  was  all 
alone,  stopped  Alice  when  she  left 
Hall's    room. 

"How  is  he?"  he  asked. 

"Gone,"  said  Alice.  "Seemed  fun- 
ny too.  He  never  had  a  sick  day 
from  the  time  he  came  here." 


"Well,  you  know  about  those 
things,"  said  Owen.  "A  sickly  one 
can  hang  on  for  years.  A  healthy 
one  can  go  in  seconds." 

"Yes,  but  in  this  instance,  there 
was   something   unusual." 

"What?" 

"Oh,  I  can't  tell  you,  Owen.  It's 
against  the  rules;  you  know  that." 

"Oh,  come  on  now,"  urged  Owen. 
"I'll  help  you  out  for  the  next  two 
weeks.  It's  easier  for  two  to  make 
beds." 

Alice  laughed.  "Well,  all  right. 
You  see,  his  spinal  column  was 
severed." 

"Now   how  would   that   happen? 

"Well"  said  Alice.  "Hall  sat  in 
that  rocking  chair  for  a  long  time. 
He  was  always  whacking  his  head 
against  the  back  of  it.  Eventually 
it  worked  out  that  the  first  verte- 
brae back  of  the  neck  on  top  of 
the  spinal  column  was  fractured. 
He  went  just  like  that."  And  she 
snapped    her    fingers. 

Owen  was  shocked.  "You  mean 
to  stand  there  and  tell  me  that 
the  rocking  chair  killed  him?" 

"That's  right,"  said  Alice.  "That's 
exactly  what  did  it.  Funny  how  you 
always  wanted  that  chair — now 
here's  your  chance." 

Owen  grinned.  "I  may  have  been 
a  one-woman  man,  but  I'm  no 
longer  a  one-chair  fool.  Charlie 
wanted  that  chair  too  and  he  can 
have  it.  But  I  like  Charlie.  I'll  see 
that  he  always  has  a  pillow  at  the 
back  of  his  head — maybe."    • 
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PHYSICAL  ILLNESS 

BOON  OR  BANE? 


By  MARJORIE  CLIFTON 


O  ILLNESS  HAS  finally 
struck,  and  besides  the  ac- 
tual physical  suffering, 
you're  blue,  downhearted,  and  dis- 
couraged. You  feel  as  if  you've 
moved  from  the  land  of  the  gay 
and  merry  into  gloom  and  depres- 
sion! 

Many  of  us  make  this  mistake. 
How  much  do  you  read  your  Bible? 
Not  as  much  as  you  would  like? 
Not  as  much  as  you  should?  While 
minor  illness  has  you  inactive,  take 
time  out  to  read  and  to  count  and 
enjoy  your  blessings.  And  even  dur- 
ing a  period  of  major  illness,  you'll 
enjoy  having  God's  Word  read  to 
you   as   you   rest. 

"How  can  I  do  this"  you  ask, 
"while  I  have  a  sick  body  to  con- 
tend with — and  at  a  time  when  I 
must  be  immobile  and  my  mind  is 
concentrated  on  becoming  well  and 
a  part  of  the  main  stream  of  life 
again?" 

Remember  that  just  because  your 
body  is  sick,  it  doesn't  mean  that 
your  mind  must  be  sick  also.  Be- 
ing confined  to  the  bedroom  gives 
you  a  valid  excuse  to  withdraw  your 
mind  from  the  harried  rat  race  of 
everyday  living,  of  worrying  about 
the  small  details  and  everyday 
tasks,  and  to  concentrate  on  your 
inner  self,  your  real  self,  so  to 
speak. 

Now  you  have  time  to  ponder  on 
the  real  meaning  of  life,  to  probe 
into  the  relationship  you  have  with 
your  fellowman  and  with  God. 

Now  your  past  actions  stand  out 
more  clearly,  and  in  better  per- 
spective because  other  pressures 
don't  keep  intruding.  You  have 
time  to  search  deep  in  your  heart 
for  the  way  to  make  recompense 
for  mistakes  made  thoughtlessly, 
and  to  show  your  love  ones  how 
much  they  really  mean  to  you. 

In  fact,  you  may  not  recognize 
the  innate  goodness  in  people  un- 
til you  become  ill  and  need  their 
help. 

A  young  woman  of  my  acquain- 


tance said  that  after  moving  into 
a  new  neighborhood,  she  had  tried 
for  months  to  break  the  ice  and 
to  get  acquainted — but  with  little 
or  no  success.  She  and  her  hus- 
band were  even  considering  a  move 
to  a  different  location  on  this  ac- 
count. Then,  one  icy  morning  she 
fell  and  broke  her  hip. 

Neighbors,  heretofore  unnoticing, 
came  in  to  wash,  iron,  dust,  cook, 
et  cetera.  Now  she  has  so  many 
friends  that  she  wouldn't  consider 
living  anywhere   else! 

While  you're  ill  you  have  time 
to  ferret  out  the  many  reasons,  one 
by  one,  why  you  have  not  been 
serving  God  with  your  fullest  po- 
tentials. Have  you  overindulged  in 
recreation  on  Saturday  night,  mak- 
ing you  too  tired  to  go  to  church 
on  Sunday  morning?  Then  see  how 
nicely  you  get  by  without  it  now. 
Some  people  don't  really  discover 
God  until  they  walk  through  "the 
valley  of  the  shadow." 

Have  you  been  so  busy  during 
the  week  making  a  living  for  your 
family  that  you  simply  couldn't 
spare  an  evening  to  visit  some  lost 
person  and  point  him  to  Jesus? 
Look  how  much  time  off  you're 
having  now! 

Has  your  salary  been  stretched 
so  far  to  cover  necessities,  and 
things  that  you  and  the  family 
just  had  to  have,  that  you  couldn't 
spare  the  money  for  tithes  and  of- 
ferings? Look  how  many  pay 
checks  you're  missing  now;  and 
you  know  that  somehow  you'll  sur- 
vive. 

Maybe  God  has  taken  this  way 
of  showing  you  that  really  all  you 
have  is  His,  and  that  He  can  take 
it   all   away   if  He   so  desires. 

When  you're  bedfast,  time  actual- 
ly can  regain  its  true  perspective. 
It  can  become  again,  a  gift  of  God 
to  enjoy,  to  use,  to  serve,  and  to 
praise  a  living  God,  the  giver  of 
all  things,  including  life. 

Illness  can  be  one  of  the  great 


blessings  in  your  life,  or  it  can  be- 
come an  excuse  for  idleness,  de- 
pending upon  how  you  greet  it 
when  it  comes. 

A  dear  friend  of  mine,  hospi- 
talized for  some  time  with  tuber- 
culosis, railed  bitterly  each  time  I 
saw  her  because  of  her  misfortune. 
She  was  losing  time  and  money 
from  her  job  as  fashion  buyer  for 
a  large  department  store.  She  was 
fast  approaching  middle  age  and 
was  terrified  that  those  years 
should  find  her  moneyless,  jobless, 
and  useless  in  general,  both  to  her- 
self and  to  anyone  else. 

One  day  though  she  seemed  con- 
siderably cheered.  When  I  com- 
mented on  the  change,  she  blushed 
in  chagrin.  "I'm  ashamed  of  my- 
self," she  admitted.  "I  thought  that 
the  only  way  to  do  anything  was 
my  way!  One  of  God's  tiny  crea- 
tures  taught   me    differently." 

She  directed  me  to  the  window 
by  her  bedside.  Just  outside  stood 
a  tall  oak  tree  near  a  telephone 
pole.  "Yesterday  morning,"  she  told 
me,  "a  squirrel  clambered  up  to  the 
top  of  that  telephone  pole,  and 
made  a  leap  for  a  high  limb  on 
the  tree.  I  guess  he  misjudged  his 
distance,  for  only  one  front  foot 
caught  the  limb,  and  there  he 
hung  on  for  dear  life. 

Several  times  he  swung  himself 
back  and  forth,  all  the  time  reach- 
ing with  his  other  foot  for  the 
limb.  Finally,  seeing  that  he 
couldn't  reach  the  limb  that  he 
had  jumped  for,  he  looked  around 
to  find  the  nearest  one  below,  then 
turned  loose  and  dropped  to  the 
lower  one. 

Since  I  can't  hold  onto  my  limb 
in  the  department  store,  I'm  going 
to  try  for  another  one." 

She  wrote  her  first  short  stories 
there,  in  the  sanatorium  and  is 
now  a  well-known  novelist. 

So  make  the  most  of  your  ill- 
ness. It  could  change  your  whole 
life— for  the  better!    • 
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T  WAS  A  snowy  February 
morning  that  I  traveled  to 
Connecticut  to  visit  my  old 
friend,  Annabelle  Lake.  Annabelle 
was  a  retiring  director  of  nurses 
at  Crippled  Children's  Hospital  and 
was  relinquishing  her  duties  the 
next  week. 

I  found  my  friend  in  her  im- 
maculate office,  busily  sorting  files 
in  preparation  for  her  leave-tak- 
ing. Her  plump  motherly  face 
beamed  into  mine.  The  bright  eyes 
smiled  from  behind  the  shell- 
rimmed  glasses.  She  waved  toward 
the  assortment  of  valentines  on  her 
desk.  "Patients,  nurses,  and  a  doc- 
tor or  two";  she  winked.  "They 
don't  know  how  old  I  am." 

"As  if  that  mattered,"  I  said. 

"No,  not  really."  Annabelle  drew 


up  a  chair  and  sat  down  beside 
me.  "Young  or  old,  we  all  crave 
love.  It's  this  wanting  love  that's 
our  heart's  way  of  telling  us  we 
have  love  to  share.  I  was  just  look- 
ing at  a  valentine  that's  twenty- 
two  years  old.  This  is  one  I  would 
never  part  with."  She  reached  over 
on  her  desk  and  picked  up  a  faded 
red  heart.  Solemnly  she  handed  it 
to  me. 

I  saw  that  the  heart  had  been 
cut  from  red  construction  paper. 
In  childish  lettering  were  the 
words  Jesus  Is  Love.  Beneath  the 
letters  was  a  watercolor  sketch  of 
a  group  of  skaters  playing  snap- 
the-whip.  "Quite  original  and  well 
done,"  I  commented. 

"Teresa  Martucci  printed  those 
words   and   painted   the   sketch,   a 


brush  held  between  her  teeth.  She 
was  a  cerebral  palsy  patient,  and 
her  thin  little  arms  flailing  uselessly 
at  her  sides  reminded  me  of  a 
small  bird  fluttering  wings  not 
strong  enough  for  flight.  'Nurse 
Annie,'  she  used  to  say  to  me,  'my 
head  and  my  fingers  aren't 
friends.' 

"She  was  seven  years  old  when 
Social  Services  brought  her  to  the 
hospital.  Black  curls  framed  her 
heart-shaped  face.  Her  brown  eyes 
were  huge,  with  the  longest  lashes 
that  you  ever  saw.  Her  mother,  a 
dancer,  had  been  killed  in  a  night 
club  brawl.  Her  father,  a  gambler 
and  racetrack  tout,  had  only  been 
too  glad  to  release  the  handicapped 
daughter  who  had  become  a  bur- 
den to  him. 


"Nevertheless,  Teresa  wrote  her 
father  dutifully  each  week,  a  pen- 
cil clutched  in  her  teeth.  The  let- 
ters were  never  answered.  When 
the  last  letter  returned  marked 
address  unknown,  I  said,  'Teresa, 
we  don't  know  where  your  father 
is  right  now.  Perhaps  you  had  bet- 
ter stop  writing  until  we  do  know.' 

"Teresa  nodded.  'Daddy's  doing 
all  kinds  of  exciting  things,  Nurse 
Annie.  Someday  he'll  'sprise  me 
with  a  letter,  telling  me  all  about 
them.' 

"I  hadn't  the  heart  to  build  up 
any  false  hopes  in  the  child.  I 
knew  Salvatore  Martucci's  kind.  I 
called  Teresa's  attention  to  the 
children  who  were  skating  out  on 
the  frozen  pond  on  the  hospital 
grounds.  They  were  the  mainte- 
nance workers'  children  who  lived 
in  the  nearby  cottages.  At  that  mo- 
ment the  children  were  clasping 
hands  and  forming  a  horizontal 
line. 

"  'What  are  they  doing?'  Teresa 
asked. 

"  'They're  going  to  play  snap- 
the-whip,  dear.  Watch  how  fast 
they'll  rotate.  Now  the  secret  of 
that  game  they're  playing  is  to 
hold  tight  to  the  hands  of  the 
players  on  either  side.  It's  a  rough 
game  but  we  have  rough  times  in 
our  lives  too — times  when  we  must 
hold  tightly  to  the  hands  of  friends 
about  us.' 

"'Friends  like  you  and  Dr. 
Adams  and  Kathy  and  Lou?'  Tere- 
sa asked. 

"  'All  the  friends  who  love  you,' 
I  replied.  'Let  me  tell  you  another 
secret  of  playing  snap-the-whip.  A 
player  who  doesn't  want  to  be 
thrown  gets  as  close  to  the  leader 
as  he  can.  The  farther  away  a 
player  is  from  the  leader,  the  fast- 
er he  spins  and  the  less  able  he 
is  to  hold  on.  We  have  our  Leader, 
Jesus  Christ.  Through  prayer,  we 
draw  close  to  Him.' 

"  I  began  teaching  Teresa  of 
Jesus.  Oh,  I  know  we're  not  al- 
lowed to  have  children  pray  in 
schools  or  hospitals  anymore,  but 
that  wasn't  true  then.  I  brought 
my  Sunday  school  lessons  from  my 
church.  I  read  my  Bible  stories  to 
the  child.  If  Teresa  didn't  have  an 


earthly  father  who  loved  her,  she 
was  going  to  know  of  a  heavenly 
Father  who  did  love  her. 

"Teresa  worsened.  The  doctors 
decided  on  surgery  to  aid,  for  cure 
they  couldn't.  We  had  to  get  Tere- 
sa's father's  signature  for  that 
necessary  surgery. 

"It  was  a  snowy  Valentine's  Day, 
exactly  like  this  one  when  a  letter 
arrived  for  Teresa — the  very  first 
letter  from  her  father. 

"'Daddy's  sent  me  a  valentine!' 
Teresa  exclaimed  as  I  handed  her 
the    long    letter.    Her    velvet-dark 
eyes  were  shining.  An  excited  flush 
had   crept  into   her   thin   cheeks. 
"The   child  read   the   letter   and 
looked    down    into    the   yard.    The 
boys   were   skating   on   the   frozen 
pond,  and  they  were  playing  snap- 
the-whip  as  usual. 
"I  picked  up  the  letter  and  read: 
Listen,  kid,  when  you  get  this, 
I'll  be  in  another  country.  Tell 
those   creeps   at  your   hospital 
to  get  off  my  tail  'cause  I  ain't 
paying    none    of    their    high- 
priced   bills.   You   forget   about 
me — see?  You're  not  seeing  me 
ever  again. 

"I  took  Teresa's  shaking  hands 
in  mine.  I  held  them  tightly.  We 
both  watched  the  children  below 
playing  snap-the-whip.  Two  fell. 
'But  those  closest  to  the  Leader 
never  fall,'  I  whispered." 

"Did  Teresa  have  the  surgery?" 
I  interrupted  eagerly. 

"Indeed  she  did,  and  it  helped. 
Though  Teresa's  still  confined  to  a 
wheelchair,  she's  grown  into  a 
young  woman,  a  teacher  to  crip- 
pled children  like  she  was  herself. 
What's  more  she's  participated  in 
six  fund-raising  telethons  for  cere- 
bral palsy.  She's  an  executive  sec- 
retary of  the  Governor's  Commit- 
tee on  Employment  of  the  Handi- 
capped. She  never  knows  a  day 
free  of  pain,  and  yet  she  gives 
richly  of  her  faith  in  Jesus  to 
everyone." 
"As  you  taught  her,"  I  added. 
Annabelle  shook  her  head.  "As 
Teresa  taught  us,"  she  corrected 
me.  She  looked  tenderly  down  at 
the  red  cardboard  heart.  "Jesus  is 
love,"  she  said;  "our  Leader,  our 
Way-shower.  ..."    • 
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HOW  TO 


BEAT  THE  BLUES 


By  JANE   WEBB 


P  YOU  ARE  subject  to  the 
blues  occasionally,  or  find 
yourself  "feeling  low,"  don't 
let  your  state  of  being  worry  you. 
Everyone  has  a  miserable  day  now 
and  then.  Periods  of  gloom  aren't 
dangerous  unless  they  become  ev- 
eryday companions.  Then  they  can 
be  harmful. 

The  occasional  period  of  depres- 
sion always  tends  to  make  one's 
day  unpleasant,  so  why  put  up 
with  it?  The  scarcer  your  blue  days 
are,  the  better  you'll  feel  and  the 
more  companionable  you'll  be. 
You'll  think  better  when  "your  sun 
is  shining";  your  actions  will  have 
a  purpose  for  you  and  your 
friends. 

Many  times  one  is  blue  because 
he  cannot  act  as  he  wishes  to  act 
or  accomplish  something  he  desires 
to  do.  Then  worries  come  on.  Tem- 
pers flare  and  tongues  may  speak 
sharply.  Mental  and  physical  ex- 
haustion may  result. 

There  are  ways  to  beat  the  blues? 
How,  you  may  ask,  can  feelings 
of  melancholy  be  dispensed?  Try 
these  tested  remedies: 

1.  Associate  more  with  people.  It 
could  be  you  have  the  blues  because 
you  live  too  much  in  a  world  of 
your  own.  If  you  become  wrapped 
up  in  your  own  affairs,  all  your 
thoughts  and  behavior  tend  to  re- 
volve around  your  ideas  and  ac- 
tions. Why  not  face   it?   A  person 


can  be  pretty  dull  to  himself  at 
times.  Don't  keep  company  with 
yourself  too  much.  Range  out  and 
meet  other  people.  Accept  those  in- 
vitations to  parties,  clubs,  or  teas. 
Mix  with  the  crowd.  Say  hello  to 
people  you  don't  know.  And  smile 
a  lot!  A  smile  draws  people  to  you 
and  involves  you  in  conversation 
and  action. 

2.  Develop  a  hobby.  Work  has 
been  called  the  panacea  for  trou- 
bled minds.  And  it  is!  If  you  are 
occupied  with  an  interesting  hob- 
by, you  won't  have  time  to  brood 
about  how  "bad  things  are."  Busy 
hands  and  a  contented  mind  push 
self-pity  from  your  doorstep.  Music, 
art,  handicraft,  or  civic  and  social 
work  may  be  the  remedy  you  need 
to  give  your  despondency  the  "go" 
sign. 

3.  Become  acquainted  with  na- 
ture. Communion  with  the  great 
out-of-doors  is  a  sure  blues  killer. 
There  are  so  many  interesting 
things  to  lift  your  spirit:  birds' 
songs  and  their  bright  colors,  the 
rippling  of  a  brook,  the  scamper- 
ing and  chatter  of  squirrels,  a  glow- 
ing sunrise. 

Nature  is  a  wonderful  nurse  for 
the  blues.  Try  hiking  across  a 
wooded  hill.  Gather  some  wild 
flowers  and  try  to  identify  them. 
Take  someone  along  to  share  the 
wonders  you'll  find.  Visit  the  parks 
in  your  community.  You'll  feel  bet- 


ter with  the  wind  in  your  face  and 
the  feel  of  good  earth  beneath  your 
feet. 

4.  Do  things  for  others.  There  is 
nothing  more  satisfying  than 
knowing  that  you  are  being  of  ser- 
vice to  other  people.  Maybe  you 
can't  do  something  big  or  spectac- 
ular, but  it  isn't  the  scope  of  the 
thing  that  counts — it's  the  unself- 
ish manner  in  which  you  perform. 
Volunteer  for  Red  Cross  work,  make 
scrapbooks  for  children,  help  with 
a  church  bazaar,  take  care  of  the 
neighbors'  children,  if  your  neigh- 
bors need  to  go  shopping  or  to 
make  short  trips.  There  are  dozens 
of  things  that  need  doing.  You'll 
find  one  which  will  make  your  ser- 
vice valuable.  Start  looking  for 
something  to  do  today! 

5.  Read  your  Bible.  The  Bible  is 
the  book  which  has  solutions  to  any 
problems  you  may  face.  It  has 
words  of  comfort  if  you  are  sad  or 
lonely.  It  tells  in  an  understandable 
way  how  one  can  find  true  peace 
in  his  life.  It  tells  the  way  to  find 
life  eternal.  While  you  solve  your 
problems  through  Bible  study,  you 
may  be  able  to  help  others  find 
Christ  as  their  Saviour. 

Make  this  year  a  wonderful  year 
for  you,  and  for  others,  by  positive 
thinking  and  positive  deeds.  Live  by 
the  Bible.  It's  a  book  which  can 
help  you  put  your  blues  on  the  run 
and  keep  them  always  in  retreat!  • 
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ONCE  EVERY  WEEK,  rain  or 
shine,  Ernestine  Sharp  goes 
to  town.  There  isn't  any- 
thing unusual  about  that,  even 
with  inclement  weather.  But  Er- 
nestine is  well  over  ninety,  to  be 
exact,  ninety-four.  And  because  she 
sees  and  hears  well,  has  all  of  her 
mental  faculties,  and  makes  the 
trip  on  her  own  power — it's  some- 
thing special! 

What  is  her  purpose?  Well,  she 
does  a  little  shopping,  and  there  is 
always  some  crocheting  thread  to 
buy.  (She  still  gives  friends  and 
neighbors  handmade,  lacy  doilies 
and  dresser  scarves;  and  all  her 
great-grandchildren  receive  ex- 
quisite tablecloths  and  bedspreads, 
her  bequeathal  gifts  to  them,  which 
she  prefers  to  give  during  her  life- 
time.) She  goes  to  the  yard  goods 
counter  to  find  a  remnant  or  two, 
for  sewing  is  also  a  part  of  her 
life.  When  she  isn't  sewing  up  a 
dress  or  shirt  for  the  little  ones  in 
the  family,  she  is  busy  putting 
patch  quilts  together  and  mend- 
ing old  clothes  to  give  to  the  needy. 
But  other  than  buying  a  packet 
of  needles,  trimmings,  and  having 
a  pair  of  scissors  sharpened,  there 
is  little  else  that  she  gets  for  her- 
self. 

Since  Ernestine  knows  her  cro- 
cheting as  well  as  her  own  name, 
her  fingers  work  deftly  while  her 
eyes  freely  roam  about  to  observe 
God's  awesome  creations — people. 
Her  special  aim  is  watching  young 
folk.  Not  because  she  yearns  to  vi- 
cariously recapture  her  lost  youth, 
nor  to  condemn  modern  age  (it's 
true,  she  does  shudder  at  the  sight 
of  miniskirts  and  sloppy  bangs), 
but  because  the  things  she  sees  and 
the  chatter  she  hears  tell  her  that 
too  many  young  people  don't  be- 
lieve— that  they  are  turning  farther 
and  farther  away  from  Him  .  .  . 
and  for  this  her  heart  saddens  and 
hurts  with  pity. 

So  often,  helpful  words  rush  to 
her  lips.  But  then  she  sighs  and 
clamps  down  on  them.  She  knows 
these  words  cannot  be  said;  they 
won't  be  heard.  How  can  they  be, 
when  her  world  and  theirs  is  so 
far  apart?  They  are  young,  and 
she  is  old  and  old-fashioned,  even 
down  to  her  belief  and  faith  in  the 


Praying 

Is 

Her  Way 


Lord. 

When  she  finally  turns  to  home, 
young  faces  stand  before  her  eyes. 
Special  ones  are  imprinted  in  her 
mind.  Sure,  she  will  pray  to  the 
Lord  for  all,  but  those  etched  in 
her  memory  will  get  her  extra 
prayers.  Ernestine  Sharp  sees  no 
other  answer — praying  is  her  way. 
Her  eyes  and  heart  beseech  in  con- 
stant prayer:  "Dear  Lord  .  .  .  don't 
forsake  them.  Help  these  young, 
lost  souls  find  You.  .  .  ." 

And  her  prayers  go  on.  They  will, 
as  long  as  she  lives.  And  that  may 
not  be  for  long,  she  knows.  There  is 
something  else  she  knows — hope 
.  .  .  and  all  because  a  teen-ager, 
one  whom  she  has  repeatedly  seen 
in  the  ladies  lounge,  and  for  whom 
she  has  prayed,  noticed  her  and 
ventured  to  ask  her  how  old  she 
was. 

"Almost  ninety-five,"  she  said, 
breathlessly. 

"Ninety-five?" 

Ernestine  watched  young  eyes 
veil    with    utter    disbelief.    It    was 
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plain  to  see  the  girl  was  wonder- 
ing how  anyone  could  live  that 
long. 

"Is — is — " 

Ernestine  helped  the  girl  along. 
"You  want  to  know  if  there's  a 
special  formula  for  long  life?" 

The  girl  nodded.  "Maybe  diet? 
Something  you  ate?" 

Ernestine  smiled.  "Nor  anything 
special  I  drank,  either."  Her  lips 
continued  to  curl  gratefully,  as  she 
sent  out  a  silent  prayer  and  turned 
to  the  girl.  "It  was  the  Lord's 
work.    .   .    ." 

"The  Lord's  work?"  The  girl  was 
curious  and  sat  down  beside  Er- 
nestine to  hear  more.  "You  mean, 
you  kept  asking  to  live— you  prayed 
for  yourself?" 

"No,"  answered  Ernestine,  barely 
able  to  contain  her  joy  over  the 
girl's  interest,  "I  prayed  for  oth- 
ers." But  her  cup  really  ran  over 
when  the  girl  echoed,  "For  others?" 
then  pondered  for  a  moment  and 
added,  "I  think  I'll  try  it.  .  .  .  Yes 
...  I  think  I  will."    • 
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RANDMOTHER  taught  me 
to  cook,  sew,  and  act  like 
a  lady  taut  it  was  Grandfa- 
ther's hilarious  wisdom  that  helped 
me  over  life's  rough  spots.  Now  he 
was  gone  and  I  was  here  in  the 
old  house,  where  I  had  grown  up, 
to  pack  the  few  things  that  I  want- 
ed to  keep. 

With  a  heavy  heart  I  started 
with  the  closet.  The  very  first  thing 
that  I  pulled  from  the  shelf  was 
a  pair  of  battered,  gold  slippers. 
Their  soles  were  paper  thin  and 
heels  run  over,  but  the  gold  of  the 
leather  caught  the  light  and  shim- 
mered in  the  afternoon  sun. 

"I'll  never  see  gold  slippers,  a 
shining  stone,  or  even  first  love, 
without  thinking  of  you,  Grandfa- 
ther," I  whispered,  trying  to  swal- 
low the  lump  choking  my   throat. 

Grandfather  lived  by  the  Golden 
Rule.  Even  when  he  felt  the  dire 
need  to  reprimand  me,  he  did  so 
by  referring  to  some  appropriate 
passage  from  his  beloved  Bible.  I 
can't  remember  him  ever  speaking 
a  harsh  word,  but  he  never  missed 
a  chance  to  tease  every  one,  espe- 
cially me. 

"Teasing  a  child  is  a  sure  way  to 
make  it  feisty,"  Grandmother 
warned,  but  Grandfather  only 
grinned  at  her. 

In  spite  of  all  this  teasing  I 
thought  that  Grandfather  was  the 
nicest  and  wisest  man  in  the  whole 
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world.  When  I  started  to  school,  I 
spent  a  lot  of  my  time  trying  to 
prove  this  to  all   my  new  friends. 

When  one  of  the  girls  told  how 
her  father  was  a  wizard  at  broil- 
ing a  steak,  I  rushed  home  and  told 
Grandfather,  sure  that  he  would 
prove  he  could  do  something  even 
more  outstanding.  He  didn't  fail 
me. 

"Anyone  can  cook  a  steak,"  he 
said,  with  a  mischievous  glint  in 
his  blue  eyes;  but  I  think  I  am 
about  the  only  man  in  the  world 
that  can  make  rock  soup  that  will 
melt  in  your  mouth." 

Greatly  impressed,  I  hurried  to 
school  the  next  day  and  bragged  to 
one  and  all  about  how  my  grand- 
father could  make  soup  that  would 
melt  in  your  mouth  out  of  a  plain 
old  rock.  This  statement  brought 
down  such  ridicule  upon  me,  that 
I  went  home  that  evening  in  tears. 
My  grandfather  was  very  sorry  to 
see  my  unhappiness,  but  he  was 
not  ready  by  any  means  to  back 
down. 

"Honey,  you  just  invite  all  them 
unbelievers  over  here  Saturday 
morning  for  some  of  my  famous 
rock  soup,"  he  said  smugly. 

Early  Saturday  morning  the  kids 
began  to  gather  in  our  backyard. 
Grandfather  had  a  bonfire  go- 
ing. Over  the  coals  water  was  boil- 
ing in  a  large  iron  pot.  When  the 
last  child  arrived,  Grandfather  told 
them  all  to  look  around  the  gar- 
den for  a  shiny  rock  that  they 
thought  would  make  good  soup. 
They  gave  him  a  tongue-in-cheek 
look,  but  in  a  short  time  each  one 
brought  him  a  stone.  These  ranged 
in  size  from  an  egg  to  a  baseball. 

Grandfather  made  a  wry  face  as 
he  looked  each  one  over  carefully. 
At  last  he  picked  up  one  and  af- 
ter careful  study  said,  "This  one  is 
perfect!" 

He  scrubbed  the  rock  under  the 
water  faucet  with  a  wire  brush  be- 
fore dropping  it  along  with  bacon, 
onions,  celery,  turnips,  carrots,  cab- 
bage, and  ripe  tomatoes  into  the 
big  pot  of  water  over  the  fire.  Add- 
ing salt  and  pepper,  he  said 
thoughtfully,  "That  should  do  it." 
Then  he  turned  to  his  avid  on- 
lookers. "It  will  take  a  couple  of 
hours    to    cook,"    he    said;    so  I'm 


sending  you  all  on  a  scavenger 
hunt.  When  you  return,  we  will 
sample  the  soup." 

Everyone  reached  for  the  slips  of 
paper  which  Grandfather  handed  to 
us  and  started  off  on  the  hunt. 
Only  a  few  took  time  to  remind 
me  that  "anyone  knew  you  couldn't 
make  soup  out  of  a  silly  old  rock." 

As  Grandfather  had  planned,  we 
returned  from  the  hunt  tired  and 
famished.  The  delicious  soup  did 
seem  to  melt  in  our  mouth.  Finally 
someone  left  off  eating  long 
enough  to  ask  Grandfather  about 
the  rock. 

"Oh,  you  don't  eat  the  rock," 
Grandfather  explained.  "It  is  just 
put  in  for  flavor — like  a  soupbone." 

The  children  readily  accepted 
this;  for  those  were  depression 
days,  and  we  all  knew  the  value 
of   a   juicy   soupbone. 

Grandmother  got  her  share  of 
Grandfather's  teasing.  He  was  al- 
ways untying  her  apron  strings  or 
pinning  clothespins  on  the  back 
of  her  dress  where  she  wouldn't 
notice  them.  And  a  meal  never 
went  by  without  him  stretching  his 
long  legs  under  the  table  and  put- 
ting his  feet  up  on  her  lap,  just 
to  annoy  her. 

One  day  the  minister's  wife  was 
having  lunch  with  us.  She  was  sit- 
ting at  Grandmother's  usual  place 
at  the  table.  Grandfather  was  talk- 
ing away  about  one  of  his  favorite 
Bible  characters,  when  without 
thinking  he  stretched  his  legs  out 
under  the  table  and  put  his  feet 
right  up  on  the  lap  of  the  minis- 
ter's wife. 

She  gave  a  little  scream  and 
spilled  tea  all  over  Grandmother's 
best  tablecloth. 

Grandfather's  face  turned  very 
red.  I  remember  that  he  spent  the 
rest  of  the  afternoon  trying  to 
explain  his  unorthodox  behavior. 
I'm  not  sure  that  he  succeeded  to 
the  satisfaction  of  the  minister's 
wife.  She  always  seemed  to  give 
Grandfather  a  wide  berth  after 
that.  I  do  know  that  he  never 
teased  Grandmother  by  putting  his 
feet  in  her  lap  again. 

When  I  was  old  enough  to  go 
out  on  dates,  Grandfather  had 
something  new  to  tease  me  about. 
"That  long  drink  of  water  you  were 


out  with  last  night,"  he  would  say; 
and  I  knew  that  he  meant  my 
friend  was  tall  and  thin.  Or  he 
would  warn  me  with  a  chuckle, 
"Now,  Nora,  don't  you  take  that 
big-footed  guy  on  the  creek  above 
my  favorite  fishing  hole." 

"And  just  why  can't  we  go  fish- 
ing?" I'd  sniff. 

"Well,  no  sense  in  taking  a 
chance  on  one  of  those  big  feet 
of  his  damming  up  the  creek  and 
letting  all  the  fish  die,"  he  would 
answer,  his  eyes  dancing  with  dev- 
ilment. 

When  my  dates  would  arrive  at 
the  house,  it  was  a  different  story. 
Grandfather  would  bend  over  back- 
wards to  make  them  welcome.  So 
much  so,  that  they  always  spent 
more  time  talking  about  Grandfa- 
ther's charms  than  they  did  mine. 
Now  I  realize  what  a  wise  man 
my  grandfather  was.  Yet,  I  doubt 
if  he  really  knew  a  thing  about 
psychology. 

One  Christmas  I  was  sure  that  I 
was  going  to  get  the  gold  slippers 
I  had  been  hinting  for  all  winter. 
There  was  a  gift  under  our  Christ- 
mas tree  with  my  name  on  it  and 
it  looked  just  like  a  shoebox.  On 
Christmas  Eve  it  was  the  first  pack- 
age that  I  opened.  Sure  enough 
under  the  pretty  paper  was  a  shoe- 
box. 

Happily  I  lifted  the  lid.  Staring 
up  at  me  was  a  pair  of  Grand- 
father's old  house  slippers.  I  tossed 
one  of  the  slippers  playfully  to 
where  he  sat  grinning  at  me.  Still 
hopeful  I  opened  all  my  other 
gifts,  but  there  were  no  gold  slip- 
pers among  them. 

It  was  later  when  I  was  dressing 
for  the  Christmas  party  that  there 
was  a  knock  on  my  door.  There 
stood  Grandfather,  a  big  smile  on 
his  face  and  in  his  hand  the  cov- 
eted gold  slippers.  I'm  sure  that  the 
slippers  were  twice  as  precious  to 
me  because  I  received  them  after 
I  had  given  up  all  hope. 

Now  I  held  the  worn  slippers  to 
my  cheek  and  let  the  tears  fall, 
remembering  what  an  angel  my 
grandfather  had  always  been  to 
me.  Thinking  of  angels,  I  mused, 
/  wonder  how  they  are  getting 
along  with  the  biggest  tease  in 
heaven.    • 
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ERE  HE  COMES,"  my  hus- 
band said,  as  he  looked  out 
the  living  room  window. 

He  is  our  neighbor's  four-and- 
one-half-year-old  boy,  Joey.  Every 
morning  just  about  the  time  my 
husband  is  ready  to  go  outside  and 
work  in  the  yard  or  in  the  garage, 
Joey  shows  up  on  his  red  tricycle. 

"What's  in  the  bag,  Joey?"  I 
heard  my  husband  greeting  him 
in  the  drive. 

I  ducked  into  the  kitchen.  I 
didn't  want  to  see  Joey  today.  But 
Joey  came  to  the  open  door  and 
called,  "Good  morning,  Mrs.  Hale." 

"Good  morning,  Joey,"  I  replied, 
giving  in  to  his  cheerful  call. 

"Isn't  it  a  nice   morning?" 

"Very  nice,  Joey." 

"Are  you  going  to  wash?  My 
mother  is  washing,  and  it's  going 
to  be  summer  for  a  long  time." 

Joey  ambled  off  to  the  garage 
in  search  of  my  husband,  his 
morning  greeting  to  me  over.  As 
far  as  I  cared  it  had  been  sum- 
mer far  too  long  all  ready.  I  longed 
for  the  dull  gray  of  winter.  Sum- 
mer was  Karen  and  Karen  had 
been  full  of  light,  sunshine,  and 
the  terrible  disease  that  took  three 
years  to  kill  her. 

From  the  garage  I  could  hear 
the  smooth  rumble  of  my  hus- 
band's voice,  and  Joey's  high 
pitched  questions.  I  hurried  back 
to  the  kitchen  and  plunged  my 
hands  into  the  hot  soapy  dish- 
water. 

My  husband  had  transferred  to 
the   night  shift  at  work  in  order 
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By   RAMONA  WARREN 


to  be  with  me  during  the  day.  After 
Karen  was  gone,  I  didn't  want  to 
get  up  in  the  morning.  My  hus- 
band would  go  to  work,  leaving 
me  to  rest,  but  when  he  came  home 
I  would  still  be  in  bed.  Now  we 
get  up  together  and  I  wait  until 
he  comes  home  at  midnight  to  go 
to  bed.  It  is  easier. 

We  were  trying  everything  to 
make  it  easier:  leaving  the  apart- 
ment the  three  of  us  had  lived 
in;  buying  a  house  in  a  different 
part  of  the  city;  putting  away  and 
getting  rid  of  everything  that  was 
ever  Karen's.  But  how  do  you 
erase  the  memory  tapes  that  flash 
across  your  mind's  eye?  A  pink 
pinafore  in  a  park  swing,  tiny 
hands  folded  in  prayer  and  at  the 
end,  damp  curls  against  a  white 
face. 

My  tears  fell  into  the  dishwater 
like   raindrops   on   an   ocean. 

"Mr.  Hale  said  to  tell  you  he 
wants  coffee,  please,"  Joey  said  po- 
litely. 

I  turned  from  the  sink  almost 
dropping  a  plate.  "Oh,  Joey,  you 
startled  me!" 

"Are  you  crying?"  He  came  clos- 
er, peering  with  open  interest  into 
my  face.  I  reached  for  a  kleenex 
in  my  apron  pocket. 

"Guess  you  caught  me,"  I  said, 
and  plugged  in  the  coffeepot. 

"Is  it  happy  crying  or  sad  cry- 
ing?" 

"Sad,  Joey." 

"I'll  sing  you  a  song  to  make 
you  happy." 


"How  about  a  glass  of  milk 
first?" 

"Thank  you.  I  didn't  ask  for  it, 
did  I?" 

"No,  Joey,"  I  laughed.  "I  offered 
it." 

Joey's  mother  didn't  want  Joey 
to  ask  for  food  at  the  neighbor's 
homes.  Joey's  mother  was  nice,  but 
we  didn't  see  much  of  her.  She 
had  come  to  see  us  the  first  day 
we  moved  in,  soon  after  Joey  came 
over. 

"If  he  bothers  you,  please  send 
him  home.  Otherwise  he'll  talk  you 
into  the  blind  staggers,"  Joey's 
mother  said.  "He's  not  allowed 
across  the  street,  and  there  are  no 
children  on  this  side."  She  hurried 
away  to  sounds  of  a  crying  baby 
and  the  telephone  ringing  from 
her  house. 

"The  coffee's  ready,"  I  told  Joey. 
"Let's  take  it  outside  to  Mr.  Hale." 

Joey  led  the  way.  I  followed  with 
a  tray  holding  two  cups  of  coffee 
and  a  glass  of  milk. 

"Everything  all  right?"  my  hus- 
band asked,  seeing  my  red  eyes. 

"Fine."  I  smiled  at  him.  "Joey 
has  been  making  me  happy;  he's 
promised  to  sing." 

At  four  o'clock  my  husband  goes 
to  work.  I  usually  save  some  house- 
hold chore  to  keep  me  busy  most 
of  the  long  hours  he  is  away.  It 
didn't  always  work.  Though  my 
hands  were  busy  and  occupied, 
my  thoughts  wandered,  touching 
on  things  like  a  tongue  against  a 
sore  tooth. 

How    long    would    nearly    every 


thought  be  so  painful?  Just  the 
other  day  Joey  had  followed  me 
into  the  spare  bedroom  and  an- 
nounced: "What  this  house  needs 
is  a  new  baby,"  Joey  knows  all 
about  new  babies;  he  has  one  at 
home. 

I  kept  my  face  turned  away  from 
him  to  study  the  depths  of  the 
closet. 

"Do  you  want  one?"  He  prodded. 

"Why,  Joey,  you  don't  want  to 
get  rid  of  your  sister  all  ready?" 

"If  you  don't  want  her,  you  can 
get  one  of  your  own.  Mom  says 
you  ask  God.  She  means  pray.  Do 
you  pray,  Mrs.  Hale?" 

"I  used  to,  Joey.  Is  Mr.  Hale  in 
the   backyard?" 

Jeoy  ran  out  and  I  sat  down  on 
the  bed.  I  couldn't  pray  anymore. 
I  tried.  The  only  words  that  came 
were  a  cry  of,  "O  God,  O  God" 
over  and  over  again. 

Everyone  thought  we  should 
have  another  baby.  I  wasn't  so 
sure.  What  if  it  happened  all  over 
again?  Could  I  go  through  another 
three  years  of  watching  and  wait- 
ing? 

"Why  take  another  chance?"  I 
asked   my  husband. 

"Where's  your  faith,  honey?"  He 
asked  softly. 

Dead!  I  shouted  inside  my  head. 

And  somehow  the  days  passed. 

"This  is  for  your  baby,  Mrs. 
Hale,"  and  Joey  pressed  a  broken 
rattle  into  my  hand  one  day  in 
July. 

"Is  your  baby  coming  yet?"  he 
Continued  on  page  25 
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SPECIAL   SECTION 


THE  HEALING  CHRIST 

Christ  seeks  an  entrance  through  our  every  thought. 
Our  consciousness  should  bid  Him  enter  in. 
The  loving  hands  of  Christ  will  surely  heal  us; 
His  guiding  love  will  save   us  from  all  sin. 


THE  TWENTY-THIRD  PSALM 


If  we   accept  His  vital,   radiant  presence 
And  walk  with  Him  along  His  chosen  way, 
He'll  give  us  strength  and  courage  by  His  power 
And  give  us  visions  of  a  brighter  day. 

—Roy  Z.  Kemp 

THE  HEART  WITH  HOPE 

The  heart  with  hope  is  a  most  precious  thing, 

With  glory  for  the  spirit's  comforting, 

Whose  light  will  never  dim  upon  its  course — 

An  ageless,  quenchless  flame — a  vital  force. 

Its  radiance  has  breadth   and  depth   and  length. 

Heart's  expectation  shall  renew  its  strength, 

And   hearts   can   hold   no   greater,   better  wealth; 

The  splendor  brings  vitality  and  health. 

The  heart  with  hope,  though  mingled  with  the  sod, 

Shall  walk  a  pathway  leading  up  to  God. 

— Roy   Z.   Kemp 

PRECIOUS  PROMISES 

I  lay  very  ill  in   a  hospital  bed, 

My  eyes  were  closed.  A  friend  of  mine  said, 

"Read  from  the  Bible,  maybe  that'll  penetrate." 

No,  I  thought  to  myself;  it's  too  late. 

"I'm  with  you  even  in  the  shadow  of  death." 

Read  on!   thought  I,  with  bated  breath. 

"I  go  to  prepare  a  place   for  you." 

But  would  sinners  such  as  I  go  too? 

"For  I  love  the  sinner  and  cast  out  the  sin." 

Yes,  even  I  could  enter  in! 

Precious  promises,  coming  from  Thee, 

Unlocked  the  door  of  life  for  me. 

— Marjorie  Clifton 


GOD  WANTS  HAPPINESS 

I   went  to   walk   alone 

Where  God  had  made  a  wood. 
I  stopped  and  looked  a  while 

And  listened  where   I  stood. 

I  saw  the  sparkling  brook; 

I  heard  the  birds  so  gay; 
I  saw  and  heard  the  squirrels 

That  chattered  in  their  play. 

A  happy   pretty   world 

Was    all    my   eyes   could    see, 
And  then  I  knew  that  God 

Wants  happiness  for  me. 

—Wallace  A.  Ely 


The  Lord  is  my  shepherd; 

Like  sheep  that  sometimes  wander  from  the  flock 
In  tangled  paths  of  life  to  lose  their  way, 
I   need   my    Shepherd's   hand    and    watchful   eye 
To  keep  me  always,  lest  I  go  astray. 

/    shall    not    want. 

It    would    be    foolish    to    desire    possessions,    money, 

fame — 
Earth's  treasures  all  are  worthless  in  the  end; 
Fulfillment  for  the  mind,  the  spirit,  and  the  soul 
Are  gifts  of  God — all  other's  to  transcend. 

He   maketh   me   to   lie    down   in   green   pastures:    he 
leadeth  me  beside  the  still  waters. 

My   hunger   for   the   truth  He  satisfies; 
Upon   the   Word,  the   Living   Bread,   I   feed; 
No  parching  thirst  I  know,  because  His  grace, 
A  pool  of  endless  depth,  supplies  my  need. 

He  restoreth  my  soul:  he  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of 
righteousness  for  his  name's  sake. 

Danger  may  lie  ahead  in  twisted  paths 

And  pitfalls,  hidden,  that  I  cannot  see, 

But  He,  who  promised  He  would  keep  His  sheep 

Goes  first,  and  makes  the  way  both  safe  and  right  for 


Yea,  though  I  umlk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow 
of  death,  I  ivill  fear  no  evil:  for  thou  art  with  me; 
thy  rod  and  thy  staff  they  comfort  me. 

Death  casts  its  shadow  on  us  every  day  of  life; 
Around  us  everywhere  we  see  its  blight, 
I  need  not  fear,  the  hope  and  comfort  that  He  gives 
Drives  out  the  dark,  like  sunrise  after  night. 

Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in  the  presence  of 
mine  enemies:  thou  anointest  my  head  with  oil;  my 
cup  runneth  over. 

My  slyest  enemies  are  Satan,  self,  and  sin. 
But  these  shall  never  have  the  victory; 
His  power  to  overcome  all  foes  is  mine — 
Provided,  without  measure,  full  and  free. 

Surely  goodness  and  mercy  shall  folloio  me  all  the 
days  of  my  life:  and  I  will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the 
Lord  forever. 

So  if  I  blunder  on  the  way,  He  understands; 
His  patient  love  forever  follows  me; 
I  cannot  go  so  far  that  He  is  left  behind, 
And   there   awaits   a  perfect  fold,   in   His   eternity. 

— Martha  Sanders 
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I  LIVE  AFTER  HIM 

Take  my  heart  and  make  it  new. 
Fill  it  to  the  brim. 
May  every  loving  thing  I  do 
Show  I  live  after  Him. 

"I  am  the  Way.  I  am  the  Light." 
Oh,  let  me  go  and  shine. 
The  help  that  made  His  life  so  bright 
Can  also  shine  in  mine. 

— Adelaide   Kendall 


MAKE  ROOM  FOR  GOD 

Make  room  for  God  and  He  will  come 

To  be  your  guest  each  day; 

The  secret  is  in  making  room 

And  taking  time  to  pray. 

He  meets  you  in  the  quiet  time, 

Which  you  have  set  apart; 

When  you  are  all  alone  and  turn 

To  Him  a  listening  heart. 

Make  room  for  God  and  He  will  come; 

He  transcends  time  and  space; 

The  secret  is  to  set  aside 

A  quiet  time  and  place. 

— Jessie  J.  Brown 


SPECIAL   SECTION 


PRAYER  OF  A  HOSPITAL  PATIENT 

0  Lord,  I   thank  Thee 
for  leading  me  into 
this    temple    of    healing. 
Regardless  of   any  man 
to   whom   it  was  erected, 

1  acknowledge  Thee 

as  Sovereign  Physician; 
I  see  each  ministering  hand 
as  an  extension  of  Thine  own. 
Let  me,  while  health  returns, 
dress  the  wounds 
of  all  whose  lives  touch  mine; 
use  me  to  pour  on 
the  oil  of  Thy  spirit  of  love 
and  the  wine  of  Thy  Word  of  truth, 
bandaging   all  with   thankful   prayer. 
Amen 
— Alice  Kay  Rogers 


TEACH  US  TO  PRAY 

Alone   in   the   Garden   of   Gethsemane 
The  dear  Saviour  prayed  for  you  and  for  me 
When  He  said,  "Not  my  will  but  Thine  be  done." 
And  God  laid  our  sins  on  His  only  Son. 

Lord,  Teach  us  to  pray  as  You  did  long  ago 
When  the  hour  was  long  and  the  journey  was  slow 
Help   us  fashion   our  lives  after  Yours,   Blessed   One 
And  to  say,  "Not  my  will  but  Thine  be  done." 

Teach  us  to  be  strong  and  never  dismayed 
As  You  were  on  the  day  that  You  were  betrayed. 
Help  us  to  forgive  our  accusers,  too, 
As  You  did   when   You  said,   "They   know  not  what 
they  do." 

Help  us  love  one  another  as  You  have  loved  us, 
Overpowering  tensions  that  cause  worldly  fuss, 
That  our  lives  may  be  filled  with  a  richness,  divine. 
Lord,   Teach   us   to   pray,   "Not   my   will   but  Thine." 
— Joyce  Inman  Moore 


FAMILY  BIBLE 

Yesterday,  when  my  life  was  young, 
And  speech  faltered  on  my  tongue, 

My  darling  mother  read  to  me— 
Whose  words  come  back  in  memory. 

A  child  once  more,  beside  her  chair, 

Her  gentle  hand  upon  my  hair. 
Looking    up    from    the   sacred   Book 

I  meet  her  fond  and  tender  look. 

Today  I  turn  each  yellowed  page — 

Almost  unintelligible  with  age; 
I  see  her  marriage  entry  stand, 

And  my  father's  bold,  decisive  hand. 

My  mother's  graceful  characters — 
And  something  in  my  own  heart  stirs 

As  I  see  a  most  familiar  name. 
Why,  it  is  mine — the  day  I  came! 

— Ben  Berkey 
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HERE  IS  NO  doubt  about  it 
this  world  is  in  the  throes 
of  a  major  revolution.  There 
are  sweeping  changes  taking  place 
in  practically  every  facet  of  life  in 
America  and  in  almost  every  other 
nation   on   earth. 

The  foundations  upon  which  men 
have  built  their  philosophies  of  life 
are  crumbling  under  the  pressures 
of  change.  And  what  happens  when 
the  .  foundations  are  destroyed? 
People  drop  out  and  turn  off.  They 
ask  questions,  but  have  no  answers. 
They  seek  purpose,  but  don't  know 
where  to  find  it.  They  try  many 
remedies,  but  find  no  cure.  It  is 
much  as  the  Psalmist  David  de- 
clared, "They  know  not,  neither 
will  they  understand;  they  walk 
on  in  darkness:  all  the  founda- 
tions of  the  earth  are  out  of 
course"    (Psalm  82:5). 

God's  perfect  man  Job  and  his 
friends  spent  countless  hours  try- 
ing to  find  answers  to  the  great 
questions  of  life.  They  expressed 
their  opinions  eloquently  and  dra- 
matically, but  when  they  had  ex- 
hausted their  reservoir  of  knowl- 
edge, God  spoke  to  Job  out  of  the 
whirlwind:  "Who  is  this  that  dark- 
eneth  counsel  by  words  without 
knowledge?" 

Words  without  knowledge.  What 
an  apt  description  of  so  much  that 
is  being  said  today. 

Traditionally,  education  is  sup- 
posed to  provide  man  with  the  an- 
swers to  these  questions  of  life.  The 
well-educated  man  is  supposed  to 
be  better  able  to  solve  the  prob- 
lems of  life.  But  now  they  are  say- 
ing education  has  failed. 

Julian  Bond,  member  of  the 
Georgia  Legislature,  in  a  recent 
speech  before  the  American  Coun- 
cil on  Education,  charged  that  the 
universities  have  not  done  their  job 
in  civilizing  men.  He  said  that  in- 
stead of  solving  problems,  edu- 
cated men  have  poisoned  the  air 
and  water,  raped  the  land,  fostered 
crime  and  poverty,  and  tried  to 
dominate  the  globe  militarily. 

Martin  Heidegger,  noted  Ger- 
man philosopher,  startled  an  aud- 
ience at  a  University  of  Hawaii 
philosophical  conference  by  stat- 
ing that  he  believed  the  "discovery 
of   truth   involves   a   discarding   of 
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everything  academic  and  scholar- 
ly." 

Apparently  for  far  too  many 
years  we  have  been  educating  fools 
and  failures.  We  have  been  giving 
solutions  that  don't  work.  We  have 
been  teaching  "words  without 
knowledge." 

It  is  not  without  reason  that  the 
current     revolutionary     movement 


centers  on  the  college  and  univer- 
sity campuses  of  our  nation.  The 
demonstration  and  dissent  we  see 
taking  place  stem  directly  from  the 
failure  of  education  to  provide  ade- 
quate answers  to  life's  questions 
and  problems.  The  things  young 
people  (and  adults  too)  want  to 
know  are  really  spiritual  ques- 
tions.  We    are   not   facing   just   a 
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political,  social,  and  moral  crisis, 
but,  most  significantly,  a  spiritual 
crisis. 

Commenting  on  this  point,  Har- 
old Lindsell  writes  in  Christianity 
Today:  "This  spiritual  crisis  that 
lies  at  the  heart  of  campus  fer- 
ment has  to  do  with  the  loss  of 
authority,  of  a  fixed  point  of  re- 
ference from  which  men  can  get 
their  bearings.  .  .  .  Today  aca- 
demia  is  in  trouble  because  it  has 
lost  the  spiritual  foundations  that 
once  undergirded  it.  .   .  ." 

In  the  early  days  of  this  nation 
our  educational  institutions  were 
closely  tied  to  the  church  and  our 
educational  philosophy  was  based 
on  the  Scriptures.  Through  the 
years  this  spiritual  foundation  has 
been  eroded,  until  today  it  has 
been  almost  completely  swept 
away.  Even  many  private  colleges 
and  Christian  schools  in  trying  to 
"be  all  things  to  all  men"  have  lost 
the  distinctiveness  that  is  derived 
from  a  spiritual  emphasis.  This  is 
the  heart  of  the  problem  which  is 
now  facing  the  academic  world.  An 
education  without  spiritual  values 
is  an  education  of  "words  without 
knowledge." 

It  is  probably  too  much  to  hope 
that  the  institutions  which  now 
stumble  through  the  maze  of  sec- 
ular ideologies  will  ever  regain  their 
spiritual  equilibrium.  It  is  too  late 
for  that.  And  it  is  not  a  return  to 
the  past  or  the  previous  status  quo 
that  is  needed. 

The  hippies  say,  "Drop  out  of  it 
all;  return  to  nature,  or  turn  on 
with  drugs."  Julian  Bond  says, 
"Tear  down  the  old  institutions 
and  build  new  ones."  Heidegger 
says,  "Completely  discard  the  aca- 
demic and  the  scholarly."  A  thou- 
sand voices  hawk  their  wares;  each 
has  his  "cure-all."  But  the  dissent, 
the  demonstration,  the  disease,  the 
despair  rages  on. 

When  God  chided  Job  out  of  the 
whirlwind  for  his  "words  without 
knowledge,"  He  then  proceeded  to 
give  Job  a  new  revelation  of  Him- 
self. Job  saw  God  and  he  saw  him- 
self. He  cried  out,  "Behold,  I  am 
vile;  what  shall  I  answer  thee?  I 
will  lay  mine  hand  upon  my 
mouth"  (Job  40:4).  God's  perfect, 
wise,   and  well-educated   man   had 


found   the    answer. 

The  great  prophet  Isaiah  got  the 
message  and  cried  to  God,  "Woe 
is  me!   for  I  am  undone;   because 

I  am  a  man  of  unclean  lips " 

Moses,  a  graduate  of  the  universi- 
ties of  Egypt,  was  a  classic  failure 
until  he  met  God  at  the  burning 
bush.  Saul  of  Tarsus  sat  "at  the 
feet  of  Gamaliel  and  was  taught 
according  to  the  perfect  manner 
of  the  law  of  the  fathers,"  but  he 
was  completely  on  the  wrong  track 
until  he  heard  the  voice  of  Christ 
on  the  road  to  Damascus. 

The  challenges  of  today  and  to- 
morrow cannot  and  will  not  be  met 
by  pointing  to  yesterday's  success- 
es or  by  depending  on  a  rehash  of 
yesterday's  knowledge.  New  chal- 
lenges demand  new  motivation  and 
inspiration;  and  new  motivation 
and  inspiration  come  from  new  re- 
velations. 

This  individual  spiritual  discov- 
ery is  the  missing  link  in  educa- 
tion today.  Lindsell  says,  "If  edu- 
cators do  not  sense  that  God  and 
his  revelation  must  be  brought  into 
the  educational  processes  and  that 
all  learning  finds  its  integration 
and  unity  within  the  theistic  focus, 
then  the  disease  that  has  overtaken 
education  will  not  be  cured." 

Thank  God  for  educational  in- 
stitutions which  still  emphasize  the 
spiritual  while  not  neglecting  the 
academic.  Thank  God  for  campus 
organizations  that  are  endeavor- 
ing to  bring  Christ  to  the  multitude 
of  college  students.  Thank  God  for 
pastors  and  churches  who  continue 
to  instruct  and  uphold  their  youth 
who  attend  secular  schools.  And 
thank  God  for  homes  where  de- 
veloping children  learn  that  Christ 
is  the  only  answer. 

Evangelicals  have  been  issuing 
the  warning  for  years  and  the  cur- 
rent crisis  confirms  the  wisdom  of 
their  concern:  "An  education  with- 
out Christ  is  an  education  of  words 
without  knowledge."    • 
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Board  Views 
Christian  Education 
a  Vital  Ministry 


The  task  of  providing  a  sound 
program  of  education  is  not  an  easy 
or  simple  task.  Problems  facing  our 
institutions  of  higher  learning  are 
more  complex  because  of  intensi- 
fied exploration  and  advancement 
in  every  area  of  learning.  The 
General  Board  of  Education,  how- 
ever, points  in  the  direction  of  dia- 
logue and  action  with  regard  for  the 
posture  of  the  Church  of  God  as  it 
relates  to  our  overall  educational 
program.  To  fail  in  giving  guide- 
lines or  in  structuring  a  function- 
al financial  plan  to  keep  the  col- 
leges going  could  cause  irreparable 
damage. 

The  record  of  the  past  is  encour- 
aging. Our  various  schools  have 
grown,  the  respective  administra- 
tors and  faculty  members  have 
demonstrated  a  high  degree  of  de- 
votion to  their  tasks,  and  hundreds 
of  students  have  received  a  first- 
class  education  in  a  Pentecostal  en- 
vironment. Past  victories,  however, 
are  not  enough  to  sustain  this  vital 
ministry. 

The  Church  of  God  and  its  col- 
leges are  challenged  to  review  their 
relationships  and  to  collaborate  in  a 
designed  and  vigorous  effort  to 
bring  an  enlarging  emphasis  upon 
our  spiritual  heritage  and  culture, 
and  to  seek  ways  and  means  of  in- 
creasing support  for  each  school. 
The  realization  of  our  unique  role  in 
Christian  education  will  not  esca- 
lade without  effort  on  our  part. 

Pastors  will  be  receiving  (you 
may  have  yours  now)  a  poster  and 
a  brochure  relative  to  promoting 
our  educational  thrust.  We  urge 
you  to  cooperate  with  us  by  placing 
this  material  on  the  church  bul- 
letin board. 

Please  pray  for  our  various 
schools  throughout  the  world!  En- 
courage your  students  to  attend 
a  Church  of  God  college! 

Church  of  God  General  Board 
of  Education 
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By   G.   A.    SWANSON 


OR  YEARS  concerned  pas- 
tors throughout  the  Church 
of  God  have  sought  means 
whereby  they  might  more  effec- 
tively assist  members  who  relocate. 
Relocation  is  not  always  an  easy 
task.  The  distance  involved  in  a 
move  may  complicate  efforts  by  the 
local  pastor  to  reestablish  the  mov- 
ing member. 

In  the  absence  of  the  MAP  (min- 
istry to  Moving  Active  Pentecos- 
tals),  many  members  have  been 
lost  despite  the  sincere  efforts  of 
their  home  pastors  to  assist  them. 
For  this  reason,  the  MAP  ministry 
has  received  an  enthusiastic  re- 
sponse. 

The  success  story  of  the  Reverend 
W.  G.  Abney  and  the  Alma,  Geor- 
gia, Church  of  God  reveals  the  sin- 
cere determination  of  Church  of 
God  pastors  that  has  brought  into 
existence  the  broad  MAP  ministry. 
The  Alma  story  reveals  the  re- 
establishment  of  between  forty  and 
fifty-five  individuals  who  have 
moved  away  from  the  Alma  com- 
munity. 

Before  going  to  Alma,  Brother 
Abney  served  as  pastor  for  a  time 
in  Atlanta,  the  industrial  capital 
of  the  mid-South.  While  there  he 
came  in  contact  with  many  Church 


Rev.   W.   G.  Abney 


of  God  families  that  had  moved 
from  other  areas  and  were  back- 
slidden and  away  from  the  church. 
It  was  difficult  to  get  them  back 
into  the  church;  and  many,  Broth- 
er Abney  concluded,  would  never 
come  back.  When  he  arrived  in 
Alma,  he  discovered  that  prac- 
tically every  family  in  the  church 
had  children  in  the  Atlanta  area, 
many  of  whom  were  backslidden. 
"The  Alma  Church  has  been  a 
good,  influential  church  over  the 
years,"  Brother  Abney  notes,  "but 
it  is  a  rural  area  and  a  lot  of  young 
people  leave  when  they  graduate 
from  high  school.  They  go  on  and 
get  good  jobs  and  many  of  them 
become  professional  people.  It 
touched  my  heart  to  see  so  many 
of  them  away  from  God." 

Pastor  Abney  determined  in  his 
heart  that  he  would  try  to  do  some- 
thing  about   this   terrible   loss.  He 
developed  a  simple,  but  consistent, 
approach   in   dealing  with   moving 
members.  What  does  he  do?  Let  him 
tell  you: 
/  talk  to  them  about  the  move. 
I  try  to  let  them  know  that  I 
am  concerned  about  their  wel- 
fare and  that  I  think  it  is  best 
that  they  transfer  their  mem- 
bership to  a  church  in  the  area. 


This  way  they  will  feel  a  part 
of  a  church  and  will  stay  clo- 
ser to  God  by  being  active  in 
His  work. 

He  then  checks  the  Minutes  for 
the  address  of  the  church  in  the 
area  to  which  the  member  is  mov- 
ing and  gives  it  to  the  member.  In 
the  past  he  has  had  to  locate  and 
contact  the  local  pastor.  Now  he 
simply  fills  out  a  self-addressed, 
postage-paid  card  supplied  by  the 
MAP  ministry  and  drops  it  in  the 
nearest  mailbox.  MAP  takes  care 
of  the  rest. 

I  asked  Brother  Abney  if  he  had 
not  been  a  bit  fearful  about  trans- 
ferring so  many  members  away, 
since  his  church  is  located  in  such 
a  small  town.  His  reply  was 
straightforward:  "I  think  God  will 
take  care  of  a  preacher  when  he 
is  sincere.  I  think  he  should  be  in- 
terested in  men  and  in  their  wel- 
fare, whether  or  not  a  church  has 
numbers.  Then  I  think  God  will 
honor  him  and  he  will  be  taken 
care  of." 

Today  the  Alma  Church  averages 
around  180  in  Sunday  school.  This 
is  equal  to,  or  more  than,  what  it 
was  running  when  Brother  Ab- 
ney came — and  this  in  spite  of  the 
transfer  of  the  some  fifty  relocated 
members  and  the  organization  of 
another  local  church  there  in  Alma. 
(The  new  church  averages  75  to 
125  in  attendance,  and  the  finances 
are  up  by  a  third  or  more.)  And 
the  community  is  becoming  an  in- 
dustrial area. 

When  the  Alma  Church  "cast 
their  bread  upon  the  water,"  they 
could  not  have  known  that  it 
would  come  again  unto  them.  The 
tables  have  turned,  and  now  they 
will  be  receiving  members  who  were 
won  in  other  local  churches — where 
before  they  seemed  only  to  be  giv- 
ing members. 

Have  you  joined  the  ministry  to 
Moving  Active  Pentecostals?  Do  you 
have  a  member  or  friend  that  has 
moved  and  has  not  transferred  to 
a  local  church?  Why  not  send  his 
name  and  address  to  MAP  today 
and  become  part  of  this  growing 
ministry  of  concerned  individuals. 
Write  MAP,  Keith  at  Twenty-Fifth, 
Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311.    • 
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YAC 


Illinois  Youth  Advisory  Council 


A  Church  of  God  First! 


By  NORMAN   D.   JONES 

State  Youth  Board  Member 


Aware  of  the  integral  impor- 
tance youth  must  exercise  in  the 
church  today,  Illinois'  State  Youth 
Director,  B.  L.  Kelley,  introduced 
a  strategically  innovative  move 
with  the  creation  of  a  Youth  Ad- 
visory Council  (YAC) — a  statewide 
youth  council  to  confer  with  the 
State  Director. 

YAC  is  composed  of  one  teen 
representative  chosen  from  each 
district.  It  is  geared  as  an  idea 
resource  and  can  be  utilized  to  ex- 
pedite projects  and  programs  on 
the   district   and   regional  levels. 

The  Illinois  Youth  Advisory 
Council  held  its  first  meeting  on 
Saturday,  October  25,  1969,  in  De- 
catur, Illinois,  with  sixteen  YAC 
members  in  session  with  the  State 
Director  and  the  Sunday  School 
and  Youth  Board.  Brother  Kelley 
pushed  the  launch  button  by  stat- 
ing the  meeting's  purpose:  "How 
to  get  young  people  involved  in 
the  greatest  business  in  all  the 
world!" 

After  scripture  reading  and  fer- 
vent concert  prayer,  the  group 
discussed  perceptions  and  projec- 
tions regarding  Youth  World  Evan- 
gelism Appeal,  Family  Training 
Hour,  youth  camps,  Sunday  school, 
and  camp  meeting  youth  activities. 
Invaluable  insights  from  the  teens' 
point  of  view  were  made.  Innumer- 
able suggestions  for  implementa- 
tion of  ideas  and  programs  were 
submitted.  (There  was  no  lull  with 
YAC!) 

Beginning    its    first    session    at 


10:00  a.m.,  time-out  was  taken  at 
noon  for  a  delectable  smorgasbord 
lunch  and  a  delightful  visit  to  Il- 
linois' new  State  Office  complex. 
Then,  back  to  YAC  again  for  its 
afternoon   closing   session. 

Since  each  member  of  YAC  can 
serve  only  one  year  before  he  is 
replaced,  time  is  of  the  essence  for 
sharing  one's  thoughts  in  the  one 
or  two  YAC  meetings  to  be  held 
annually. 

State  Overseer  John  D.  Nichols 
was  represented  at  the  afternoon 
session  by  his  wife  who  spoke 
briefly,  observing  youths'  boundless 
energy  and  "continuancy."  She 
noted  the  advantage  of  YAC's  one- 
to-one  relationship,  and  closed  by 
saying  that  "it  is  natural  for  youth 
to  involve  youth!" 

It  is  the  opinion  of  this  reporter 
that  a  church  communications 
precedent  was  set  with  the  cre- 
ation and  implementation  of  YAC! 


GOSPEL  TENTS  FOR  SALE 
10%   discount  to   Evangelists    and 
Churches.    For    complete    informa- 


P.    O.    Box    18314  Phone:    363-6511 

Memphis,  Tennessee  38118 


$50.00  CASH  every  time  10  members  of  your 
group  each  sell  10  cans  of  Old-Fashioned  Pea- 
nut Brittle  at  $1.00  per  can. 
100%  MARK-UP!  This  delicious  Peanut 
Brittle,  in  new  easy-open  cans,  costs  your  group 
only  50c  each  and  sells  for  $1.00! 
NO  INVESTMENT!  NOT  EVEN  lc!  Order  120 
to  1200  cans  today.  Take  up  to  30  days  to 
send  payment.  Give  your  name,  title,  phone 
number  and  complete* address,  the  name,  ad- 
dress, etc.  of  2nd  officer,  name  of  group, 
quantity  desired,  and  nearest  Freight  Office 
(no  parcel  post).  Extras  sent  FREE  to  cover 
shipping  cost  east  of  Rockies.  OFFER  OPEN 
TO  GROUPS   ONLY!    ORDER  TODAY! 


VERNE  COLLIER 


ON  "NEW  SOUND' 

ELECTRONIC 


RUSH  COUPON 

Low  as  $  7.9S  a  Ivionth    |  Free  Co,or  Catalogs  •  Discount  Prices  ] 

BUY  'DIRECT 

.VerCAl 


42  Ne 


Electronic 

models.  Amplifiers.  Pop- 
ype"  accordions,  too! 


FREE  Catalog  ot 

Elmers  —  Selection   Gu'  ' 
Hscount  Prlc 


or  Cataloes,  Sele 


5  Day  Home  Trial 


id   Discount  Prices -FREE!     I 
Accordion  Corp.  of  America,  Dept  LP-20  !  C,TY--  7.--.-  -..-  ~ ,~  vR,''ATr^  ~  n~  ~ 
S53S  W.  Belmont,  Chicago.  III.  60641     '  ' 
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SCOUTING 

IN  THE       ^ 
CHURCH  OF  GOD 


By  CECIL   R.   GUILES 


N   FEBRUARY   8,    1970,  Boy 
Scouts  of  America  will  cele- 
brate their  sixtieth  birthday. 
Sixty  years  ago  the  Boy  Scouts  of 
America   was    incorporated    in    the 
District  of  Columbia.  The  applica- 
tion papers  stated: 
That  the  purpose  of  this  cor- 
poration  shall  be   to  promote, 
through  organization,  and  co- 
operation   with    agencies,    the 
ability  of  boys  to  do  things  for 
themselves  and  others,  to  train 
them    in    Scoutcraft,    and    to 
teach    them    patriotism,    cour- 
age, self-reliance,  and  kindred 
virtues,     using     the     methods 
which  are  now  in  common  use 
by  Boy  Scouts,  by  placing  em- 
phasis  upon   the   Scout  Prom- 
ise and  Law  for  character  de- 
velopment, citizenship  training, 
and  physical  fitness. 
The  growth  of  the  Boy  Scouts  of 
America,  from  a  very  humble  be- 
ginning in  1910  to  its  present  dis- 
tinction  in   the   youth   field,   is   a 
signal    accomplishment. 

During  Boy  Scout  Week,  Febru- 
ary 7-13,  scouts  will  be  holding 
special  events  in  churches  through- 
out the  week,  such  as  special 
parents  meetings,  Father-Son  ban- 
quets, Courts  of  honor,  et  cetera. 
On  Scout  Sunday,  February  8, 
scouts  in  uniform  will  be  attending 
Church  of  God  Sunday  schools 
and  morning  worship,   along  with 


their  families.  Ministers  will 
preach  special  sermons  and  scouts 
will   take   part  in   the  service. 

Scouting  is  part  of  the  total 
Christian  education  program  in  the 
Church  of  God.  It  is  readily  being 
accepted  by  many  of  our  churches 
as  a  unique  and  ingenious  concept 
in  Christian  education. 

The  sponsorship  of  scouting  pro- 
vides activities  for  boys  and  girls 
which  help  meet  some  of  their 
needs  and  developmental  tasks  as 
Christian  young  people.  Further- 
more, the  scouting  movement  is 
providing  churches  with  a  program 
and  resource  materials  that  are 
different  from  those  used  in  other 
Christian  education  ministries  of 
the  church  life. 

Scouting  programs  provide  an 
opportunity  for  young  persons  to 
get  to  know  one  another  in  the 
worthwhile  experiences  they  enjoy 
together.  This  is  especially  true  at 
the  pre-teen  and  young  teen  years 
as  young  people  are  broadening 
their  relationships  beyond  the  fam- 
ily and  are  seeking  to  know  just 
what  their  relationship  should  be 
to  others. 

Our  denominational  relationship 
with  the  Boy  Scout  organization  is 
a  reciprocal  arrangement.  The 
church  must  provide  all  the  local 
leadership,  but  the  local  Boy  Scout 
Council  agrees  to  provide  training 
for     these     leaders.      Hence,     the 


church  has  full  control  over  the 
choice  of  adult  leaders,  but  at  the 
same  time  it  has  access  to  some 
of  the  finest  leadership  training  to 
be  found  anywhere — all  under  the 
supervision  of  professionals. 

The  God  and  Country  Award  par 
excellence,  recognized  and  encour- 
aged by  the  Boy  Scouts  of  Amer- 
ica, is  an  award  given  by  the 
Church  of  God  congregation  of 
which  the  boy  is  a  member.  He  can 
receive  it  nowhere  else,  and  the 
work  for  the  award  must  be  done 
with  the  pastor.  Perhaps  one  of  its 
greatest  benefits  is  that  it  provides 
opportunity  for  a  boy  and  his  pas- 
tor to  really  get  to  know  each 
other. 

The  award  also  provides  the  pas- 
tor with  an  opportunity  to  devel- 
op for  the  boy  an  educational 
program  for  a  year  which  will  tie 
in  with,  and  add  to,  the  Christian 
education  which  the  boy  has  re- 
ceived in  the  Sunday  school  and 
the  Family  Training  Hour    (YPE). 

As  far  as  Boy  Scouts  of  America 
is  concerned,  scouting  is  the  Church 
of  God's  program,  offered  to  the 
church  and  serviced  by  the  local 
Scout  Council.  Many  of  our  church- 
es have  realized  this  and  conse- 
quently are  making  use  of  the  full 
possibilities  of  scouting  that  they 
have  at  their  disposal. 

Scouting  in  the  Church  of  God 
will   continue    to   afford   its   youth 
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an  opportunity  to  know  that 
"faith,  hope,  and  love"  have  mean- 
ing outside  the  four  walls  of  the 
church. 

Our  records  in  the  General  Sun- 
day School  and  Youth  Department 
do  not  reveal  the  experiences  of 
boys  who  this  year  have  stretched 
their  bedrolls  beside  a  river  and 
were  lulled  to  sleep  by  the  sound 
of  running  water.  The  records  do 
not  reveal  the  number  who  at 
night  gazed  into  the  sky  and  won- 
dered about  the  Milky  Way,  the 
Big  Dipper,  and  thousands  of  other 
galaxies  of  stars  and  planets.  No, 
our  records  do  not  reveal  these 
things,  but  they  do  tell  us  that 
Church  of  God  young  people  are 
being  blessed  and  helped  through 
scouting. 

Your  church  can  be  blessed  by 
the  ministry  of  scouting.  Young 
people  in  your  church  can  be  a 
part  of  this  program  developed  es- 
pecially to  help  young  people.  Now, 
more  than  ever,  when  one  moral 
crisis  after  another  confronts  a 
confused  society,  our  youth  need 
the  h2lp  and  guidance  that  scout- 
ing can  give.  Your  State  Sunday 
School  and  Youth  Director  and  the 
General  Sunday  School  and 
Youth  Department  stand  ready  to 
assist  you.  If  you  desire  infor- 
mation on  scouting  in  the  Church 
of  God,  write  your  State  Sunday 
School  and  Youth  Director  and  re- 
quest information  on  scouting.     • 


Notice  From  General 

Sunday  School  and 

Youth  Director 

Due  to  the  lack  of  interest  and 
participation  in  reporting-  Family 
Training  Hour  (YPE)  attendance 
in  THE  LIGHTED  PATHWAY,  the 
General  Sunday  School  and  Youth 
Board  has  voted  to  discontinue  it. 
It  was  the  concensus  of  the  Board 
that  instead  of  serving  as  a  Fam- 
ily Training  Hour  incentive,  this 
small  showing  of  our  Family  Train- 
ing Hour  (YPE)  strength  is  detri- 
mental. 


5000: 


CHRISTIAN 
WORKERS 


WANTED 


...  to  tell  Bibles,  food  book*.  Scripture 
Greeting  Cardi,  Stationery,  Napkins,  Scrip- 
ture Novelties.  Liberal  profits.  Send  (or 
free  catalog  and  price  list. 
GEORGE  W.  NOBLE,  The  Christian  Co. 
Dept  L,  Pontiac  Bldf .,  Chicago  ,  m.  60605 


SOUTHEASTERN  EQUIPMENT  CO. 


Chain  and  tables  in  com- 
plete range  of  sizes  for  every 
Church  need.  Steel  and  wood 
folding  chairs,  folding  ban- 
quet tables,  speakers'  stands. 
Also  office  desks  and 
chairs.    Write  for  infor- 


SILER  CITY.  NORTH  CAROL  NA 


3-volur 
E. 

prophecy 
Christ's  return,  the  trib- 
ulation, and  all  end-time 
events  into  focus.  Pre- 
millenial.  Easy  reading. 
Illustrated.  ALL  THINGS 
NEW  (Revelation),  THE 
END  OF  THE  DAYS  (Dan- 
iel). SIGNS  OF  HIS  COM- 
ING (Olivet  discourse). 
Set,  only  $9.95. 
Reg.   price   $11.40. 

at  your  bookstore 


BETHANY  FELLOWSHIP,  INC. 

Minneapolis,  Minn.   55431 


RAISE  *40,  $200,  $400 


or  more  for  your  Club  or  Group 
with  this  Folding  Indoor  Dryer 

Anna  Elizabeth  Wade  can  help  you  raise  $40, 
$200,  $400,  even  more,  for  your  Church  or  Group 
with  Folding  Indoor  Dryers.  Her  famous  Plan 
has  helped  over  1,000.000  Church  Groups, 
Clubs,  PTA's,  Scout  Troops,  Veterans' 
Auxiliaries    Fraternal  and  other  groups  raise  the 
money  they  needed  ....  proof  it  will  work  for  you! 

YOU  DON'T  SPEND  U  OF  YOUR  OWN  MONEY 

To  start,  Anna  Wade  ships  you   100  Folding 
Indoor  Dryers  ON  CREDIT.  Have  10  members 
of  your  group  each  sell  just  10  dryers  for  $1  each. 
You  send  $60  of  the  proceeds,  keep  $40  for  your 
group  treasury.  Take  up  to  60  days.  Mail  coupon 
below  for  FREE  money-making  details.  No 
obligation  Anna  Wade,Dept.430J B.Lynchburg,  Va. 
24505 

Anna  Wade  a  division  of  the  Chap  Stick  Company 
FREE  Details— Mail  The  Coupon  Today 

|  Anna   Wade   Dept430JB,Lynchburg,  Va.   24505 

■  Please  rush  FREE  money-making  details  of  your     I 

■  Plan    for   our   group   to    raise    $40,    $200,    even      | 
|  $400  and  more,  quick  and  easy,  without  spend- 

m  ing  1$.  I  am  under  no  obligation  whatever. 


Address . 
City 


Name  of  Organization. 


-Zip- 


\ 

~~T 

fenf' 

Use  it 

Folding 
is  perfe 
blouses, 
dainties 
all        dr 
home, 
Umbrell 
structior 
little       « 
hang    fr 
curtain 
tiook. 
elastic 
tal       ar 
about  12 
each     h 
plastic 
at    the 
neatly  fr. 

anywhere. 

Indoor  Dryer 
it  for  drying 
stockings, 
gloves,  and 
p-dries       at 
)r    on    trips, 
j-type       con- 
requires 
pace.      Just 
om     shower- 
rod     or     a 
Snag-proof 
:overed    me- 
ns      extend 
inches  and 
is     its     own 
clothes     pin 
end.     Folds 
>r  storage. 

F  -J9 
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Luther  G.  Johnson 
Chaplain  (Captain)  USAF 


Luther  G.  Johnson 

Chaplain 


Chaplain  Luther  G.  Johnson  is  the  son  of  the  Rev- 
erend W.  D.  Johnson,  who  is  serving  as  one  of  our  pas- 
tors in  Louisville,  Kentucky.  Chaplain  Johnson, 
through  sacrifice,  and  the  assistance  of  others,  com- 
pleted his  education  to  meet  the  requirements  of  the 
chaplaincy.  He  is  a  consecrated  minister  who  is  dedi- 
cated to  the  men  in  service.  Pray  that  God  will 
bless  his  ministry  to  the  men  in  uniform. 

The  following  article  is  regarding  his  calling  to  the 
chaplaincy. 

— C.  Raymond  Spain 
Executive  Director 


ENTERED  THE  Air  Force 
Chaplaincy  in  1967  prima- 
rily because  I  thought  it 
provided  me  the  greatest  opportu- 
nity to  put  to  best  use  my  train- 
ing and  abilities  for  Jesus  Christ. 
Helping  me  arrive  at  this  conclu- 
sion  was   the   thought  of   working 


continuously  with  dynamic  and 
relatively  youthful  congregations — 
congregations  that  I  knew  would 
be  here  today  and  gone  tomorrow 
but  that  would  carry  with  them  the 
message  of  Christ  literally  "unto 
the  uttermost  part  of  the  earth," 
if  I  would  but  do  my  part. 


Also  influencing  my  decision  to 
enter  the  chaplaincy  was  a  grow- 
ing conviction  that  Pentecostal 
churches  were  not  fulfilling  their 
responsibility  to  their  men  and 
women  in  uniform,  namely  that  of 
providing  them  with  a  chaplain 
of  like  faith. 

I  have  been  stationed  here  at 
Westover  Air  Force  Base  in  Spring- 
field, Massachusetts,  since  entering 
the  chaplaincy.  I  will  probably  re- 
main here  for  another  year,  at 
which  point  I  must  decide  whether 
or  not  I  wish  to  make  a  career  of 
the  chaplaincy. 

At  this  present  assignment  each 
chaplain  is  charged  with  the  re- 
sponsibility of  promoting  a  major 
aspect  of  the  total  religious  pro- 
gram along  with  other  minor  du- 
ties. In  that  I  am  relatively  new 
to  the  chaplaincy,  I  will  be  given 
ample  opportunity  to  gain  experi- 
ence in  all  areas  of  the  chaplain's 
responsibilities.  For  the  first  six 
months  my  major  responsibility 
was  that  of  ministering  to  hospital 
patients. 

For  the  past  year  I  have  been 
assigned  the  responsibility  of  or- 
ganizing, promoting,  and  directing 
the  Protestant  Religious  Education 
program.  This  corresponds  roughly 
to  the  civilian  pastorate  in  that  we 
conduct  Sunday  school  classes  (en- 
rollment of  approximately  1,000), 
vacation  Bible  school,  and  adult 
study  groups,  et  cetera.  Along  with 
these  duties  it  has  also  been  my 
responsibility  to  conduct  regular 
services,  to  act  as  advisor  to  vari- 
ous chapel  groups,  and  to  visit  with 
Air  Force  personnel  on  their  jobs. 

The  highlight  of  my  career  to 
date  was  my  being  selected  to 
make  a  thirty-day  pastoral  visit  to 
the  men  of  the  99th  Bomb  Wing, 
to  which  I  belong,  during  their  re- 
cent deployment  to  South  East  Asia. 
There  I  was  able  to  witness  to  men, 
under  the  duress  of  battle  and 
loneliness  of  separation,  about 
Christ  and  His  plan  for  their  lives. 

Please  pray  that  in  some  way 
I  might  live  up  to  the  Air  Force 
Chaplain's  motto  of  "Relating  God 
to  man  and  man  to  God."     • 

— (Capt.)  Luther  G.  Johnson 
United  States  Air  Force 
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Faith   on   a   Tricycle 


from  page  15 


asked  me  suddenly  a  morning  in 
August. 

Early  in  September  it  rained.  My 
husband  stood  at  the  window 
watching  a  downpour  fade  away 
to  a  drizzle. 

"Look,  hon,"  he  called. 

I  went  to  stand  beside  him.  It 
was  Joey.  Bright  yellow  raincoat, 
hat  and  boots,  riding  his  tricycle 
up  our  drive. 

"If  that  isn't  faith  on  a  tri- 
cycle .  .  ."  my  husband  murmured 
and  went  to  open  the  front  door. 
"Come   in,  Joey." 

"I  came  to  tell  you  that  I  asked 
God  to  bring  you  a  baby  and  to 
stop  the  rain." 

"Well,  Joey,"  my  husband  said 
nervously,  "how  about  a  cookie." 

"See  it's  not  raining  anymore," 
Joey  said. 

We  looked  outside;  the  sun  was 
breaking  through. 

"Mom  says  God  answers  prayers. 
You  better  start  getting  ready  for 
your  baby,  Mrs.  Hale." 

"Let's  go  outside,  Joey,"  my  hus- 
band started  for  the  door. 

"No.  It's  all  right,  dear."  I  said. 
"But,  Joey  it  takes  a  long  time  to 
get  a  baby." 

"I  know  that!" 

"Do  you  think  He'll  help  me  to 
have  faith  like  yours  .  .  .  while 
I'm  waiting?" 

"Sure!  You  just  have  to  ask 
Him!" 

"Sounds  easy,  hon."  My  husband 
said  quietly.  "And  it  is  for  Him, 
if  you'll  let  it  be." 

I  reached  for  his  hand.  "I  want 
to,  dear." 

His  arm  went  around  me,  strong 
and  sure. 

"Hey,  you're  both  crying,"  Joey 
accused,  looking  up. 

We  broke  apart  laughing.  "But 
this  time,  Joey,"  I  said  pulling  him 
close  in  a  tight  squeeze,  "It's  happy 
crying." 

Outside  the  sun  broke  through 
the  clouds  completely  and  began 
drying  the  raindrops  on  a  little 
red  tricycle.    • 
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Pepper  Cake 
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By   FLOYD   D.    CAREY 


The 

Generation  Gap — 

Five  Teens 

Express  Their 

Views 


Laura  Sims,  age  17 

I  believe  that  the  generation  gap 
is  a  lot  more  exaggerated  than  it 
is  true.  In  some  cases  there  may  be 
a  generation  gap,  but  I  believe  the 
large  majority  of  the  population 
doesn't  have  a  problem  commun- 
icating. Most  adults  and  young  peo- 
ple have  a  mental  understanding 
of  right  and  wrong.  If  young  peo- 
ple would  respect  adults,  and  if 
adults  would  respect  young  people, 
I  believe  that  the  "gap"  would  be 
a  fantasy. 

Tracy  Turner,  age  15 

The  generation  gap  is  a  common 
name  for  something  that  has  al- 
ways existed — a  conflict  between 
parents  and  children.  Socrates  was 
distressed  with  the  youth  of  his 
time.  A  mid-eighteenth  century 
man  said,  "When  we  are  young  we 
want  to  change  the  world.  When 
we  are  old,  we  want  to  change  the 
youth."  Today  is  no  different. 
There  is  no  more  of  a  generation 
gap  than  there  was  three  thousand 
years  ago;  it  is  just  more  empha- 
sized today. 


Lynn  Cross,  age  17 

In  my  opinion,  the  generation 
gap  is  the  lack  of  understanding 
and  communication  between  par- 
ents and  youth.  In  a  Christian 
home,  however,  I've  discovered  that 
the  gap  is  much  smaller  than  that 
of  non-Christian  homes. 

The  only  conclusion  that  one  can 
make  of  this  is  that  Christ  makes 
the  family  closer  and  closes  the 
gap.  I  believe  that  it  would  be  al- 
most impossible  for  parents  to  com- 
pletely understand  the  youth,  and 
vice  versa;  but  with  Christ  in 
their  lives,  they  would  be  able  to 
communicate  and  to  better  under- 
stand the  views  of  each  other. 

Everett  E.  Sides,  Jr.  age  20 

A  minister  once  told  me  that  the 
generation  gap  is  the  space  be- 
tween the  lips.  In  my  opinion,  it 
is  the  lack  of  this  space.  In  other 
words,  parents  as  well  as  young 
people  have  a  gap  in  their  com- 
munication. Christ  is  the  bridge  for 
this  gap.  With  Christ  in  our  lives 
to  guide  us,  we  can  talk  to  our 
elders  intelligently,  without  getting, 
"up  tight"  and  "storming  off." 


Websterism 
Doghouse — mutt  hut 
Careless  driver — fender  bender 
Criminal  shellfish — mobster  lobster 


The  teens  of  the  United  States  own  one 
million  TV  sets,  ten  million  record  players, 
twenty  million  radios,  and  one  out  of 
every  ten  automobiles. 

Statistics  show  that  high  school  grad- 
uates earn  approximately  two  thousand 
dollars  a  year  more  than  elementary  school 
graduates.  College  graduates  earn  two  thou- 
sand dollars  more  than  high  school  grad- 
uates. It  pays  to  stay  in  school  and  grad- 
uate. 

There  are  over  sixty  thousand  known 
hard-dnig  addicts  in  the  United  States 
according  to  the  United  States  Bureau  of 
Narcotics   and   Dangerous   Drugs. 


Show    me 
quarter,  and 


moon    that    is    in    its    last 
will  show  you  a  poor  moon. 


Did  you  hear  that  Bob  was  getting  mar- 
ried? He  spent  so  much  money  on  his  girl 
that  he  decided  to  marry  her  for  his  money. 


Show  me  a  teen-ager  who  keeps  his  nose 
to  the  grindstone,  and  I  will  show  you 
a  teen-ager  with   a  flat  face. 


Vikki  Threatt,  age  16 

The  modern  teen-ager  feels  a 
need  for  security — to  be  loved  and 
needed.  As  we  reveal  our  problems 
to  our  elders,  then  the  generation 
gap  begins.  They  do  not  try  to  un- 
derstand, and  at  times  it  seems 
that  they  don't  really  care.  We  con- 
fide in  them  because  we  love  them, 
and  it  hurts  when  our  love  is  not 
returned. 

Incite 
Do  you  agree  with  Laura,  Tracy, 
Lynn,  Everett,  and  Vikki?  Send 
in  your  reactions  to  their  remarks, 
a  topic  for  discussion,  or  your  fav- 
orite anecdote.  Mail  to:  Insight, 
Lighted  Pathway  922  Montgomery 
Avenue,  Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311 


MY  SON,  YOU  will  never 
know  how  happy  you  made 
me   last  Saturday. 

Although  you  are  only  seven  and 
a  half,  you  became  a  man  in  Christ. 
You  reached  the  age  of  account- 
ability. You  will  not  remember  as 
vividly  as  I  do,  so  I  thought  I 
would  write  you  a  letter  to  pre- 
serve the  memory  for  many  years 
to  come. 

Son,  you  had  been  outside  play- 
ing and  trying  to  help  your  dad 
burn  some  old  dead  leaves  and 
limbs.  We  had  been  trying  to  make 
our  church  grounds  look  better. 
You  had  worked  real  hard  for  a 
boy  your  age. 

About  one  o'clock  you  came  in 
for  a  bowl  of  soup.  Most  of  the 
time  you  are  very  talkative,  but 
on  this  day  you  ate  your  food  in 
silence.  You  broke  the  silence  by 
saying,  "Mother,  you  know  what 
I'm  thinking?  I'm  going  to  die  and 
be  in  a  grave  with  a  tombstone  at 
the  top,  and  it  has  my  name  al- 
ready on  it." 

Your  little  eyes  were  all  worried, 
and  I  could  tell  that  something  else 
was  bothering  you.  I  tried  to  ex- 
plain death  to  you  and  told 
you  that  everyone  should  be  ready 
for  death,  no  matter  how  old  he 
is.  This  meant  that  you  needed  to 
be  saved  if  you  realized  your  condi- 
tion. You  really  wanted  to  be  saved, 
but  did  not  know  exactly  how  or 
what  to  do  about  it.  I  asked  you  if 
you  wanted  to  be  saved  and  your 
reply  was,  "Yes,  Mother,  I  do." 

I  went  outside  and  told  your  dad- 
dy your  wishes  and  he  came  in  to 
pray  with  us  for  you  to  be  saved. 
He  first  talked  to  you  about  what 
you  would  have  to  do  before  and 
after  you  became  a  Christian. 
Mainly  that,  after  you  became  a 
Christian,  you  should  act  like  one 
and  be  good,  pray,  mind  your  par- 
ents and  teachers,  testify  for  God, 
and,  most  of  all,  read  your  Bible. 
You  seemed  to  realize  all  of  this 
and  were  ready  to  accept  Christ 
into  your  heart. 

We  knelt  and  prayed.  Your 
heart  was  very  tender  and  Christ 
came  easily  into  your  little  soul. 
You  cried  and  prayed  that  day  for 
salvation,  and  you  received  it. 


By  MRS.   BARBARA   RODGERS 


Soon  after  we  had  prayed,  you 
went  to  your  room  and  threw  away 
a  small  toy  that  you  had  bought 
in  a  gum  machine.  Your  conscience 
was  bothering  you  because  we  had 
asked  you  not  to  spend  all  of  your 
money  on  these  machines.  The  toy 
was  innocent,  but  your  first 
thoughts  were  to  get  rid  of  your 
sins. 

Later,  you  told  me  about  how 
good  you  felt  inside  and  how  won- 
derful your  soul  felt — although  you 
did  not  know  exactly  where  your 
soul  was  but  you  were  patting  your 
stomach.  I  showed  you  where  I 
thought  your  soul  might  be  and 
we  patted  it  together. 

So  Son,  someday  when  you're 
older  and  feel  a  need  to  get  closer 


to  Christ,  read  this  letter  and  see 
how  simple  it  is  to  reach  Him.  The 
Scriptures  say  that  except  we  be- 
come as  little  children,  we  cannot 
enter  into  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 
Live  for  God  always  and  remem- 
ber the  time  that  you  got  saved. 
It  might  keep  you  from  going 
astray.  I  love  you  always — Mother. 
P.  S.  My  son,  you  have  been  ter- 
ribly sick  since  you  were  saved.  I 
wondered  if  the  Lord  might  be 
ready  for  His  child.  Your  tempera- 
ture was  dangerously  high.  Daddy 
and  the  ladies  of  the  church  were 
next  door  preparing  a  Ladies  Will- 
ing Workers  Band  dinner,  and  they 
all  came  over  and  prayed  for  you. 
God  gloriously  touched  your  body. 
I  thank  God  for  your  healing.     • 
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ONE  THING   LACKING 


YEARS  AGO  IN  Florence,  Italy,  a  young  artist 
labored  long  and  hard  on  a  marble  statue  of  an 
angel.  When  his  work  was  finally  completed,  he 
asked  the  famous  Michelangelo  to  examine  it.  When 
the  great  master  entered  the  studio,  he  carefully  stud- 
ied the  statue  with  his  trained  eyes  and  skillful  hands. 
The  young  artist  waited  breathlessly  for  the  master's 
appraisal. 

His  young  heart  was  nearly  crushed  as  he  heard  from 
Michelangelo's  lips:  "It  lacks  only  one  thing."  Ner- 
vously, with  trembling  lips  he  questioned:  "Master  what 
does  it  lack?"  Michelangelo  replied,  "It  lacks  only  one 
thing — life.  With  life  it  could  be  as  perfect  as  God 
Himself  would  make  it." 

What  a  parable  of  life!  There  are  many  people  who 
are  finely  sculptured  on  the  outside.  They  are  good, 
moral,  upright  citizens.  They  attend  church,  give  to 
charities,  and  belong  to  community  betterment  or- 
ganizations. In  their  spiritual  blindness  they  believe 
they  are  qualified  for  salvation — for  heaven.  They 
would  be  if  man  made  the  final  appraisal.  But  when 
the  Heavenly  Artist  gives  His  appraisal,  He  says:  "It 
lacks  only  one  thing — life." 

One  day  God  took  the  prophet  Ezekiel  down  to  a 
valley  filled  with  dry  bones.  The  valley  was  hot  and 
the  bones  had  been  bleached  by  the  scorching,  hot 
sun.  As  Ezekiel  gazed  out  over  the  depressing  sight, 
God  told  him  to  begin  preaching  to  them.  It  was  a 
strange  request,  but  the  prophet  obeyed  the  command 
of  God. 

During  the  course  of  his  sermon  the  bones  began 
to  rattle,  and  they  came  together  bone  to  bone.  As 
he  continued,  sinew  and  then  flesh  began  to  appear 
upon  the  bones.  Once  again  they  looked  like  human 
beings,  but  they  lacked  only  one  thing — the  one  thing 
that  makes  all  the  difference — life. 

Then  God  said  to  the  astonished  prophet,  "Prophesy 
unto  the  wind,  .  .  .  and  say  .  .  .  Thus  saith  the  Lord 
God;  Come  from  the  four  winds,  O  breath,  and  breathe 
upon  these  .  .  .  that  they  may  live.  So  I  prophesied 
as  he  [God]  commanded  me,  and  the  breath  came 
into  them,  and  they  lived"  (Ezekiel  37:9,  10). 

There  are  many  modern-day  Pharisees — Whitewash- 
ed tombstones — filled  with  decaying  bones  (Matthew 
23:27).  They  give  every  appearance  of  being  alive, 
but  in  reality  there  is  no  life  in  them.  They  have 
never  been  breathed  upon  by  God — touched  inside  by 
the  Holy  Spirit — so  they  remain  lifeless  forms. 

If  you  are  merely  existing  and  just  going  through 
the  motions  of  real  living,  if  God  has  never  breathed 
into  you  spiritual  life,  then  you  need  the  Master 
Artist,  who  first  breathed  life  into  Adam,  to  bring  you 
to  life  by  His  touch.  He  gives  life — abundant  and 
eternal.  Let  Him  make  you  come  alive  today! — Samuel 
Farina 
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SPECIAL 
SECTION 


Guest    Editorial 

By  M.  G.  McLUHAN 


A  LITTLE  MORE  than  sixty 
years  ago  the  first  fires  of 
the  Pentecostal  revival 
broke  out.  It  was  not  unlike  other 
revivals  of  Christianity  that  had 
preceded  it,  as  far  as  its  evangelis- 
tic effect  was  concerned.  It  was 
very  different  however  in  one  way! 
That  difference  was  in  the  very 
unusual  phenomenon  that  always 
accompanied  it. 

The  people  who  attached  them- 
selves to  it  by  faith  and  repentance, 
were  led  into  a  further  spiritual 
experience  called  the  baptism  in 
the  Holy  Spirit.  Some  who  joined 
themselves  to  this  movement  were 
people  who  already  had  been  born 
again  of  the  Spirit,  and  who  were 
seeking  a  deeper  experience  with 
Christ.  However,  whether  the  fol- 
lowers had  come  from  other 
churches  with  former  spiritual  ex- 
perience, or  whether  they  were 
first-time  converts,  most  of  them 
sought  the  face  of  God  until  the 
Holy  Spirit  came  upon  them  and 
they  spoke  in  unknown  or  other 
tongues  as  the  Spirit  gave  them 
the  utterance. 

In  many  parts  of  the  world  these 
people  were  derisively  called  "the 
tongues  speakers."  Many  great  re- 
ligious leaders  of  the  first  decade 
of  this  century  forecast  the  quick 
disintegration  of  the  movement 
and  the  disappearance  of  the 
tongues-speaking  phenome- 
non. Those  men  are  dead  now,  and 
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The  Reverend  M.  G.  McLuhan, 
Associate  Pastor,  Mt.  Paran 
Church  ot  God,  Atlanta,  Ga., 
has  had  a  long  and  distin- 
guished ministry  in  the  Church 
of  God.  A  native  of  Consul, 
Saskatchewan,  Canada,  he  has 
ministered  in  various  parts  of 
the  world. 


the  revival  is  moving  faster  than 
ever.  Unlike  most  of  its  predeces- 
sors, this  revival  has  heated  up  in 
the  second  half  century  of  its  exis- 
tence. Instead  of  crystalizing  and 
setting  itself  up  as  just  one  more 
worldwide  denomination,  it  is  go- 
ing the  other  way! 

True,  it  has  caused  the  creation 
of  several  fairly  strong  interna- 
tional denominational  movements, 
but  during  the  last  decade  it  has 
taken  an  unexpected  turn  indeed! 


When  its  current  leaders  were 
busying  themselves  with  the  prob- 
lems of  denominational  solidarity 
and  refined  organization,  new  fires 
from  the  old  coals  sprang  up  out- 
side the  trenches  that  they  were 
digging.  At  first  they  were  inclined 
to  discount  the  reality  or  validity 
of  these  new  outbreaks  of  the 
tongues-speaking  phenomenon,  but 
now  they  cannot  be  ignored. 
Every  revival  is  accompanied  by 
(Please  turn  page) 
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a  certain  amount  of  Satan-inspired 
error  and  heresy;  but  if  the  main 
movement  is  of  God,  it  cannot  be 
stopped.  Some  error  and  fanaticism 
accompanied  the  initial  Pentecos- 
tal revivals,  so  the  same  can  be 
expected  in  its  more  recent  awak- 
ening. These  things  attended  the 
first  outpouring  of  the  Spirit  al- 
most nineteen  hundred  and  forty- 
one  years  ago,  because  Satan  hates 
any  true  revival. 

At  the  moment  of  writing  this 
article,  a  thrilling  thing  is  happen- 
ing all  over  North  and  South  Ameri- 
ca, as  well  as  in  other  lands.  Peo- 
ple of  different  denominational 
backgrounds  are  meeting  both  with 
and  without  their  recognized  eccle- 
siastical leaders  and  pastors.  They 
are  coming  together  in  their  sanc- 
tuaries, in  their  fine  homes,  and 
in  their  humble  cottages.  People 
who  want  to  find  a  deeper  experi- 
ence with  God  are  being  moved  by 
the  Holy  Spirit.  They  are  receiving 
the  baptism  in  the  Holy  Spirit  and 
are  speaking  in  other  tongues  as 
the  Spirit  gives  them  the  utterance. 

It  cannot  be  discounted  any 
longer!  Some  of  the  laymen  in  the 
church  where  the  writer  is  serving 
as  associate  pastor  are  being  called 
upon  to  pray  for  people  in  such 
meetings  and  gatherings.  Roman 
Catholic  priests  in  a  local  monas- 
tery have  received  the  baptism  in 
the  Spirit  and  have  asked  some  of 
our  lay  people  to  come  back  again 
for  a  special  time  of  prayer  and 
laying  on  of  hands  so  that  others 
in  their  fellowship  might  receive 
this  blessing. 

At  our  own  church  altar  we  have 
seen  as  high  as  fifty  persons  seek- 
ing the  baptism,  and  more  often 
than  not  the  majority  of  them  are 
from  denominations  which  have 
not  embraced  the  full  gospel  mes- 
sage. Many  of  them  have  been 
seeking  God  for  some  time,  and 
have  been  drawn  very  close  to  Him 
by  the  work  of  the  Spirit  in  their 
hearts.  They  have  come  in  the  hope 
of  finding  the  reality  of  spiritual 
fullness,  and  they  are  finding  it! 
They  are  speaking  in  tongues — 
yes  they  are  twentieth-century 
"tongues  speakers,"  and  who  dares 
to   deny  the   authenticity  of  their 


spiritual  experience? 

Looking  at  this  new  tongues- 
speaking  revival,  the  seasoned  Pen- 
tecostalist  finds  himself  experienc- 
ing mixed  emotions.  On  one  hand 
he  is  inclined  to  worry  about  his 
own  denomination  and  its  future 
in  the  face  of  these  things.  On  the 
other  hand,  if  he  is  old  enough  to 
remember  the  first  couple  of  dec- 
ades of  the  Pentecostal  revival  in 
this  century,  he  becomes  greatly 
excited!  He  recalls  the  little  cot- 
tage prayer  meetings  where  fervent 
God-fearing,  God-seeking  people 
met  in  spite  of  the  frowns  of  their 
possessive  former  spiritual  leaders. 

He  sees  once  more  the  tents  and 
halls,  the  meeting  arbors  and 
schoolhouses  jammed  with  folks  of 
various  denomination  hues.  He  re- 
members the  Spirit  falling  upon 
the  people,  and  moving  like  a  tid- 
al wave  of  power  among  them  un- 
til they  responded  like  waving 
wheat  before  a  boisterous  autumn 
breeze.  If  he  is  a  genuine  Chris- 
tian still,  and  if  his  spiritual  ex- 
perience is  still  alive,  he  finds 
himself  moving  into  the  place  of 
blessing  and  outpouring  where  fel- 
low Christians  are  speaking  with 
other  tongues  as  the  Holy  Spirit 
falls  upon  them  in  baptizing  pow- 
er and  glory. 

Most  of  the  present  Protestant 
denominations  were  built  upon  spe- 
cific revivals  of  the  past.  These  re- 
vivals in  turn  were  founded  upon 
some  specific  doctrinal  emphasis, 
or  system  of  church  government — 
or  both.  They  have  maintained 
their  place  in  the  world  by  con- 
tinued emphasis  upon  their  first 
principles  and  practices.  In  most 
cases  these  have  been  modified  by 
the  new  generations  of  believers 
which  time  has  created. 

Let  all  seasoned  or  unseasoned, 
ancient  or  new,  established  or  un- 
established  Pentecostalists  bear  one 
thing  in  mind.  It  is  this  salint 
single  fact!  The  so-called  Pentecos- 
tal revival  was  not  so  much  built 
upon  a  new  doctrine  or  system  of 
doctrines,  as  it  was  built  upon  a 
new  dimension  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
in  the  life  of  the  believer!  There- 
fore it  cannot  be  contained  in  the 
old  style  denominational  bottles. 


Any  congregation,  or  denomina- 
tion, that  will  keep  itself  in  the 
will  of  God  by  putting  first  things 
first  need  not  worry  about  its  fu- 
ture spiritual  existence.  The  vi- 
brant, Spirit-filled  Bride  of  Christ 
will  never  be  contained  in  the  tem- 
ple of  an  era,  or  the  sanctuary  of 
a  subculture.  She  will  not  be  im- 
prisoned in  the  dungeon  of  tradi- 
tion, or  chained  down  by  an  out- 
dated dogma. 

She  will  reproduce  herself  where 
biblical  regeneration  is  taught;  she 
will  manifest  the  character  of  her 
heavenly  Bridegroom  wherever 
practical  scriptural  holiness  is  in- 
culcated; and  she  will  march  tri- 
umphantly through  the  iron  gates 
of  opposition  if  she  is  taken  to  the 
upper  room  for  divine  empower- 
ment. Her  power  will  be  evidenced 
by  her  effective  evangelism  and 
will  be  accompanied  by  scriptural 
tongues  speaking  and  the  other 
gifts  of  the  Spirit. 

In  the  face  of  the  current 
tongues-speaking  revival,  our  de- 
nomination need  not  have  a  fear. 
If  we  will  truly  stand  for  the  plain 
teachings  of  the  Word  of  God  and 
earnestly  seek  His  face,  we  will  be 
filled  with  His  Spirit.  If  we  open 
our  doors  to  the  seeking  souls 
around  us,  they  will  come  in  if 
we  have  something  to  offer.  If  we 
try  to  indoctrinate,  adjust,  and  tra- 
ditionalize  them  before  we  get  them 
to  God,  we  will  make  ourselves  un- 
fit for  the  great  challenge  of  our 
time. 

After  all,  we  were  not  com- 
missioned to  promulgate  a  doc- 
trinal concept  or  a  set  of  tradi- 
tional dogmas.  We  were  sent  forth 
to  win  men  and  women  out  of  sin, 
and  then  to  lead  them  in  the 
light  of  God's  Word  for  this  our  day. 
The  power  to  accomplish  this  has 
been  provided  in  the  baptism  in  the 
Holy  Spirit,  which  in  New  Testa- 
ment days  was  evidenced  initially 
by  speaking  with  other  tongues  as 
the  Spirit  gave  the  utterance. 

Let  us  therefore  indeed  be 
"tongues  speakers,"  but  let  this  be 
the  vocal  sign  of  true  spiritual 
power  to  win  the  lost,  and  not  a 
twentieth-century  form  of  ecclesi- 
astical entertainment.    • 


SPECIAL 
SECTION 


^XVERSo* 


^HOLYBPrt** 


By  J.    E.    DeVORE,     State  Overseer  ofn  Louisiana 


IN  THE  LAST  DAY,  the  cli- 
max of  the  holidays,  Jesus 
shouted  to  the  crowds,  'If 
anyone  is  thirsty,  let  him  come  to 
Me  and  drink.  For  the  Scriptures 
declare  that  rivers  of  living  water 
shall  flow  from  the  inmost  being 
of  anyone  who  believes  in  Me.'  (He 
was  speaking  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 
who  would  be  given  to  everyone  be- 
lieving in  Him;  but  the  Spirit  had 
not  yet  been  given,  because  Jesus 
had  not  yet  returned  to  His  glory 
in  heaven)"  (John  7:37-39;  Living 
Gospels). 

The  Spanish  called  the  Mississip- 
pi River  the  Rio  del  Espiritu  San- 
to (river  of  the  Holy  Spirit).  We 
are  told  that  it  carries  400  million 
tons  of  sediment,  equal  to  a  pile  of 
earth  two  miles  square  and  near- 
ly 150  feet  high,  into  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico  every  year.  It  has  the 
strength  of  over  60  million  horses. 
It  discharges  more  water  than  all 
European  rivers  put  together,  an 
annual  discharge  which  would  fill 
a  tank  159  miles  long,  1  mile  wide, 
and  1  mile  high.  It  is  a  mighty 
river  indeed. 

In  some  ways  the  Mississippi 
River  makes  us  think  of  the  Holy 
Spirit.  It  cleanses  (drains  over 
twenty-five  states  with  a  total  area 
greater  than  the  combined  areas  of 
Great  Britain,  Ireland,  France, 
Germany,  Spain  and  Italy.  It  is 
powerful.  It  nourishes  (brings  forth 
life  and  fertility).  It  is  a  great  riv- 
er, but  unlike  the  Holy  Spirit,  it  is 
limited. 

The    Pentecostal    rivers    of    the 


Holy  Spirit  are  without  bank  or 
bottom.  They  are  wider  than  space 
and  deeper  than  the  universe, 
higher  than  the  highest  star  and 
low  as  the  lowest  valley.  Their 
shining  waters  of  life  and  light 
and  love  penetrate  the  darkest 
night,  comfort  the  sorrow-strick- 
en, and  flow  forth  from  the  heart 
of  God,  even  from  His  throne  (Rev- 
elation 22:1).  These  wonderful  riv- 
ers reach  the  remotest  places,  the 
parched  and  weary  land.  They 
cause  the  desert  to  rejoice  and 
blossom  as  the  rose.  They  cause 
joy  and  singing.  They  go  in  every 
direction. 

I  heard  a  Church  of  God  minis- 
ter say,  "I  didn't  really  understand 
the  comforting  power  of  the  Com- 
forter, the  Holy  Ghost,  till  my  six- 
teen-year-old son,  the  joy  and 
pride  and  darling  of  my  life,  went 
from  this  life  to  be  with  the  Lord." 
A  few  days  ago  a  drunken  driver 
hit  the  back  of  my  car.  Our  baby's 
head  struck  the  glass.  For  a  min- 
ute it  seemed  as  though  he  was 
hurt  badly.  My  wife  began  to  pray 
in  the  Spirit;  she  began  to  speak 
in  tongues.  A  river  of  healing  came 
flowing  into  that  automobile.  Our 
little  boy  is  fine.  Praise  the  Lord. 

Jesus  sends  forth  His  Spirit- 
filled  people  to  be  fishers  of  men; 
and  wherever  the  rivers  flow  "a 
very  great  multitude  of  fish 
(souls)"  are  caught;  for  "every- 
thing shall  live  whither  the  river 
cometh."  Jeremiah  is  the  prophet 
of  the  Father,  calling  the  back- 
slider   to    return    and    be    healed. 


Isaiah  is  the  prophet  of  the  Son, 
telling  us  of  the  suffering  and  the 
glory  of  the  Messiah.  Ezekiel  is  the 
prophet  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  teach- 
ing us  that  the  fruitful  life  is  the 
one  abandoned  to  the  Spirit  of 
God   (Ezekiel  47:1-12). 

Yet  even  in  this  wonderful  scene 
of  fruitfulness,  healing,  and  bless- 
ing, we  find  some  marshes,  some 
miry  places,  some  wastelands. 
There  will  always  be  some  who  are 
impervious  to  His  love.  The  Spirit 
of  grace  is  for  all.  Plenteous.  Lim- 
itless. But  He  is  not  appropriated 
by  everyone.  I  heard  of  some  sail- 
ors out  on  the  ocean  without 
drinking  water,  dying  of  thirst.  A 
steamer  appeared  on  the  horizon. 
They  signaled,  "Dying  for  water." 
The  return  message  was,  "Dip 
your  buckets." 

They  could  not  understand  such 
a  cruel  taunt,  but  finally  one  man 
said,  "Let's  try  it."  They  soon  dis- 
covered that  it  was  fresh  water, 
for  they  had  drifted  into  the  cur- 
rent of  the  Amazon,  which  is  of 
such  quantity  and  force  that  it 
thrusts  its  waters  four  hundred 
miles  out  to  sea.  In  the  midst  of 
fresh  water,  they  were  perishing  of 
thirst. 

Are  you  thirsty  for  the  rivers  of 
the  Spirit,  for  living  waters?  If  any 
man  thirsts,  he  should  come  to  the 
Fountain  of  Life  and  drink  freely. 
Jesus  has  been  glorified.  The  Holy 
Ghost  has  been  given.  Dip  your 
buckets.  Drink.  Then  let  rivers  of 
living  water  flow  forth  from  your 
inmost  being  to  bless  others.    • 


By  LUCILLE  WALKER 


WHETHER  YOU  ARE  dis- 
cussing the  crime  prob- 
lem, the  drug  problem, 
slums,  venereal  disease,  delinquen- 
cy, rebellion,  or  a  dozen  or  more 
other  prominent  evils,  you  will 
find  yourself  being  directed  to 
"the  city,"  the  large  urban  centers 
of  the  world.  This  does  not  mean 
that  these  problems  are  unique  to 
the  cities  nor  that  they  are  con- 
fined to  the  cities;  it  merely  means 
that  they  are  observable  there  in 
impressive  proportions. 

Take  the  drug  problem  alone 
and  New  York  City  as  merely  one 
city  for  example:  New  York  City 
has  about  100,000  narcotic  addicts. 
To  feed  this  one  habit  the  addicts 
must  steal  five  times  the  value  of 
the  amount  they  need,  for  they  get 
about  one  fifth  value  in  resale.  It 
is  generally  estimated  that  the 
average  drug  addict  steals  between 


$25,000  and  $50,000  worth  of  mer- 
chandise each  year  to  support  his 
habit.  Thus  robberies,  muggings, 
thefts,  prostitution  accompany  the 
drug  problem.  How  then  can  a 
city  with  such  massive  problems 
survive? 

I  am  convinced  that  it  is  the 
presence  of  God-serving  people  who 
keep  the  city  from  self-destruction. 
Now  more  than  ever  before  I  am 
more  aware  of  the  presence  of  the 
church  in  the  city,  holding  back 
the  forces  of  the  Antichrist.  Since 
beginning  our  work  in  the  city, 
Herbert  and  I  have  attended  the 
English  Church  of  God  on  Long  Is- 
land, a  Spanish  Church  of  God  in 
Brooklyn,  a  Spanish  Church  of 
God  in  East  Village,  a  Norwegian 
Pentecostal  church,  a  Dutch  Re- 
formed Pentecostal  service,  Catho- 
lic Pentecostal  prayer  services, 
a  Lutheran  Pentecostal  youth  ral- 


ly, and  others.  We  have  learned 
that  there  is  a  French  Haitian 
Church  of  God  which  we  hope  to 
visit  soon. 

Recently  these  scriptures  have 
become  more  real  to  me:  And  now 
ye  know  what  withholdeth  that  He 
[the  Son  of  perdition]  might  be  re- 
vealed in  his  time.  For  the  mys- 
tery of  iniquity  doth  already  work: 
only  he  who  now  letteth  will  let, 
until  he  [the  Church]  be  taken 
out  of  the  way.  And  then  shall 
that  wicked  be  revealed,  whom  the 
Lord  shall  consume  with  the  spirit 
of  his  mouth,  and  shall  destroy 
with  the  brightness  of  his  coming 
(2   Thessalonians   2:6-9). 

On  January  2,  Herbert,  Sally 
Trier,  and  I  officially  opened  "The 
Living  Room,"  on  the  Lower  East 
Side  of  New  York  City,  at  109  St. 
Marks  Place,  Manhattan.  It  is  a 
step-down  storefront  contact  room, 


Lucille  Walker,  wife 
of  Dr.  J.  Herbert 
Walker,  Jr.,  works 
with  her  husband 
in  Teen  Challenge, 
New  York  City. 


10  by  40  feet,  for  meeting  drop- 
outs, runaways,  addicts,  hippies, 
alcoholics,  and  all  others  who  walk 
in. 

For  weeks  we  had  been  remodel- 
ing, painting,  cleaning,  carpeting, 
ordering  furniture — and  praying 
for  this  new  ministry.  Our  desire 
was  to  take  the  gospel  of  Jesus 
Christ  to  people  who  were  revolt- 
ing and  running  away  from  insti- 
tutionalized religion  as  they  had 
known  it,  and  from  the  establish- 
ment in  general.  We  wanted  to 
have  a  place  where  the  power  of 
the  Holy  Spirit  would  be  felt — a 
place  to  talk  with  each  individual 
about  knowing  God  personally. 

We  give  God  praise  that  from  the 
first  night  His  presence,  His  ap- 
proval, and  His  drawing  power 
were  with  us.  We  had  nineteen 
persons  to  witness  to  the  first 
night.  On  the   tenth  night,   fifty- 


one  persons  came  in  addition  to  the 
workers.  We  are  averaging  around 
forty  persons  a  night.  Already  our 
little  center  is  almost  too  small. 
Many  have  prayed  with  us,  both 
of  Jewish  .  and  Christian  back- 
grounds. Already  two  have  testi- 
fied to  accepting  the  Lord  as  per- 
sonal Saviour;  one  young  girl  re- 
turned to  her  home;  two  young 
men  have  asked  to  enter  the  re- 
habilitation program  for  addicts. 

Comments  by  several  have  been 
real  testimonies  to  us  of  the  pres- 
ence of  the  Holy  Spirit  in  this  sta- 
tion in  modern  Sodom  and  Gomor- 
rah. One  said:  "I  passed  by  here 
and  felt  compelled  to  come  in."  An- 
other said,  "This  place  gives  off 
warm  vibrations."  The  most  direct 
statement  was,  "This  place  feels 
like  a  revival  meeting."  This  boy 
said  that  while  he  was  in  Califor- 
nia some  "holy  rollers"  had  taken 
him  to  a  revival  service. 

A  young  girl,  who  the  others  said 
had  "blown  her  mind  on  STP," 
came  in.  She  didn't  know  where 
she  was.  In  a  very  affected  speech 
she  asked:  "What  kind  of  a  place 
is  this?  What  kind  of  a  store  is 
this?  Is  this  a  prayer  meeting?" 

Three  fellows  came  back  several 
nights.  They  listened.  They  sat  by 
the  heaters  (the  weather  has  been 
freezing)  and  read  The  Cross  and 
the  Switchblade  and  tracts  which 
we  have  lying  about.  We  wondered 
just  how  much  was  coming 
through  to  them.  Then  one  night 
we  were  very  busy.  The  place  was 
packed.  Tannis  Alford  Duncan  lis- 
tened in  as  one  of  the  fellows  took 
another  person  aside  and  sat  and 
talked  about  Jesus  Christ,  the  Bi- 
ble, and  being  a  Christian. 
"These  people  are  really  Chris- 
tians," he  said.  "They've  had  a  trip. 
But  they're  not  trying  to  force 
their  trip  on  you.  You  have  to  have 
your  own  trip.  They  are  showing 
you  what  it  is  to  be  a  Christian." 

Almost  100  percent  of  those  who 
come  in  are  using  some  type  of 
drug,  usually  a  variety  of  drugs. 
They  talk  freely  about  what  they 
take,  the  effects,  why  they  take 
drugs,  and  the  like.  They  are  very 
open  and  in  their  way  quite  hon- 


est about  life  and  what  they  see  it 
to  be.  Many  recount  bad  experi- 
ences with  religion  in  the  past.  But 
most  are  very  lonely  and  admit 
that  they  have  not  found  what 
they  are  looking  for. 

Even  though  some  of  them  use 
it,  they  talk  against  heroin,  know- 
ing that  it  is  very  addicting  and 
disabling.  Most  admit  to  being 
acid  heads  (using  LSD).  And  al- 
though they  concede  that  Speed  is 
very  dangerous,  they  admit  to  us- 
ing it. 

Those  who  come  are  usually 
hungry  so  we  give  free  hot  choco- 
late and  cookies.  Paul  DiLena  of 
the  New  York  Transit  Police  gets 
bakery  products  donated  to  us. 

Very  frequently  when  we  close 
around  one  in  the  morning,  we 
have  to  turn  both  boys  and  girls 
to  the  streets  until  morning.  We 
visited  a  temporary  shelter  for  boys 
in  the  area  but  were  told  that 
there  is  a  severe  need  for  tempo- 
rary shelter  for  girls.  Perhaps  as 
we  get  better  acquainted  with  the 
needs,  this  ministry  will  expand  to 
care  for  the  urgent  needs. 

God's  presence  is  with  us  in  the 
city.  I  know  that  God  is  pleased 
with  our  efforts.  Please  pray  that 
the  seeds  we  plant  will  bring  forth 
abundant  harvest.  Pray  also  that 
miracles  of  salvation,  deliverance, 
and  healing  will  be  experienced  in 
this  stronghold  of  Satan. 

A  couple  came  by  one  night  with 
an  eighteen-month-old  baby.  The 
man  and  woman  were  "strung  out" 
— addicted.  The  Holy  Spirit's  anoint- 
ing was  very  strong  as  we  dealt 
with  them.  The  man  pled  with  the 
girl  to  try  Christ  to  help  kick  the 
habit.  It  was  like  pleading  for  life 
against  death.  But  she  wasn't  des- 
perate enough.  They  went  out  into 
the  cold  night  looking  for  a  place 
to  spend  the  night  near  a  supply 
of  drugs. 

Join  us  in  prayer  that  every 
child  of  God  in  the  city  will  yield 
himself  more  fully  to  God  to  be  an 
instrument  of  the  Holy  Spirit  so 
that  souls  may  be  delivered  in  these 
final  hours  before  the  coming  of 
the  Lord.    • 
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New  Wine  fo: 


By  DICK   BRASWELL 


There  is  a  warm  fresh  breeze 
blowing  across  the  frozen  wastes 
of  dead  denominationalism  today. 
God  has  gotten  His  foot  in  the 
door  and  new  dimensions  of  Chris- 
tian life  are  being  discovered  by 
the  most  unlikely  people.  Like 
Josiah's  subjects,  our  people  have 
too  long  been  ignorant  of  and  re- 
moved from  the  "book  of  the  law" 
— the  whole  counsel  of  God's  in- 
spired   and    revealed    Word. 

Nothing  in  all  my  life  has  ex- 
cited and  stimulated  me  as  the  dis- 
covery of  the  baptism  in  the  Holy 
Spirit — and  this  is  the  very  key 
that  is  opening  doors  to  new  op- 
portunities of  cooperation  between 
believers  of  different  denomina- 
tional persuasions.  Would  you  be- 
lieve .  .  .  that  a  Spirit-filled  Cath- 
olic priest  who  believes  in  and  ex- 
ercises the  gifts  of  the  Spirit  re- 
cently spoke  to  an  interfaith  sem- 
inar in  our  city? 

Would  you  believe  that  a  few 
days  ago  I  sat  in  the  home  of  a 
medical  doctor  who,  along  with  his 
wife,  received  the  baptism  of  the 
Holy  Spirit  this  past  year  and 
whose  Episcopalian  faith  has  been 
infused  with  new  life  and  excite- 
ment? that  many  of  our  Baptist 
brethren  have  broken  the  shackles 
of  traditionalism  and  are  leading 
their  flocks  into  the  realms  of  a 
real  Spiritual  ministry?  and  that 
interfaith  meetings  are  becoming 
more  and  more  widespread  through 
the  understanding  of  the  biblical 
concept  of  the  Holy  Spirit  baptism? 

It  seems  our  God  has  His  own 
plan  for  ecumenicalism!  He  oper- 
ates on  the  principle:  "Not  by 
might,  nor  by  power,  but  by  my 
spirit"  (Zechariah  4:6). 

The  discovery  of  this  new  dimen- 
sion of  life  in  Christ  came  to  me 
about    four    years    ago.    After    my 


wife  and  I  graduated  from  semi- 
nary, we  assumed  a  promising  pas- 
torate and  settled  down  to  the  rou- 
tine of  "building  a  church."  It 
wasn't  long  until  it  became  ap- 
parent that  something  was  wrong. 
In  spite  of  all  the  organization, 
all  the  planning,  two  building 
programs,  a  growing  membership 
and  a  sweet  spirit  among  our  folk, 
there  was  an  absence  of  life  in 
our  midst.  We  had  what  man 
could  do — we  needed  what  God 
could  do. 

During  this  time  several  of  our 
seminary  classmates  began  a  dili- 
gent search  for  reality  in  their 
faith — the  result:  they  discovered 
and  received  the  Baptism  in  the 
Holy  Spirit  as  outlined  in  the  book 
of  Acts.  This  was  rather  startling 
to  one  whose  entire  theological 
background  had  been  thoroughly 
Baptist,  and  at  first  I  ignored  it  as 
some   type   of   fanaticism. 

To  me,  at  this  time,  the  crowd 
that  spoke  in  tongues  was  better 
identified  as  "holy  rollers"  and 
their  unorthodox  type  of  worship 
was  indicative  of  their  ignorance  of 
Scriptural  truth — to  say  nothing 
of  the  fact  that  most  of  these  poor 
"misguided"  saints  were  at  the 
bottom  of  the  social  and  education- 
al ladder.  I  wanted  nothing  to  do 
with  such! 

However,  the  Lord  saw  to  it  that 
the  spiritual  hunger  in  the  heart 
of  my  dear  wife  come  to  the  sur- 
face. Pat  and  I  had  been  married 
for  twelve  years.  She  had  been  and 
still  was  an  ideal  wife  and  mother, 
but  she  had  been  soundly  indoc- 
trinated in  the  Baptist  faith.  Both 
of  us  were  reared  in  Southern  Bap- 
tist churches.  After  the  Lord  called 
us  into  the  preaching  ministry, 
we  both  attended  and  graduated 
from    a    Southern    Baptist    college 


Thirsting  Hearts 


and  I  continued  my  studies  at  New 
Orleans  Baptist  Theological  Semi- 
nary, graduating  with  a  BD  de- 
gree in   1963. 

Pat  was  a  faithful  pastor's  wife 
and  very  involved  in  all  areas  of 
church  life,  but  she  was  hungry  for 
something  real  and  dynamic.  Her 
experience,  like  so  many  honest 
Christians,  was  void  of  vibrance 
and  reality.  Through  correspon- 
dence with  the  wife  of  a  semi- 
nary classmate  who  had  re- 
ceived the  baptism  of  the  Holy 
Spirit,  Pat  began  to  search  the 
Scriptures  and  read  various  publi- 
cations concerning  the  charismatic 
movement. 

Then  one  unforgettable  day, 
while  I  was  out  making  calls,  the 
Blessed  Paraclete  descended  on 
and  baptized  Pat  during  a  mo- 
ment of  spiritual  desperation.  In 
the  twinkling  of  a  eye,  Jesus  be- 
came very  real  to  a  Baptist  preach- 
er's wife.  She  was  alone  at  the 
time — no  one  was  ministering  to 
her  except  the  Baptizer  Himself! 
Her  experience  staggered  me  when 
I  returned  from  visitation.  I 
couldn't  believe  it.  It  appeared  that 
my  life,  my  work,  my  ministry  was 
destined  to  ridicule  and  rejection 
by  fellow  ministers  and  honest 
church  members.  I  was  horrified. 
This  doctrine  was  alien  to  any  I 
had  ever  embraced  and  was  con- 
trary to  what  I  had  been  taught. 
The  Book  of  the  Law  was  about  to 
be  discovered! 

Overnight,  I  witnessed  a  miracle 
of  transformation  in  the  life  of 
my  wife.  Before  that  day  of  God's 
visitation,  she  had  served  out  of  a 
sense  of  duty  and  obligation — it 
was  expected  of  her;  after  all,  was 
not  she  the  pastor's  wife?  She  read 
the  Bible  sporadically,  never  testi- 
fied    (she    had    a    phobia    about 


standing  and  speaking  before  a 
group)  and  she  never  witnessed  to 
others  of  Jesus  and  salvation. 

But  now — what  a  change!  I 
would  discover  her  praying  and 
worshiping  in  a  dark  corner  in  the 
still  hours  of  the  night.  At  length, 
she  would  play  the  piano  and  sing 
and  weep  as  she  worshiped  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Jesus  had  in- 
vaded her  life.  I  was  put  to  shame. 
She  had  exactly  what  I  needed  and 
she  was  doing  what  I  had  tried 
unsuccessfully  to  get  church  mem- 
bers to  do.  My  approach  was 
through  program  and  promotion. 
Little  did  I  realize  that  "the  letter 
killeth,  but  the  spirit  giveth  life." 

Through  Pat's  life,  and  as  a  re- 
sult of  her  testimony,  I  began  an 
honest,  unbiased  search  of  the 
Scriptures  concerning  the  doctrine 
of  the  baptism  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 
Much  to  my  surprise,  I  discovered 
it  validated  in  the  Word!  Others 
in  our  church  began  to  hunger  for 
more  of  God's  power  and  presence. 
Soon  a  small  prayer  group  formed 
and  we  met  regularly  to  study 
the  Scriptures  concerning  the  Holy 
Spirit  and  to  pray  for  God's  visita- 
tion. One  by  one  these  sincere  seek- 
ers were  filled  with  the  Holy  Spirit! 
Joy  and  love  flowed  like  liquid 
warmth — Jesus  had  become  real 
and  new  dimensions  of  spiritual 
experience  unfolded  before  us. 

However,  my  personal  experience 
with  the  Holy  Ghost  did  not  come 
during  one  of  our  local  prayer 
meetings.  God  sent  me  down  to 
Miami,  Florida,  to  attend  the  In- 
ternational Convention  of  the  Full 
Gospel  Business  Men's  Fellowship. 
This  was  the  first  time  I  had  ever 
participated  in  such  an  interfaith 
meeting.  When  believers  of  all  races 
and  nationalities  began  to  lift  their 
hands    and    praise    God,    singing 


spiritual  songs  from  their  hearts 
with  tears  of  sincerity  streaming 
down  their  faces,  the  overpowering 
presence  of  Christ  literally  crushed 
my  Baptist  pride  and  traditional- 
ism. 

In  haste,  I  sought  the  assistance 
of  a  Spirit-filled  Episcopalian  priest 
in  an  adjoining  prayer  room. 
There,  while  praying  with  other 
hungry-hearted  saints  from  all 
different  denominational  back- 
grounds, the  Lord  Jesus  baptized 
me   with  His  blessed  Spirit. 

Jesus  became  wonderfully  real  to 
me — I  looked  at  the  world  through 
different  eyes.  Never  had  I  been 
so  aware  of  God's  love  and  mercy 
and  grace.  The  full  impact  of 
Mark  16:17  burst  upon  my  soul: 
"And  these  signs  shall  follow  them 
that  believe;  In  my  name  shall 
they  cast  out  devils;  they  shall 
speak  with  new  tongues." 

Since  we  were  introduced  to  the 
charismatic  movement  about  four 
years  ago  (I  received  the  baptism 
in  1967),  God  has  blessed  us  in  His 
work.  Needless  to  say,  my  experi- 
ence did  cause  some  question 
concerning  our  ministry  in  a  South- 
ern Baptist  church.  However,  the 
gracious,  loving,  kind  folk  of  the 
Lott  Road  Baptist  Church  gave  me 
an  overwhelming  vote  of  confi- 
dence and  asked  that  I  remain 
as  their  pastor.  They  have  "re- 
ceived the  word  gladly,"  and  they 
allow  me  to  preach  the  full  gospel 
in  my  pulpit  and  on  our  local  daily 
radio   broadcast. 

During  the  past  three  years,  we 
have  seen  people  saved,  healed, 
delivered,  and  filled  with  God's 
Spirit.  Also  God  has  given  us  a 
wonderful  spirit  of  cooperation  and 
togetherness  in  our  fellowship.  To 
God  be  all  glory.    © 


Pauls 


Floyd  McClung,  Jr., 
is  Director  ot 
Around  the  World 
Team  with  Youth 
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T  WAS  A  HOT,  muggy  day 
in  Bassterre,  St.  Kitts.  I 
walked  down  a  dry,  dusty 
road  leading  out  of  town.  We  were 
headed  for  a  little  cluster  of  shacks 
known  to  the  islanders  as  Bird 
Rock. 

We  were  going  to  witness  from 
house  to  house.  As  I  looked  over  at 
my  partner  I  noticed  that  his  sun- 
burned nose  was  peeling  badly,  but 
not  from  water  skiing  at  a  resort 
back  home  in  Canada.  This  sun- 
burn had  come  from  many  hours 
of  walking  in  the  bright  sun  of 
this  tiny  Caribbean  island. 

As  we  approached  Bird  Rock  my 
stomach  began  to  growl.  I  realized 
that  I  had  not  eaten  enough  of  the 
breakfast  that  had  been  cooked  on 
a  one-burner  kerosene  stove.  We 
went  to  the  first  house  and 
knocked  on  the  door.  A  feeble  voice 
answered,  but  it  was  not  coming 
from  inside.  We  went  around  be- 
hind the  house  and  found  a  lady 
about  eighty  years  of  age  bent 
over  a  fire  cooking.  When  she 
stood  up,  I  noticed  that  she  had  a 
hunchback.  I  rubbed  one  ankle 
against  the  other  as  I  talked  to 
her,  trying  to  ease  the  itching  of 
my  mosquito  bites. 

I  soon  forgot  the  mosquito  bites 
and  humidity  and  growling  in  my 
stomach  as  I  became  engrossed  in 
my  conversation.  The  lady  invited 
us  into  her  typical  West  Indian 
home.  It  was  about  fifteen  feet 
long  and  half  that  distance  wide. 
A  blanket  draped  from  one  nail 
to  the  other  separated  the  "living 
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By   FLOYD  McCLUNG,  JR. 


room"  from  the  bedroom. 

This  lady  was  a  born-again 
Christian.  She  volunteered  to  pray 
for  us  as  we  rose  to  leave.  She  laid 
her  hands  on  our  heads  and  prayed 
that  the  Lord  would  give  us  many 
souls  as  we  labored  for  Him.  She 
then  asked  us  to  pray  for  her.  Our 
prayer  was  short,  but  we  felt  real 
victory  as  we  prayed.  As  we  were 
praying  she  became  very  excited. 
She  jumped  up  and  put  both 
hands  in  the  air  and  praised  God. 
We  left  her  home  feeling  that  we 
had  been  a  blessing  to  each  other. 

The  next  day  I  was  back  in  Bas- 
sterre making  preparations  for  our 
team  of  young  people  to  move  on 
to  another  island  to  witness  for  the 
Lord.  Suddenly  somebody  grabbed 
my  hand  from  behind  me  and  be- 
gan to  shake  it  vigorously.  I 
turned  around  and  was  greeted  by 
a  radiant  Christian  face  of  a  lady 
that  I  thought  I  had  never  met  be- 
fore. 

"God  bless  you  young  man,"  she 
said  over  and  over  again.  "God 
bless  you." 

"Suddenly  I  recognized  that  this 
was  the  little  lady  that  I  talked  to 
the  day  before  in  Bird  Rock.  Only 
now  there  was  something  very  dif- 
ferent. Her  back  was  completely 
straight! 

The  words  poured  forth  so  fast 
from  her  mouth  that  I  could  hard- 
ly recognize  what  she  was  saying. 
While  we  were  praying  for  her  the 
day  before,  the  Lord  had  healed 
her.  The  terrible  hunch  that  had 
been   in    her  back   all   of   her   life 


was  now  completely  gone! 

The  Holy  Spirit  of  God  has  en- 
dued us  with  special  power.  How- 
ever, I  have  realized  in  the  last 
few  years  that  many  people  mis- 
takenly believe  the  Holy  Spirit  is 
given  for  their  personal  benefit  on- 
ly. God  has  given  us  the  Holy 
Spirit  to  be  a  blessing.  Paul  was 
cognizant  of  this  fact.  In  Acts  20: 
20,  we  read  that  he  was  "teach- 
ing publickly,  and  from  house  to 
house."  He  had  a  20-20  spiritual 
vision!  However,  as  we  already 
stated,  many  Christians  do  not 
know  that  the  Holy  Spirit  is  given 
to  us  so  that  we  might  be  wit- 
nesses. 

There  are  several  reasons  for 
this  false  concept  of  the  Holy  Spir- 
it: 

One,  overemphasis  has  been 
placed  on  an  experience  with  the 
Spirit  rather  than  on  the  person  of 
the  Spirit. 

I  believe  in  experience.  Every 
born-again  believer  should  have 
the  experience  of  being  filled  with 
the  Spirit.  However,  the  Holy  Spir- 
it is  not  an  experience.  He  is  a 
person.  True  spiritual  growth  does 
not  come  from  experiences.  Rath- 
er, it  comes  from  the  divine  illu- 
mination of  truth  to  the  heart  fol- 
lowed by  applving  the  truth  to 
one's  life.  The  Holv  Spirit  is  a  per- 
son, and  as  such  He  will  not  dwell 
in  a  person  who  insists  that  his 
own  personality  supercedes  the 
Holy  Spirit's. 

Two,  overemphasis  on  experience 
leads  many  people  to  the  place  of 
looking  back  on  their  experience 
as  an  end  in  itself. 

The  experience  is  to  be  an  ini- 
tiation into  a  whole  new  way  of 
living.  It  is  sad  to  see  many  Chris- 
tians seeking  experiences  rather 
than  seeking  God.  Whenever  the 
Holy  Spirit  is  referred  to  in  the 
New  Testament,  He  is  referred  to  in 
the  present  tense  of  the  Greek 
language.  This  means  that  we  are 
not  once  and  for  all  filled  with  the 
Holy  Spirit  in  the  past.  We  are  to 
continue  to  be  filled  each  day  of 
our    lives. 

Three,  there  is  an  acceptance  of 
those  who  claim  to  be  filled  with 
the  Spirit  without  having  the  fruits 
of  the  Spirit  in  their  lives.  If  we 
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speak  in  the  tongues  of  men  and 
angels  and  have  not  love,  we  are 
nothing.  Our  spiritual  bank  ac- 
count is  bankrupt. 

We  are  often  guilty  of  not  teach- 
ing the  necessity  of  the  fruits  of 
the  Holy  Spirit  accompanying  the 
gifts  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  It  is  just 
as  important  to  be  led  by  the  Spir- 
it as  it  is  to  be  fed  by  the  Spirit. 

John  Wesley  is  credited  with  say- 
ing, "If  Christians  are  on  fire,  the 
sinners  will  come  and  watch  them 
burn."  And  so  it  is  that  many 
camp  meetings  held  in  our  denom- 
ination are  planned  on  this  prem- 
ise. However,  we  forget  that  Jesus 
did  not  compel  sinners  to  come  to 
Him.  He  did,  however,  command 
His  disciples  to  go  to  the  sinners. 

If  the  fire  that  burns  in  our 
soul  does  not  burn  hot  enough  to 
melt  the  lead  in  our  shoes,  then 
it  is  not  the  fire  of  God.  We  do 
not  exist  to  "get  a  blessing."  God 
has  saved  us  to  be  a  blessing. 

Let  us  take  Christ  to  our  jobs 
and  into  the  homes  of  our  neigh- 
bors. Let  us  take  God's  Word  into 
the  ghetto's  and  the  den's  of  in- 
iquity. Let  us  be  known  as  a  wit- 
nessing denomination  that  is  will- 
ing to  pay  any  price  to  take  the 
gospel  to  every  creature. 

We  must  not  forget  that  Jesus 
has  promised  the  Holy  Spirit  to 
them  that  obey  Him  (Acts  5:32). 
The  Bible  does  not  teach  faith 
that  does  not  produce  obedience. 
The  words  that  we  speak  for  Jesus 
will  be  out  of  harmony  with  the 
plan  of  God  if  we  fail  to  realize 
our  responsibility  for  lost  souls. 
This  promise  is  not  just  for  the 
pastors  and  evangelists.  Every 
Christian  is  to  be  a  witness  for 
Christ   (Acts  1:8). 

Revival  meetings  are  not  to  be 
confused  with  evangelism.  Revivals 
are  for  the  Christians,  not  the  sin- 
ners. Too  often  we  plan  our  thrust 
for  lost  souls  to  coincide  with  re- 
vival meetings.  What  God  really 
wants  us  to  do  is  to  revive  the 
church  during  the  revival  meet- 
ings. There  is  a  greater  need  for 
the  church  to  be  revived  than  for 
the  world  to  be  evangelized. 

When  the  church  is  revived, 
then  the  world  will  be  evangelized 
overnight!    • 
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A  LOT  OF  PEOPLE  are 
speaking  in  tongues  today. 
They  talk  about  it,  write 
about  it,  publicize  it,  and  a  few 
even  try  to  teach  others  how. 

For  one  who  remembers  well  the 
stigma  attached  to  this  aspect  of 
our  faith  only  a  few  years  ago  and 
who,  all  during  his  youth,  was  most 
hesitant  to  even  mention  "tongues" 
to  his  friends,  this  phenomenon 
creates  mixed  emotions. 

My  baptism  came  hard.  At  age 
eleven  I  confessed  Christ  as  Sav- 
iour. Then  came  spiritual  eclipse: 
four  years  of  frustration,  discovery, 
puberty,  searching,  wanting  to  be 
something  I  wasn't  and  trying  to 
be  the  saint  I  couldn't  until  I  gave 
up  in  despair. 

At  age  fifteen,  in  typical  teen- 
age fashion,  I  rebelled;  only  to 
come  back  and  dedicate  my  life 
to  Christ  once  more  and  to  begin 
seeking  earnestly  for  the  Holy 
Ghost  baptism.  Two  years  passed 
— years  during  which  I  waxed  hot 
and  cold  in  my  search,  believing  I 
could  receive  the  baptism  and  that 
some  day  I  would;  but  I  was  never 
quite  able  to  muster  up  faith  for  a 
particular  moment. 

A  Sunday  night  altar  invitation 
was  given.  I  wouldn't  go  pray  until 
all  the  other  Christians  were  called, 
and  I  knelt  over  in  my  par- 
ticular spot  by  the  steps.  I  had 
chewing  gum  in  my  mouth  and  I 
prayed  with  my  head  bowed,  wait- 
ing for  the  others  to  finish  so  I 
could  get  up  and  return  to  my  seat. 
God's  Spirit  fell.  People  began 
shouting  and  a  fat  lady  sat  down 
on  my  shoulder. 

I  got  angry!   The  nerve  of  her! 

Then,  regaining  my  composure 
and  getting  up  from  the  floor  to 
where  I  could  once  more  put  my 
head  down  and  pray,  I  was  sorry 
for  my  thoughts  about  that  dear 
Christian  lady.  I  cried,  asked  God 
to  forgive  me,  and  felt  the  pres- 
ence of  God.  I  raised  my  hands  in 
praise  and  forgot  all  about  time, 
my  chewing  gum,  the  fat  lady,  and 
my  surroundings.  Around  11  p.m., 
stretched  full-length  on  the  floor, 
I  began  to  speak  in  a  heavenly 
language. 

That  experience  was  a  total  rev- 
olution.   It    utterly    shattered    my 
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hesitancy  and  my  backwardness  in 
telling  others  about  Christ.  It  made 
me  bold  to  speak,  not  altogether 
because  I  thought  I  would  con- 
vince others  but  because  I  knew  it 
didn't  matter.  I  had  entered  a  new 
realm  of  relationship  with  God, 
one  which  even  now  after  twenty 
years  is  totally  mysterious  and  un- 
explainable,  and  which  has  con- 
stantly reminded  me  that  God  is  a 


loving  Father,  and  that  I'm  His 
son. 

Over  the  years  I've  continued  to 
speak  with  tongues — not  daily  as 
do  some;  in  fact,  not  according  to 
any  definable  pattern  but  always 
with  a  stunning  impact  that  plows 
up  my  soul  and  leaves  me  feeling 
as  if  I've  just  come  from  the  holy 
of  holies. 

Never  have  I  simply  wanted  to 
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speak  in  tongues,  nor  prayed  for  it; 
but  often  I've  sought  God — when 
burdened,  lonely,  discouraged,  sad, 
or  simply  when  at  my  wits  end — 
and  His  unseen  but  absolute  pres- 
ence has  comforted  and  strength- 
ened and  led  me.  During  those 
moments,  following  my  conscious- 
ness of  His  presence,  I  have  often 
spoken  or  prayed  or  even  sang  in 
tongues. 

All  this  I  mention  merely  to  point 
out  that,  when  people  talk  or  write 
of  "tongues"  as  if  they  were  an 
end  in  themselves  or  when  they 
casually  jabber  a  few  unintelligible 
words  to  prove  they  "have  it"  and 
can  talk  in  tongues  any  time  they 
get  ready,  I'm  neither  tuned  in 
nor  turned  on.  Their  message 
doesn't  reach  me. 

On  the  other  hand,  I  have  no 
doubt  but  that  God  will  grant  this 
spiritual  "baptism"  to  any  man 
or  woman  of  any  church  or  de- 
nomination when  and  if  they  will 
believe,  accept,  and  receive  it.  Ap- 
parently there's  every  reason  for 
accepting  that  many  of  our  breth- 
ren in  older,  traditionally  formal, 
churches  are  being  blessed  of  God 
in  this  very  manner.  Ministers  and 
laymen  are  speaking  out  on  the 
subject.  They  are  braving  the  ridi- 
cule of  fellow  churchmen,  yet  main- 
taining firm  convictions  that  argue 
loudly  of  personal  experiences. 

One  man,  born  and  reared  Pres- 
byterian, received  the  baptism  of 
the  Holy  Ghost  in  a  city  revival.  He 
later  attended  the  church  I  was 
pastoring  during  a  revival,  coming 
every  night  and  enjoying  tremen- 
dously the  moving  of  God's  Spirit. 
He  is  still  a  Presbyterian,  proud  of 
his  church,  testifying  to  others  of 
the  work  of  God's  Spirit  in  his  life 
and  hoping  that  more  of  them  will 


follow  his  example. 

That  man's  experience  reshaped 
his  life,  changed  him,  caused  him 
to  give  up  the  tobacco  habit,  and 
made  him  fervent  in  his  promo- 
tion of  God's  kingdom. 

That    I    understand! 

George  Otis,  business  friend  and 
associate  of  Pat  Boone,  said  re- 
cently in  an  interview  with  Walter 
Wagner  of  Christian  Life  Magazine 
November,  1968,  p.  34).  .  .  .  "I 
have  to  say  in  clear  language 
that  the  beginning  of  my  new  as- 
sociation with  the  Lord  came  when 
I  spoke  with  other  tongues.  That 
somehow  gave  an  obedience  and  a 
new  yieldedness  that  allowed  the 
Lord  to  reveal  Himself  more  to 
me.  It  was  not  until  then  that  I 
really  humbled  myself  and  yielded 
to  Him.  After  that  He  gave  me  a 
tremendous  new  hunger  for  His 
Word — a  great  new  love  for  Jesus 
and  those  around  me." 

Amen,  Brother  Otis! 

In  the  same  article  entertainer 
Pat  Boone  told  of  speaking  in 
tongues  and  said,  "I  want  to  be 
able  to  speak  to  God  and  I  want 
Him  to  understand  me.  I  was  a 
graduate  with  honors  from  Colum- 
bia University  but  I'm  still  an  illit- 
erate ignoramus  when  it  comes  to 
trying  to  speak  to  God.  So  I  don't 
have  the  words  or  the  brain  pow- 
er, I  have  the  feeling.  .  .  .  God 
says  through  this  language,  'I'm 
bigger  than  you  are.  I  understand 
your  problems,  and  I  will  commu- 
nicate with  you  in  a  way  that  may- 
be you  wouldn't  understand  except 
inwardly  and  in  a  spiritual  way.' 
To  me  that  was  the  birth  of — not 
only  a  new  humility — but  of  a 
great  new  joy  and  a  great  new 
confidence." 


The  clear  language  of  Pat's  testi- 
mony touched  me.  We  are  the 
same  age  and  I  remember  well  the 
early  days  of  his  career  as  an  en- 
tertainer. Personally  I  question 
some  of  the  things  Pat  has  done  in 
the  name  of  entertainment  and  it's 
difficult  for  me  to  believe  God's 
Spirit  would,  in  any  measure,  sanc- 
tion the  evils  of  Hollywood.  Still, 
I'm  happy  for  Pat  Boone  and  I 
pray  that  God's  Spirit  will  con- 
tinue to  lead  him.  I  know  that  if 
God  leads  Pat  Boone,  then  Pat  will 
live  a  changed  life. 

So  will  you!  Or  I!  Or  any  other 
person  filled  with  the  Spirit! 

As  a  Pentecostal  church,  it  seems 
we  can  all  too  easily  take  one  of 
two  extreme  attitudes.  Either  we 
can  accept  anything  and  every- 
thing flocking  to  the  new  banner 
known  as  "Glossolalia  Phenome- 
non" and  compromise  our  teaching 
that  tongues  is  the  initial  evidence 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  baptism  but  not 
the  only  evidence,  or  we  can  re- 
ject everyone  who  fails  to  measure 
up  in  minute  detail  to  our  tradi- 
tional image  of  the  Pentecostal  be- 
liever. 

God  forbid  that  we  make  either 
mistake.  The  former  would  endan- 
ger our  position  as  a  holiness 
church:  the  latter  could  lead  to  an 
isolationism  that  would  find  us 
sidelined  while  others  emphasized 
"Spirit-filled"  living. 

Rather,  we  must  learn  to  appre- 
ciate anew  this  truth  discovered 
by  the  fathers  of  our  church;  and, 
in  their  faith,  we  must  pray  fer- 
vently that  all  men  everywhere  be 
wooed  and  warmed  by  God's  Holy 
Spirit  until  our  nation  is  truly  re- 
vived and  our  world  sees  again  His 
holy  church,  empowered  and  beau- 
tified in  the  grace  of  Jesus  Christ.  • 
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Through  the  pages  of  the  Holy 
Word  flows  a  river  of  pure,  refresh- 
ing water.  It  broke  forth  as  a 
mighty  fountain  when  Moses  smote 
the  rock  in  the  wilderness.  It  was 
uppermost  in  the  mind  of  John  the 
Baptist  when  he  contrasted  it  to 
the  baptismal  waters  of  muddy 
Jordan.  It  was  central  to  the  teach- 
ings of  Christ  as  he  spoke 
to  Nicodemus  concerning  a  need  to 
be  born  of  water,  and  it  was  his 
promise  to  the  woman  at  the  well. 

This  is  living  water,  and  whoso- 
ever drinks  from  it  needs  never 
thirst  again,  for  he  can  become  a 
living  fountain  of  its  celestial  flow. 

Could  any  symbol  bear  more  cri- 
tical significance  than  water?  Ob- 
serve the  parched  ground,  dotted 
with  dying  vegetation,  but  see  the 
budding  of  the  leaves  and  the 
beauty  of  the  flowers  once  the  rain 
has  come.  Find  the  traveler  in  the 
desert    and    view    his    tired,    dusty 


feet,  note  his  swollen  lips,  his 
parched  tongue,  and  sense  the 
agonizing  effort  required  for  each 
step.  Watch  now  as  he  approaches 
a  cool,  clear  pool  of  water,  and 
witness  his  transformation  from  a 
picture  of  death  to  a  vision  of  life. 

In  the  arid  wastes  of  the  Middle 
East  water  is  comparable  to  life  it- 
self. It  is  said  that  if  a  wealthy 
Arab  wants  to  leave  a  valued  mon- 
ument to  his  own  memory,  he  will 
either  build  a  mosque  or  dig  a  well. 

The  spiritual  river  must  denote 
a  blessing  of  supreme  worth.  Its 
clear  waters  must  sparkle  with  the 
rays  of  eternal  life.  None  would 
deny  its  significance,  but  few  un- 
derstand its  meaning.  What  is  the 
water? 

The  Living  Water 

The  Apostle  Paul  points  back  to 
the  smitten  rock  in  the  wilderness 
and  asserts,  "That  Rock  was 
Christ";  but  it  was  Jesus  as  He  ap- 


proached the  conclusion  of  His 
ministry  who  made  clear  the  mean- 
ing of  the  "Living  Water." 

Prior  to  the  Passover  and  His 
crucifixion,  Jesus  visited  Jerusalem 
in  order  to  celebrate  with  the  Jews 
the  Feast  of  Tabernacles.  His  ene- 
mies were  expecting  Him  to  attend 
and  had  planned  His  arrest  and 
murder,  but  He  remained  in  seclu- 
sion among  the  thousands  of  wor- 
shipers thronging  Jerusalem  for 
the  feast. 

For  six  days  He  had  observed  the 
ceremonies  and  had  joined  in  re- 
membering the  trials  of  Israel's 
forty-year  pilgrimage  in  the  wil- 
derness, comparing  their  ordeal  to 
the  forty  days  which  He  had  spent 
in  the  wilderness  being  tempted  of 
the  devil.  He  commemorated  with 
them  the  provisions  which  God 
had  made  for  their  sustenance,  rec- 
ognizing their  ultimate  dependence 
upon  Jehovah;  and  He  rejoiced 
with  them  in  their  guidance 
which  had  come  through  the 
Word  of  God  given  to  Moses. 
There,  in  their  midst,  stood 
the  Living  Word  and  the  Living 
Bread.  Their  celebration  was  sym- 
bolic of  their  hope  in  Him,  the  in- 
carnate Son  of  God,  but  they  knew 
Him  not,  and  he  kept  his  silence. 

On  the  seventh  day  of  the  feast 
the  ritual  was  repeated,  and  the 
sacrifices  were  made.  A  procession 
began  at  the  Temple,  led  by  the 
high  priest,  making  its  way  to  the 
Pool  of  Siloam  where  the  priest 
filled  a  golden  pitcher  with  its 
precious  waters.  The  procession 
made  its  way  through  the  Water 
Gate  back  to  the  Temple  where  the 
high  priest  lifted  the  golden  pitcher 
and  poured  its  symbolic  waters  up- 
on  the   altar  of  sacrifice. 

Jesus  then  broke  His  silence.  He 
must  tell  them  not  only  about  His 
own  mission,  but  about  the  water. 
"Jesus  stood  and  cried,  saying,  If 
any  man  thirst,  let  him  come  unto 
me,  and  drink.  He  that  believeth 
on  me,  as  the  scripture  hath  said, 
out  of  his  belly  shall  flow  rivers  of 
living  water"    (John  7:37,  38). 

(Continued  on  page  25) 
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57  FEATURES  ...  8  GREAT  DEPARTMENTS  MAKE— 

THE   NEW  CHAIN-REFERENCE  BIBLE 

FOURTH    IMPROVED   EDITION 
Truly  a  Bible  PLUS  a  Biblical  Library  in  ONE  Volume 

EDITED  BY  REV.  F.  C.  THOMPSON,  D.D.,  Ph.D. 


Most 
Helpful 

Bible 
Published 


READ  WHAT  OTHERS  SAY: 

Justice  Glenn  Terrell,  Former  Chief  Justice  of  the 
Supreme  Court  of  Florida:  "The  inscription  over  the 
entrance  to  the  Graduate  School  Bldg.  ot  the  Florida 
State  University  in  Tallahassee,  Florida,  is: 

"The  Half  of  Knowledge  Is  to  Know  Where  to 
Find  Knowledge.' 

The  New  Chain  Reference  Bible  is  the  'Where*  to 
find  the  fullest  spiritual  truths  and  to  gain  the  most 
complete  knowledge  of  the  Bible  In  the  easiest  way. 
For  the  past  two  years  I  have  used  the  New  Chain 
Reference  Bible  and  I  have  found  it  the  best  of  them 
all."  Dr.  V.  K.  Edman:  "The  New  Chain  Reference 
Bible  is  a  most  valuable  help  to  me  in  searching  the 
Scriptures  as  well  as  in  devotional  reading.  Study 
therein  is  most  rewarding."  Dr.  Harold  J.  Ockenga: 
"The  New  Chain  Reference  Bible  is  splendid.  For  the 
new  Christian  or  for  one  who  has  studied  the  Bible 
for  forty  years,  the  helps  are  time-saving  and  of 
great  assistance.  It  is  truly  a  Bible  that  should  be 
in    every    home."     Dr.    Duke    K.    McCall:    "The    New 


Chain  Reference  Bible  not  oniy  provides  a  wealth  of 
useful  helps  for  Bible  study  but  also  provides  them 
in  a  form  which  makes  them  accessible  to  the  user. 
For  the  most  usable  and  time-saving  helps,  I  suggest 
that  one  carefully  examines  this  Bible  before  buying 
any  other."  Dr.  Paul  S.  Rees:  "For  sheer  helpful- 
ness, the  New  Chain  Reference  Bible  is  a  jewel.  It 
is  a  pleasure  to  commend  it  to  all  lovers  of  the 
Scriptures."  Dr.  Edward  L.  R.  Elson :  "For  twenty- 
five  years,  I  have  used  the  New  Chain  Reference 
Bible  as  my  study  and  devotional  Bible.  As  an  aid  to 
Biblical  study  and  homiletical  effort,  it  has  always 
been  at  my  right  hand.  For  the  preacher,  teacher 
and  student  of  the  Bible,  it  is  unsurpassed."  Dr.  J. 
C.  McPheeters:  "I  regard  the  New  Chain  Reference 
Bible  as  the  best  Bible  published  with  special  helps 
to  guide  the  student  in  Bible  study."  Dr.  Bob  Jones, 
Sr.:  "You  will  do  any  man  a  great  favor  by  putting 
this  Bible  in  his  hands.  I  wish  I  could  influence 
every  Christian  to  purchase  one  of  these  Bibles." 


Rapidly  Replacing  Other  Bibles  — Has  So  Many  More  New  Helps! 


1.  Unique  chart  showing  Origin  and  Growth  of  the 
English  Bible. 

2.  The  Outline  Studies  of  Bible  Periods,  comparing 
Biblical  History  with  Contemporary  Secular  History. 

3.  The  Analysis  of  the  Bible  as  a  Whole. 

4.  The  Analysis  of  each  of  the  66  Books  of  the  Bible. 

5.  The  Analysis  of  every  Chapter  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment. 

6.  The  Analysis  of  the  Verses  of  the  entire  Bible. 

7.  The  Numerical  Chain  Reference  System. 

8.  Special  Analysis  of  the  Important  Bible  Characters. 

9.  Contrast  between  the  Old  and  New  Testaments. 

10.  The  Topical  Treasury.  New  Topics  for  Prayer 
Meetings.  Men's.  Women's,  Young  People's  Meetings,  etc. 

11.  Special  Bible  Readings  for  private  devotions  and 
public  services.   New  and  different  subjects. 

12.  Bible  Harmonies  of  the  Lives  of  Moses  and  Paul. 

13.  Special  Portraits  of  Jesus. 

14.  Chart  of  the  Messianic  Stars. 

15.  Chart  showing  cause  of  the  Babylonian  Captivity. 

16.  Chart  of  the  Temple  of  Truth,  illustrating  the 
Sermon  on  the  Mount. 

17.  Chart  of  Jesus'  Hours  on  the  Cross. 

18.  The  Christian  Workers'  Outfit.  Of  Special  value  to 
soul  winners. 

19.  All  Prominent  Bible  Characters  Classified,  listing 
the  Patriarchs,  Leaders  in  Early  Hebrew  History,  etc. 

20.  Golden  Chapters  of  the  Bible. 

21.  A  Complete  General  Index  of  over  seven  thousand 
topics,  names,  and  places. 

22.  Special  Memory  Verses  selected  from  each  Book  of 
the  Bible. 

23.  Chart  showing  Seven  Editions  of  Divine  Law. 

24.  Graph  of  the  Prodigal  Son. 

25.  Bible  Mnemonics,  or  how  to  memorize. 

26.  The  Principles  and  Best  Methods  of  Bible  study. 

27.  Pictorial  Illustration  of  the  River  of  Inspiration. 

28.  Bible  Markings,  Explaining  best  methods  of  mark- 
ing one's  Bible. 

29.  Concordance. 

30.  Atlas  of  12  colored  maps  with  index. 

Other  Features  in  Text  Cyclopedia 

31.  Topical  Study  of  the  Bible.  Correlated  Scriptures 
printed  out  in  full  under  2467  topics  and  sub-topics. 
Three  times  as  many  as  in  any  other  Bible. 

32.  Contrast  Study  of  Great  Truths  of  the  Bihie.  En- 
ables you  to  study  the  Constructive  and  Destructive 
Forces  of  Life  with  the  Bible  verses  printed  out  in  full. 


33.  Life  studies,  such  as  Business  Life,  Home  Life,  etc 

34.  Bible  Stories  for  Children.  A  list  of  56  stories  to 
be  read  from  the  Bible  itself. 

35.  Miracles  of  both  the  Old  and  New  Testaments. 

36.  Parables  of  the  Old  Testament.  Parables  of  the 
New  Testament,  each  GospeL 

37.  Titles  and  names  of  Christ;  of  the  Holy  Spirit;  of 
God  the  Father;  and  of  Satan. 

38.  General  Bible  Prophecies. 

39.  A  list  of  the  Prophets  of  the  Bible. 

40.  List  of  the  Judges  of  Israel  and  Judah. 

41.  List  of  the  Notable  Women  of  the  Bible. 

42.  Mountains  and  Hills  referred  to  in  Bible. 

43.  Dictionary  Material. 

44.  Tables  of  Time,  Money,  Weights  and  Measures. 

More  Unusual  Features  in  the  Helps 

45.  The  Historical  Bridge,  covering  interval  between 
the  Old  and  New  Testaments. 

46.  Chart  showing  the  History  of  the  Apostles. 

47.  Harmony  of  the  Gospels,  citing  references  in  dif- 
ferent Gospels  where  events  are  given. 

48.  Calendar  of  the  Christian  Era. 

49.  The  Post-Resurrection  Appearances  of  Jesus,  illus- 
trated with  well-known  paintings. 

50.  Chart  of  the  Seven  Churches  of  Asia,  described  by 
John. 

51.  An  Outline  History  of  the  Evangelistic  and  Mis- 
sionary Work  of  the  Early  Church. 

52.  The  Prophecies  Concerning  Jesus  and  their  Fulfill- 
ment, arranged  Chronologically,  with  principal  verses 
printed  out  in  full. 

53.  Map  Showing  Approximate  Distances  from  Jerusa- 
lem to  Various  Historical  Points. 

54.  Chart  Showing  the  Interior  Arrangement  of  the 
Temple  at  Jerusalem. 

55.  Nineteen  Special  illustrated  Maps  Showing  the 
Journeys  of  Abraham.  Children  of  Israel,  Joshua.  Gideon, 
Samuel,  Saul,  David.  Solomon,  Jesus,  Paul  and  Peter. 
These  are  separate  maps,  mind  you — not  several  crowded 
together  on  one  page. 

56.  Places  of  Religious  Worship,  Hebrew  Times,  Fes- 
tivals and  Religious  Officials. 

New  in  the  Fourth  Improved  Edition 

57.  Archaeological  Supplement.    Over  100  Illustrated 
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Dr.  James  A.  Cross 


The  Work 
of  the  Holy  Spirit 
on  LEE  COLLEGE 
CAMPUS 


By  JAMES   A.   CROSS,  President,   Lee  College 


THIS  PAST  YEAR  there  were 
between  four  hundred  and 
five  hundred  campus  dis- 
turbances in  colleges  across  this 
nation.  Some  6  percent  of  these 
involved  violence.  Seizure  of  offices 
and  college  buildings  by  militant 
students  and  the  reaction  of  col- 
lege officials  who  called  in  police 
often  resulted  in  arrests,  club  sling- 
ing, tear-gasing,  and  some  blood- 
shed. In  one  instance  rebellious 
students  had  armed  themselves 
with  shotguns.  Drinking,  open  use 
of  drugs,  LSD,  marihuana,  and  lack 
of  moral  restraint  seem  to  be  the 
accepted  way  of  life  on  most  col- 
lege campuses. 

How  refreshing  and  different  it 
is  to  find  Pentecostal  colleges  where 
a  different  atmosphere  prevails — 
where  young  people  still  possess  a 
sense  of  moral  values  and  who  pro- 
pose to  so  live  that  the  world  may 


see  Christ  exhibited  in  their  lives; 
where  the  Holy  Ghost  abides  and 
operates  in  the  lives  of  young  peo- 
ple; where  instead  of  rebellion 
there  is  revival;  and  instead  of  get- 
ting high  on  drink  and  drugs,  there 
is  rejoicing  in  joy,  peace,  comfort 
and  guidance  of  the  blessed  Holy 
Ghost. 

I  am  particularly  pleased  to  re- 
late in  a  small  measure  about  how 
the  Holy  Spirit  is  working  on  Lee 
College  campus. 

The  Holy  Spirit  works  in  prayer 
on  Lee  College  campus.  Men  at  Lee 
who  comprise  the  Administration 
meet  for  prayer  before  any  busi- 
ness is  transacted.  These  men  who 
have  earned  doctorates  and  who 
stand  high  in  educational  circles 
are  men  who  let  the  Holy  Spirit 
operate  in  their  lives.  I  have  heard 
them  praying  in  tongues  as  the 
Spirit   made    intercession    for  the 


school,  the  students,  and  their 
needs.  Because  these  men  have 
been  willing  to  stand  aside  and  let 
the  Spirit  control,  Lee  College  has 
been  unusually  blessed  of  the  Lord. 

The  Holy  Spirit  works  on  our 
campus  to  aid  us  in  our  revivals. 
This  past  fall  we  at  Lee  witnessed 
the  Spirit-outpouring  time  and 
time  again.  On  two  occasions  in 
the  evening  service,  there  was  such 
a  moving  of  the  Spirit  that  the 
minister  could  not  preach.  The 
Spirit  moved  on  seekers  to  come 
without   a   preached   message. 

During  some  of  the  services,  mes- 
sages and  interpretations  were  giv- 
en for  the  edification  of  the  stu- 
dents and  the  glory  of  Almighty 
God.  At  the  close  of  one  morning 
message,  the  Holy  Spirit  was  di- 
recting. The  morning  speaker  re- 
marked that  he  was  finished  with 
his    message    but    that    the    Holy 
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Ghost  was  not  through.  Many  came 
for  prayer.  As  hands  were  laid  on 
seekers,  I  saw  them  as  they  were 
baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost  and 
others  as  they  were  saved. 

Through  the  work  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  on  Lee  College  campus,  a 
youth  group  called  Pioneers  for 
Christ  was  formed.  God  touched 
one  of  the  teachers.  The  result  of 
that  experience  led  to  the  forma- 
tion of  a  group  of  young  people 
whose  purpose  is  to  witness  for 
Christ  and  His  love.  This  move- 
ment is  no  longer  confined  to  Lee's 
campus,  but  has  become  a  nation- 
wide movement  reaching  the  homes 
and  hearts  of  thousands  across  the 
nation. 

On  a  recent  Sunday  night  the 
service  was  charged  with  the  Holy 
Spirit  as  students  testified  of  souls 
being  led  to  Christ  that  day  be- 
cause the  Spirit  moved  them  to  go 
and  tell  others.  Presently  there  are 
280  students  at  Lee  who  are  work- 
ing as  Pioneers  for  Christ. 

The  Holy  Spirit's  work  on  Lee 
College  campus  is  as  that  set  forth 
in  Ephesians  5:19:  "Speaking  to 
yourselves  in  psalms  and  hymns 
and  spiritual  songs,  singing  and 
making  melody  in  your  heart  to 
the  Lord."  Groups  of  Spirit-filled 
singers  sing  in  the  Spirit.  They  go 
out  from  the  campus  to  high 
schools,  military  camps,  and 
churches  to  witness  about  Christ 
and  His  saving  power.  This  Spirit 
accompanies  them  confirming  the 
Word.  On  a  recent  tour  one  group 
reported  fifty  decisions  for  Christ 
as  a  result  of  their  Spirit-filled 
singing. 

The  Holy  Spirit  works  on  Lee's 
campus,  calling  men  and  women 
to  the  ministry  and  to  the  mission 
fields.  Today  there  are  hundreds 
scattered  throughout  this  nation 
and  in  nations  abroad  who  are 
proclaiming  the  gospel  of  Christ  be- 
cause the  Holy  Ghost  moved  in 
this  college  and  called  them  to 
work  for  the  Master.  I  can  call  to 
mind  several  outstanding  ministers 
who  are  pastoring  outstanding  con- 
gregations today  who  were  called 
of  the  Lord,  while  attending  Lee 
College,  to  herald  His  glorious  gos- 
pel to  a  world  that  needs  to  hear 
the  Good  News.  They  are  fulfilling 


that  call  today. 

The  Holy  Spirit  is  still  working 
in  the  same  measure  today.  Young 
men  and  women  are  still  being 
called  of  God  here  at  Lee  to  pro- 
claim the  truth  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Let  me  mention  a  few  instances 
where  the  Holy  Spirit  of  God  par- 
ticularly moved  in  the  lives  of  in- 
dividuals to  call  them  to  work  for 
Him.  Several  years  ago  while  the 
student  body  of  Lee  College  lis- 
tened to  an  elderly  missionary,  the 
Holy  Ghost  moved  on  a  young  stu- 
dent seated  in  the  auditorium.  Of 
this  experience  she  later  wrote, 
"The  Lord  revealed  to  my  soul 
the  necessity  of  complete  conse- 
cration. It  was  there  that  I  learned 
that  divine  joy  comes  with  a  total 
separation  from  the  world  and  a 
total  consecration  to  God. 

"In  making  that  consecration 
the  Lord  asked  of  me  my  life  for 
the  cause  of  missions.  I  did  not 
understand  why  He  would  choose 
one  so  unworthy  as  I,  yet  with  joy 
I  answered,  'Here  am  I,  Lord, 
send  me.' "  That  young  lady  was 
Margaret  Gaines  who  served  in 
Tunisia  for  many  years  as  a  living 
sacrifice  for  the  Lord.  For  the  last 
few  years  she  has  been  serving  in 
Israel — ministering  to  the  people 
of  that  area  and  telling  them  of 
Christ  and  His  love — all  because 
the  Holy  Ghost  was  working  on  the 
campus  at  Lee  College. 

Were  I  to  attempt  to  catalog 
these  who  are  laboring  for  God  as 
a  result  of  the  work  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  it  would  take  a  large  book 
to  fill  the  records.  Let  me  mention 
just  a  few. 

The  Holy  Ghost  worked  in  the 
life  of  Lovell  Carey  who  presently 
is  superintendent  of  our  missions 
in  the  Far  East.  For  many  years 
he  has  served  as  a  missionary  on 
the  field  for  our  Lord  and  Master. 
He  personally  related  to  me  that 
he  would  be  extremely  happy  to 
spend  the  rest  of  his  life  on  the 
mission  field  in  the  service  of  the 
Lord  and  would  be  far  happier 
there  than  he  would  in  his  native 
homeland. 

There  are  other  students  who 
attended  Lee  with  whom  the  Holy 
Ghost  worked  and  presently  they 
are  serving  the  Lord  in  a  foreign 


land:  Samuel  Peterson  in  Haiti; 
T.  R.  Morse,  superintendent  of  West 
Indies;  Edward  Call,  missionary  to 
Japan;  Bill  Watson,  who  is  in 
Brazil;  and  Denzell  Teague,  who 
recently  graduated  from  Lee  Col- 
lege and  is  presently  serving  in 
Guatemala.  The  list  could  go  on. 
I  could  add  to  this  list  overseers, 
general  officials,  and  others  who 
are  laboring  here  in  this  homeland 
because  God  moved  upon  their  lives 
on  the  Lee  College  campus. 

The  Holy  Spirit  at  work  on  Lee 
College  campus  is  glorifying  the 
Father.  "He  shall  glorify  me"  (John 
16:14).  God  has  been  glorified 
through  the  work  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
on  the  campus.  Recently  the  en- 
tire student  body  was  involved  in 
a  Bible-reading  project  where  the 
Bible  was  read  through  in  its  en- 
tirety from  Genesis  to  Revelation 
before  the  beginning  of  the  Fall 
Revival.  Reading  God's  Word  cer- 
tainly  glorified   the   Lord. 

Who  knows  how  God  has  been 
glorified  by  the  all-night  prayer 
meetings  held  in  the  dormitories? 
Who  is  able  to  determine  what 
may  have  been  averted  by  way  of 
trouble,  heartaches,  or  sorrows  by 
the  working  of  the  Holy  Spirit  in 
the  dormitories  and  in  the  lives  of 
these  young  people  on  Lee  College 
campus? 

Who  is  able  to  determine  the 
work  of  the  Holy  Spirit  in  encour- 
aging young  people  to  hold  on  to 
God  regardless  of  the  cost,  for  these 
times  of  refreshing  and  encourage- 
ment have  certainly  come  from  the 
hand  of  the  Lord?  Who  is  able  to 
measure  the  extent  of  the  encour- 
aging presence  of  the  Holy  Com- 
forter in  the  lives  of  both  students 
and  teachers  on  our  campus?  He 
is  an  abiding,  mighty  Comforter  in 
time  of  need. 

I  have  mentioned  some  of  the 
ways  in  which  the  Holy  Ghost  is 
working  in  this  present  age  at  Lee 
College.  Thank  God  that  He  is 
working!  Thank  God  that  He  is 
glorifying  our  heavenly  Father, 
that  He  is  showing  to  those  who 
serve  Him  the  riches  of  His  ex- 
ceeding glory  and  the  treasures  of 
the  world  to  come.  This  then  is 
the  work  of  the  Holy  Ghost  on  our 
college  campus.    • 
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Thc>Holy  Spirit  in 

CALIFORNIA 


By  LAMAR  VEST 


THE  EVENTS  WHICH  oc- 
curred in  the  little  Azusa 
Street  Mission  in  Los  Ange- 
les are  now  a  matter  of  record.  It 
was  in  1906.  The  spiritual  awaken- 
ing already  experienced  in  East 
Tennessee  and  Western  North  Car- 
olina, in  Topeka,  Kansas,  and  in 
Texas,  had  come  to  the  West 
Coast.  There  were  supernatural 
signs  and  wonders,  divine  healings, 
prophecies,  and  speaking  in  other 
tongues. 

What  was  the  essence  of  this 
spiritual  awakening?  Did  it  differ 
from  revivals  to  which  the  estab- 
lished denominations  had  become 
accustomed?  Indeed!  The  people  of 


God  had  met  His  conditions,  and 
He  demonstrated  to  the  world  a 
most  profound  fact  —  the  Holy 
Spirit,  as  He  was  given  on  the  Day 
of  Pentecost,  was  still  available  to 
those  who  dared  obey  God.  The  ef- 
fects of  this  revival  were  to  be  long 
lasting.  It  was  a  revival  of  Pente- 
cost. 

The  Azusa  Street  Mission  became 
a  haven  for  those  seeking  a  deeper 
spiritual  experience.  It  was  from 
this  unpretentious  little  meeting 
place  that  news  of  a  modern-day 
Pentecostal  experience  was  spread 
abroad.  Dr.  Conn,  in  Like  a  Mighty 
Army,  states  that  :  "Numerous 
Pentecostal  leaders,  including  some 
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who  became  Church  of  God  min- 
isters and  missionaries,  received 
their  baptism  in  the  revival  at  this 
mission." 

At  the  time  of  the  renowned 
Azusa  Street  revival,  California 
had  a  population  of  approximate- 
ly two  million  people.  By  the  end 
of  1969  the  state  reached  a  popu- 
lation of  twenty  million.  Authori- 
ties tell  us  that  one  out  of  every 
ten  people  living  in  the  United 
States  in  1970  will  live  in  Cali- 
fornia. The  Church  of  God  has  no 
greater  opportunity  for  growth 
anywhere  in  the  world  than  in 
California. 

Immigrants  from  every  state  in 
the  union,  plus  numerous  foreign 
countries,  have  converged  upon 
California.  With  them  they  have 
brought  a  wide  variety  of  religious 
views  and  practices.  There  has 
been  the  formation  of  new  reli- 
gions and  the  rebirth  of  religions 
almost  forgotten. 

The  Rosicrucians,  Satan  wor- 
shipers, hippies,  the  astrologers, 
and  many  other  cults  prey  upon 
the  populous  with  their  erron- 
eous teachings  and  false  hopes. 
What  a  challenge  to  the  church! 
What  a  tremendous  opportunity 
for  evangelization!  But,  it  is  more 
than  a  challenge.  It  is  more  than 
an  opportunity.  We  are  constrained 
by  the  Holy  Spirit.  It  is  our  Chris- 
tian duty  to  be  laborers  in  the 
whited  harvest. 

Since  the  need  for  expansion 
and  evangelization  is  so  great,  the 
church  must  apply  concentrated 
efforts  in  every  respect  possible. 
Visualizing  this  astonishing  need, 
the  ministers  of  California-Nevada 
voted  in  the  annual  ministers' 
meeting  of  1968  to  divide  the  state 
into  two  sections,  churchwise: 
Northern  California-Nevada  and 
Southern  California-Nevada.  From 
the  two  state  headquarters  efforts 
are  being  concentrated  to  again 
create  the  climate  conducive  to  a 
duplication  of  the  Azusa  Street  re- 
vival. 

Human  strength  is  not  sufficient 
to  accomplish  what  must  be  done. 
Man,  at  his  very  best,  cannot 
within  himself  accomplish  the  will 
of  God  on  this  earth.  But  God  does 
not  expect  us  to  do  it  alone.  He 


has  given  us  the  Holy  Spirit.  He 
desires  that  we  be  filled  with  the 
Spirit  so  that  He  may  work 
through  us  for  the   glory  of  God. 

This  is  our  preeminent  age  of 
opportunity.  Never  has  the  world 
offered  us  anything  like  the  har- 
vest field  now  before  us.  God  has 
surely  given  us  the  Holy  Spirit  for 
such  an  hour  as  this.  We  need  Him. 
We  need  His  presence  and  guid- 
ance that  we  may  serve  God  effec- 
tively. We  need  His  anointing  that 
we  may  keep  the  light  of  God's 
Word  shining  in  the  dark  places 
of  this  world. 

He  illuminates  the  Holy  Scrip- 
tures for  us.  He  makes  us  joyous 
in  our  labors.  He  gives  us  strength 
for  our  task.  "Not  by  might,  nor 
by  power,  but  by  my  spirit,  saith 
the  Lord  of  hosts"  (Zechariah  4: 
6).    • 
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Let  me  send  you  the  facts  about  how  you  can 
get  $40  CASH  (or  more!)  easily  and 
quickly  for  your  church  or  group  with  these 
lovely  Prayer  Grace  Salt  and  Pepper  Sets — AT 
NO  COST  TO  YOU!  Just  fill  out  the  coupon 
below  and  mail  it  to  me  now.  I'll  send  you 
absolutely  FREE,  and  without  obligation,  com- 
plete details  of  my  nationally  famous  Plan 
which  adds  $40  to  $300  and  more  in  CASH  to 
your  group  Treasury. 

YOU  NEVER  SPEND  U  OF  YOUR  OWN  MONEY! 

Here  are  the  highlights  of  my  famous  plan.  I 
ship  to  you  100  of  my  beautiful  Prayer  Grace 
Salt  and  Pepper  Sets  ON  CREDIT.  They're  of 
gleaming  white  ceramic,  artistically  decorated 
with  a  different  prayer  grace  on  the  back  of 
each  shaker  —  one  for  Thanks,  and  one  for 
Praise.  They're  so  unusually  beau- 
tiful, every  family  will  want  seve- 
ral sets  on  sight.  You  simply  have 
10  members  each  sell  10  sets  at  $1 
each.  Keep  $40  of  the  proceeds 
for  your  Treasury.  Send  $60  to 
me.  Take  up  to  60  days.  I  trust  you! 


I~ANNA   WADE,   Dept.   430   JC 
I    Lynchburg,  Va.  24505 

Please  rush  complete  details  FREE  -  no 
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James  E.  Hitte,  Jr. 
Sophomore,  Lee  College, 
Cleveland,  Tennessee 


SPIRIT-FILLED 
YOUTH 


By  JAMES  E.   HITTE,  JR. 


THE  PENTECOSTAL  experi- 
ence made  its  way  into  my 
life  about  nine  years  ago 
in  an  evangelistic  revival  service. 
Being  a  lad  of  eight,  I  had  not  yet 
received  any  personal  charismatic 
experience,  even  though  I  had  been 
in  the  church  all  my  life.  On  that 
Sunday  night,  I  made  a  definite 
decision  for  Christ  and  committed 
my  life  to  Him. 

Another  exuberating  experience 
almost  two  years  ago  led  me  into 
a  lifetime  commitment  for  Him — 
that  of  ministering  the  blessed  gos- 


pel of  Jesus  Christ.  Since  I  made 
that  decision,  God  has  given  me 
many  blessings  and  has  truly  en- 
dued me  with  power  as  was  prom- 
ised in  Luke  24:49. 

Now  I  can  sincerely  say  that  the 
Holy  Spirit  has  directed  my  life 
toward  the  supreme  goal  of  win- 
ning souls  for  the  kingdom  of 
God.  To  my  knowledge  I  have  had 
only  one  sincere  convert — my  ten- 
year-old  niece — but  that  one  has 
meant  the  world  to  me.  If  no  one 
else  were  ever  saved  under  my 
ministry,  I  could  not  feel  that  my 


lifetime  of  service  had  been  spent 
in  vain.  (Since  Jim  wrote  this  ar- 
ticle, he  has  conducted  a  revival 
in  Franklin,  Ohio,  where  he  had 
seven  converts. — Editor.) 

Yes,  the  Holy  Spirit  has  played 
a  vital  part  in  my  relationship 
with  the  church  and  with  others. 
He  is  also  working  mightily  with 
millions  of  young  people  all  over 
the  world.  Many  teen-agers  have 
accepted  Christ  as  their  personal 
Saviour,  and  have  let  the  Holy 
Spirit  work  in  their  lives  and 
manifest  His  glorious  gifts  to  each 
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of  them. 

Many  people  have  tried  to  down- 
grade our  youth  of  today,  placing 
the  vital  statistics  of  about  10  per- 
cent of  the  nation's  rebellious 
youth  on  the  table  of  mankind's 
judgment  seat,  and  have  falsely  la- 
beled all  teen-agers  in  the  category 
of  a  rebellious  generation  having 
no  concern  for  the  establishment.  I 
am  one  who  disagrees  with  this 
pessimistic  attitude.  Rather,  I  tend 
to  be  optimistic  and  to  tell  men 
that  the  largest  part  of  our  nation's 
youth  do  care  and  are  willing  to 
take  measures  to  perfect  our  stag- 
nant society. 

Furthermore,  in  our  own  realm 
of  the  church,  young  people  have 
taken  up  the  cross  of  Christ  and 
have  declared  war  on  revolution 
against  society  and  the  establish- 
ment. Perhaps  many  young  people 
in  your  own  home  church  could 
tell  you  how  much  they  depend 
upon  the  leadership  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  in  every  phase  of  their  lives, 
and  that  they  want  to  see  other 
young  people  their  age  accept  sal- 
vation through  the  blood  of  Christ. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  in  contrast 
to  the  old  philosophy  that  the 
young  people  are  the  church  of  to- 
morrow, I  believe  that  the  young 
people  are  the  church  of  today. 
They  possess  life,  a  will  to  work, 
and  insight;  and  the  Holy  Spirit 
guides  each  of  them  in  their  daily 
lives.  If  we  are  going  to  oppose 
someone,  let  us  oppose  the  guy  who 
sits  in  his  spiritual  rocking  chair 
and  boasts  of  being  in  the  way  for 
forty  years.  That  is  just  where  he 
has  been — in  the  way!  I  am  con- 
vinced that  it  is  time  for  an  old- 
time  holiness,  Church  of  God  re- 
vival to  awake  our  elder  generation 
from  its  sleep,  and  for  them  to  sit 
up  and  take  notice  of  a  Spirit-filled 
generation  that  is  ready  to  see  some 
action  in  the  front  lines  of  God's 
army. 

Finally,  be  it  resolved  that  evolu- 
tion of  ritual  will  not  save  our 
church,  but  that  revolution  against 
sin,  liberalism,  and  apathy  will.  Let 
the  church  follow  its  young  people 
if  it  wants  to  see  things  done  in 
the  future.  They  are  the  ones  who 
can  win  the  battle  against  sin.  May 
God  bless  this  generation.    • 


THIS  20-YEAR 

Rudin  plan  veteran 
never  dreamed  of 
such  an  income 
when  he  answered 
an  ad  like  this.  Think 
how  glad  he  is  now 
that  he  wrote  us! 


AND  YOU 
TOO  CAN  EARN 
'10,000  A  YEAR 

-PERHAPS  MORE- 
FULL  TIME 


'.  .  .  for  the  last  two  months  I  averaged  $537 

weekly  .  .  .  but  more  important,  I  found  many 

wonderful  opportunities  to  bring  spiritual 

blessing  to  others  ...  the  answer  to  my 

prayers  about  financial   needs  and   a 

chance  to  help  others  know  of  God's 

Word."  C.  E.,  Pennsylvania 


BE  YOUR  OWN  BOSS 

Work  out  of  your  own  home,  set 
your  own  hours,  plan  your  work 
week  around  your  own  schedule 
at  your  convenience.  Think  of  it! 
No  investment  on  your  part 
whatsoever.  Real  opportunity  for 
quick  advancement  to  supervi- 
sor or  manager,  with  even  great- 
er income.  Act  now  and  get  the 
details.  Like  C.  E.  above,  you'll 
be  glad  you  did! 


CHRISTIAN  MEN  AND  WOMEN  ARE  NEEDED  TODAY 

No  special  qualifications  required.  Hundreds  of  men 
and  women  of  average  ability— people  just  like  you— 
know  financial  success  and  deep  satisfaction  by  follow- 
ing the  simple  John  Rudin  plan.  Pastors,  students, 
teachers,  ordinary  working  people  all  over  the  U.S.  and 
Canada  add  substantially  to  their  income  by  investing 
only  a  few  hours  each  week.  Others  devote  full  time— 
and  reap  greater  rewards.  Write  now  about  profitable 
openings  in  your  area; 


$75  to  '100 
PER  WEEK  TO 
YOUR  INCOME 

PART  TIME 


■  OPPORTUNITY  I 
«    UNLIMITED     ■  Hf 


[YES! 


IMMEDIATE  OPENINGS— NO  DELAY 
NO  INVESTMENT  ON  YOUR  PART 
FILL  IN  THE  COUPON  AND  MAIL  NOW 

JOHN  RUDIN  &  COMPANY,  Dept.  LP370 
22  West  Madison,  Chicago,  Illinois  60602 

want  to  know  of  all  job  openings  for  Christian  men  and  women 
n  the  U.S.  and  Canada. 


FREE 


jtshell.  This 
booklet  gives  all 
the  exciting 
facts. 


Rush  my  free  copy  of  "Opportunity  Unl 
obligation.  I  understand  no  salesman  wi 


uted,' 
call. 


■ihich   places  me  under  no 


Chaplain  (MAJ)  Richard  Y.  Bershon  is  a  dedicated 
Church  of  God  minister  loho  is  servmg  his  church 
and  country  in  the  United  States  military.  Brother 
Bershon  has  efficiently  coordinated  two  of  our  Euro- 
pean retreats  (1968,  1969)  in  Berchtesgaden,  Ger- 
many. Along  with  his  duties  as  a  chaplain,  he  pro- 
vides PeTitecostal  leadership  for  all  full  gospel  ser- 
vicemen in  his  area. 

I  am  sure  each  minister  and  lay  member  will  be 
delighted  as  you  read  his  report.  The  Servicemen's 
Department  is  grateful  for  the  contribution  Chaplain 
Bershon  is  making  to  the  kingdom  of  God. 

— C.    Raymond    Spain 
Executive   Director 


Richard  Yale 

-  Chaplain 


While  pastoring  in  North  Dako- 
ta, I  received  a  letter  from  the 
Executive  Director  of  the  Service- 
men's Department  stating  that  the 
Church  of  God  could  possibly  place 
another  chaplain  in  the  Army  and 
suggesting  that  I  make  applica- 
tion. 

I  had  previously  served  in  the 
Air  Force  for  two  years.  I  liked 
military  service  and  had  attempt- 
ed to  enter  the  Air  Force  chap- 
laincy when  I  graduated  from  sem- 
inary, but  there  was  no  opening 
at  that  time. 

The  Church  of  God  needed  repre- 
sentation in  the  chaplaincy.  Be- 
lieving this  to  be  a  challenging 
and  needy  ministry,  I  submitted  my 
application,  trusting  that  the  Lord's 
will  would  be  done  and  leaving  the 
matter  in  His  hands.  This  time  the 
door  was  opened. 

Normally  an  Army  chaplain's  ca- 
reer   begins    with    the    orientation 


course  at  the  United  States  Army 
Chaplain's  School.  Early  in  Jan- 
uary, 1962,  I  arrived  at  Fort  Slo- 
cum,  New  York,  to  begin  this 
training.  Upon  completing  it,  nine 
weeks  later,  I  was  sent  to  Fort 
Carson,  Colorado,  where  the  5th 
Infantry  Division  (mechanized) 
was  being  formed.  My  assignment 
was  with  Division  Artillery.  It 
was  an  exciting  experience  to  be 
a  new  chaplain  in  a  new  division. 
We  spent  a  lot  of  time  in  the  field, 
which  afforded  an  abundance  of 
opportunities  for  personal  contact 
with  the   men. 

Late  in  1963,  I  bid  farewell  to  my 
family  and  departed  for  my  new 
assignment  with  the  7th  Infantry 
Division  in  Korea.  Once  again  I 
was  assigned  to  Division  Artillery, 
where  I  ministered  to  men  in  scat- 
tered units  near  the  demilitarized 
zone. 

While   in   Korea,    I   conducted    a 


few  Pentecostal  services  and  took 
part  in  two  full  gospel  servicemen's 
retreats  at  the  8th  Army  Retreat 
Center  in  Seoul.  A  highlight  of  my 
Korean  tour  took  place  a  few  days 
before  I  was  due  to  return  home: 
I  was  privileged  to  attend  the  first 
Church  of  God  Servicemen's  Re- 
treat in  the  Far  East  near  Tokyo. 

From  Korea  I  was  sent  to  Fort 
Hood,  Texas,  where  I  was  assigned 
as  First  Brigade  Chaplain  of  the 
First  Armored  Division.  Part  of  the 
time  while  I  was  at  Fort  Hood,  I 
worked  with  basic  trainees.  This 
proved  to  be  one  of  my  most  re- 
warding  duties  as   a   chaplain. 

When  young  men  are  suddenly 
uprooted  from  their  home  commu- 
nities and  thrust  into  the  strange 
and  demanding  environment  of 
military  life,  they  often  become  be- 
wildered and  in  need  of  help.  Some 
tend  to  drift  away  from  the  Lord 
while  in  the  service,  but  for  others 


22 


it  is  a  time  of  making  a  commit- 
ment for  Christ  or  of  strengthen- 
ing the  commitment  they  already 
have. 

After  nearly  two  and  one  half 
years  at  Fort  Hood,  I  received  or- 
ders to  Germany.  I  was  assigned 
to  the  Baden-Wuerttemberg  Sup- 
port District,  where  I  serve  as  the 
Protestant  chaplain  of  the  Patton- 
ville  housing  area.  In  contrast  to 
my  assignments  in  divisions  where 
my  ministry  was  directed  mainly 
toward  the  troops,  my  present  work 
is  much  like  that  of  a  civilian  pas- 
tor of  a  community  church. 

In  addition  to  the  normal  duties 
of  conducting  General  Protes- 
tant worship  services  each  Sunday 
morning  and  counseling,  I  have  the 
responsibility  of  a  Sunday  school 
of  over  three  hundred,  Protestant 
women  of  the  chapel,  Protestant 
youth  of  the  chapel,  and  an  an- 
nual vacation  Bible  school. 

An  opportunity  to  minister  in  a 
variety  of  circumstances  in  various 
parts  of  the  world  helps  to  make 
the  Army  chaplaincy  an  interesting 
and  rewarding  experience.    • 


Cure  for  Loneliness 

One  can  be  alone  without  being 
lonely.  There  will  be  no  room  for 
loneliness  if  the  hours  are  filled 
with  happy  thoughts,  with  pleasant 
memories,  with  the  satisfaction  of 
little  jobs  completed,  with  creative 
activity. 

Loneliness  is  emptiness.  When 
the  spirit  turns  inward,  like  the 
petals  of  a  closing  flower,  hiding 
the  heart,  offering  no  beauty  to 
the  world  and  no  honey  to  the  bee, 
loneliness  results. 

One  cure  for  loneliness  is  out- 
ward turning.  The  person  who 
gives,  shares,  and  invites  the 
friendship  of  others  avoids  the 
self-pity  that  so  often  is  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  feeling  of  loneliness. 

Another  cure  for  loneliness  is  in- 
volvement. One  who  gets  involved 
in  hobbies,  in  community  affairs,  in 
church  service  is  too  busy  to  fear 
the  specter  of  loneliness.    • 


RAI$E  MONEY 
the  EA$Y  WAY! 


CANDY  ■  CARDS 

NOVELTIES  -  FLAVORING 

DISH    CLOTHS 

Ask    for   our    FREE    Caroloq 

LOVEJOY 

Drawer   E 
Madison,    Tenn.    37115 

i  i  i i*AAj 


GOSPEL  TENTS  FOR  SALE 
10%  discount  to  Evangtlists    and 
Churches.    For    complete    informa- 
tion write: 


P.   O.   Box    18314  Phone:    363-6311 

Memphis,  Tennessee  38118 


TISTRIES  — SPIRES 

O  Unit-Molded 

Fiberglass 
•  Accessories 

Wiedemann  3n€iu*('ue&,  &nc. 

Box  672  Dept.  J5,  Muscatine,  Iowa 


How  About  Joining  in  the  Fun  I 


Playing  the  accordion  does  it  every  time! 
Maybe  you  have  an  accordion  and  would 
like  to  trade  it  on  one  of  the  fabulous 
"New  Sound"  electronic  models. 
Beginner  or  professional  ...  we  can  save 
you  big  money  and  put  a  fine  accordion 
in  your  hands!  Save  50%  or  even  more! 
We  are  America's  largest  direct-importer- 
to-you  dealer  in  accordions.  We  buy  for 


much  less  and  we  sell  for  much  less. 
AND  we  back  up  every  accordion  with 
a  positive  money  back  guarantee  and 
liberal  5  day  home  trial.  We'll  gladly 
send  our  newest  color  catalogs  and  low 
discount  prices  telling  about  newest 
models  just  arrived  from  Italy's  most 
famous  craftsmen.  Mail  the  coupon  .  .  . 
no  obligation! 


I  GUARANTEE  TO 

Savef/mV2 

OFF  RETAIL  PRICES  OF  ANY  COMPARABLE 
"NEW  SOUND"  ELECTRONIC  OR  STANDARI 

ACCORDION 


TBY  BEFORE  7oU BUY! 

5  DAY  HOME  TRIAL 

tJSKSft  OF  MUDs1c  and  other 
valuable  awards'.  ___._n 

jsaygSSSss: 

allowance! 


POPULAR  "BUTTON" 
ACCORDIONS 

Full  line  now  available 
at  low  discount  prices. 
I  Check  coupon. 


ACC0R0I0N  AMPLIFIERS 

and  reverb  units.  Cus- 
tom designed  for  ac- 
cordions. Finest  makes 
at  low  money  saving 
prices.  Check  coupon 
for  details. 


o 


EASY  TERMS -LOW  DOWN  PAYMENT 

In  all  America  you  have  your  largest  accordion  selection  at 
A.C.A.!  Choose  from  over  40  "New  Sound"  accordion  models. 
Accordions  for  the  student  .  .  .  the  advanced  hobby  player  .  .  . 
and  the  skilled  professional  artist.  Make  your  selection  from 
the  finest  makes  and  greatest  names  .  .  .  created  for  you  by 
the  Italian  masters.   Yet  you  save  at  least  half  of  what  you'd 
expect  to  pay.  If  you  are  interested  in  an  Electronic  Accordion 
amplifier,  we  offer  you  amazing  savings.  Why  pay  more  when 
you  can  get  so  much  more  for  your  money  buying  direct!  You 
buy  just  as  the  dealers  do  .  .  .  and  you  can  save  yourself  as 
much  as  several  hundred  dollars  on  advanced  models.  We  make 
it  easy  to  enjoy  your  new  accordion.  Convenient  terms  with  a 
low  down  payment.  NO  RISK  PLAN  ...  5  day  home  trial 
before  you  decide!  Lifetime  performance  guarantee.  Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed  or  your  money  refunded.  Trade-ins  welcomed. 
FREE  Color  Catalogs,  Selection  Guide, 
Discount  Prices,  Color  Swatches 
Let  us  prove  how  much  you  save  .  .  .  how  much  more  you  get 
for  your  music  dollar!  We'll  send  you  complete  details,  color 
pictures,  lowest  discount  prices  .  .  .  plus  big  savings  on  am- 
plifiers and  accessories.  No  obligation.  Just  mail  the  coupon. 

J  FREE  COLOR  CATALOGS- DISCOUNT  PRICESJ 

I  Accordion  Corp.  of  America  Dept.  LP30 

I  5535  W.  Belmont  Ave.,  Chicago.  Illinois  60641  ■ 


n  Accordion  Amplifiers    P  Button  Accordions 


Rush  coupon  at  right  to: 

Accordion  Corp.  of  America.Dept.  LP30     j  — ^^ ^ ; 

5535  W.  Belmont  Ave.,  Chicago,  Illinois  60641  J. ™-™™™™ J 


Acquiring  Peace;  of  God 


By  NINA  WALTER 


Peace  of  mind  is  something  within  you;  it  is  not  a 
garment  to  be  put  on  from  the  outside.  It  does  not 
descend  upon  you  like  Elijah's  mantle  to  cover  the 
hurts,  the  resentments,  the  frustrations,  and  the  in- 
adequacies that  plague  you.  It  is  not  a  free  gift 
handed  to  you  by  somebody  who  is  moved  by  your 
self-pity. 

You  can  acquire  peace  of  mind  only  when  you  are 
willing  to  face  the  facts,  meet  the  requirements,  and 
do  a  little  work  on  the  project. 

What  are  the  facts?  First,  you  and  only  you  can 
achieve  the  state  you  think  of  as  peace  of  mind;  no- 
body can  do  it  for  you.  Second,  your  peace  of  mind  is 
closely  related  to  the  peace  of  mind  of  all  those 
around  you;  it  is  not  a  state  that  you  can  achieve 
for  yourself  alone.  Third,  peace  of  mind  results  from 
the  clear  understanding  and  the  determined  applica- 
tion  of   the   principles  of   Christianity. 

What  are  the  requirements?  First,  you  must  sur- 
render yourself  wholly  and  unequivocally  to  the  will 
of  God.  Second,  you  must  give  up  selfish  desires  to  be 


noticed,  to  be  praised,  to  be  dominant  in  your  en- 
vironment. Third,  you  must  learn  not  only  tolerance 
but  also  love  and  respect  for  other  people. 

What  kind  of  work  must  you  do?  You  must  work 
on  you.  You  can  acquire  peace  of  mind  if  you  follow 
these  rules: 

1.  For  every  resentment,  substitute  love. 

2.  Counter  every  selfish  impulse  with  a  specific  un- 
selfish act. 

3.  Stop  yearning  for  what  you  cannot  have  and  make 
the  most  of  the  gifts  the  Lord  has  given  you. 

4.  Center  your  thoughts  on  what  you  can  do  for  oth- 
ers, not  on  what  you  can  get  them  to  do  for  you. 

5.  Constantly  watch  and  work  to  root  out  negative 
thoughts,  which  can  destroy  the  peace  of  mind  you 
have  won. 

6.  Realize  deeply  that  "all  things  work  together  for 
good  to  them  that  love  God." 

7.  Act  as  if  you  have  peace  of  mind. 
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WHO  IS  THIS? 

You  cannot  tell  from  whence  He  came 
Nor  whether  He  may  chance  to  go. 

So  is  everyone  who's  Spirit  born, 
For   Jesus    Christ  has   told    us   so    (John 


3:8). 


At  Pentecost  He  sounded  like 

A  sudden  wind  with  mighty  rush, 
Appearing  like  some  cloven  tongues 

That  worldly  things  can  never  hush   (Acts  2:2-4). 

He  comes  today  to  comfort  us   (John  16:26), 
And   guide   us  in  the  way  of  truth    (John   16:13). 

His  power,  as  on  the  Day  of  Pentecost, 
Gives  power  to  aged  or  holy  youth. 

—Wallace  A.  Ely 
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Long  ago  the  Lord  and  Saviour 

Prayed  in  Gethsemane: 
"My  Father,  if  it  be  Thy  will, 
Let  this  cup  pass  from  Me." 

He  was  so  viciously  rebuked, 
Scourged,   unjustly   tried   .   .   . 

Subjected  to  maliciousness, 
Mocked,  and  thrice  denied. 


HE  AROSE 


A  crown  of  thorns  upon  His  head — 

His  body  made  to  bleed  .  .  . 
And  silver  coins  were  exchanged 

For  Judas'  evil  greed. 

The  holy  Master  of  all  living 

A  tomb  once  did  enclose; 
His  glory  could  not  be  withheld, 

For  He  arose!   Arose! 

— Joyce  Inman  Moore    I    r 
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Living   Water 


from    page    14 

Our  hearts  throb  to  know,  "What 
is  the  water?"  John  provides  the 
answer,  "But  this  spake  he  of  the 
Spirit,  which  they  that  believe  on 
him    should    receive." 

When  Jesus  spoke  to  Nicodemus, 
he  actually  said  in  the  Greek,  "Ex- 
cept a  man  be  born  of  water  and 
of  the  Spirit,  he  cannot  enter  into 
the  kingdom  of  God"  (John  3:5). 
He  was  speaking  of  the  agency  of 
the  Holy  Ghost  in  the  new  birth. 

John  the  Baptist  was  among  the 
first  to  recognize  the  meaning  of 
the  living  water,  and  he  could 
scarcely  preach  repentance  or  bap- 
tize without  climaxing  his  sermon 
with  the  announcement,  "I  indeed 
baptize  you  with  water  unto  re- 
pentance: but  he  that  cometh  after 
me  is  mightier  than  I,  whose  shoes 
I  am  not  worthy  to  bear:  he  shall 
baptize  you  with  the  Holy  Ghost!" 
(Matthew  3:11).  His  thirst  for  the 
spiritual  water  was  so  great  that 
he  even  resisted  his  duty  in  the 
passion  to  drink  of  the  spiritual 
baptism,  "I  have  need  to  be  bap- 
tized of  thee,  and  contest  thou  to 
me?"   (Matthew  3:14). 

To  the  woman  at  the  well  Jesus 
had,  in  fact  preached  Pentecost. 
He,  the  Holy  Ghost,  was  the  living 
water  that  would  make  her  a  flow- 
ing fountain  of  His  refreshing 
stream. 

Christ  and  the  Water 

In  his  relation  to  the  Holy  Ghost, 
Jesus  Christ  became  our  example. 
He  announced  in  His  first  sermon, 
"The  Spirit  of  the  Lord  God  is  up- 
on me;  because  the  Lord  hath 
anointed  me"  (Isaiah  61:1),  Peter 
preached  to  the  house  of  Cornelius, 
"How  God  anointed  Jesus  of  Naza- 
reth with  the  Holy  Ghost  and  with 
power:  who  went  about  doing  good, 
and  healing  all  that  were  oppressed 
of  the  devil;  for  God  was  with  him" 
(Acts  10:38).  John  the  Baptist  tes- 
tified that  God  had  given  to  Jesus 
the  Holy  Ghost  without  measure. 

When  Jesus  veiled  himself  with 
humanity,  He  seems  to  have  sur- 
rendered the  exercise  of  His  own 
omnipotence,  choosing  to  work  ex- 
clusively through  the  same  power 


which  was  provided  us  at  Pente- 
cost— the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Throughout  His  ministry  he  had 
been  pointing  to  the  indispensable 
work  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  In  the 
final  sermon  before  His  crucifixion 
He  spoke  most  urgently  about  our 
need  for  the  Holy  Ghost,  emphati- 
cally stating,  "It  is  expedient  for 
you  that  I  go  away:  for  if  I  go  not 
away,  the  Comforter  will  not  come 
unto  you;  but  if  I  depart,  I  will 
send  him  unto   you"    (John    16:7). 

After  His  resurrection  and  just 
prior  to  His  ascension  He  gave  His 
farewell  message  to  the  disciples, 
saying,  "And,  behold,  I  send  the 
promise  of  my  Father  upon  you: 
but  tarry  ye  in  the  city  of  Jeru- 
salem, until  ye  be  endued  with 
power  from  on  high"  (Luke  24:49). 
A  Personal  Need 

The  example  of  Christ  declares 
and  the  teaching  of  Christ  de- 
mands that  we  yield  our  lives  to 
the  refreshing,  quickening,  empow- 
ering flood  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  This 
earthen  vessel  is  to  become  the 
dynamic  instrument  and  the  sa- 
cred temple  of  the  divine  presence. 

Man  without  the  Spirit  is  unable 
to  do  the  work  of  God.  He  is  like 
the  traveler  in  the  desert.  When 
he  attempts  to  witness,  his  parched 
tongue  cleaves  to  the  roof  of  his 
mouth.  When  he  attempts  to  stand 
firm,  his  knees  collapse  in  weak- 
ness. When  he  attempts  to  exer- 
cise the  human  intellect,  he  is 
overtaken  by  a  deadly  stupor.  Let 
him  drink  at  the  spiritual  stream, 
let  him  bathe  in  its  sparkling  wa- 
ters, let  him  bask  in  a  baptismal 
portion  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  and  the 
traveler  will  come  alive.  His  lips 
will  flow  with  the  testimony  of 
Christ,  his  legs  will  stand  firm  on 
the  Word,  his  face  will  turn  coura- 
geously toward  his  persecutor,  his 
feet  will  lightly  skim  the  highways 
and  byways  in  service,  and  his 
soul  will  overflow  with  gladness. 

Drink  at  this  fountain  and  live, 
but  fill  your  cup  at  any  other 
fountain  and  you  will  die.  The  well 
of  education  may  fill  your  cup  with 
dust,  and  the  well  of  human  ca- 
pacity will  run  dry,  but  the  bless- 
ings of  the  Lord  are  given  without 
measure  at  the  River  of  Life — the 
blessed  Holy  Spirit.    • 
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A  Bold  Look  Into  the  Challenging 
World  of  Twenty-Century  Youth 


By   FLOYD   D.    CAREY 
Candid  Expressions  About  the  Youth  Rebellion  and  its  IMPACT  ON  THE  CHURCH 


Betty  Smith,  age  17:  Young  peo- 
ple in  the  church  are  affected  by 
the  "revolution  spirit"  of  our  day. 
Some  of  the  procedures  and  atti- 
tudes in  the  church,  however,  need 
to  be  changed.  Because  many 
adults  are  set  in  their  ways,  they 
think  the  youth  are  trying  to  "take 
over"  and  change  all  of  the  tra- 
ditional ideas,  plans,  and  methods 
of    doing    things.    But    youth    and 


Overjoyed,  father— happy  pappy 
Humorous  rabbit — funny  bunny 
Paid  blU— met  debt 


"Cinderella  married  for  money." 

It  Is  tragic — but  it  is  true — that  at  least 

50   percent    of   all   teen-age   marriages    end 

in  divorce  or  separation. 


Professor  C.  Leon  of  Columbia  University 
says  that  most  student  rebeUions  are  led 
by  a  "small  corps  of  activists"  suffering 
from  some  kind  of  behavior  disorder  and 
that  the  majority  of  other  students  who 
participate  are  simply  swept  along  with 
the   crowd. 


Did  you  hear  about  the  nearsighted  gin- 
gerbread boy?  He  had  to  wear  contact 
raisins. 

Show  me  a  tadpole  caught  in  a  rain- 
storm, and  I  wiU  show  you  a  soggy  froggy. 


adults  must  cooperate  with  each 
other  in  bringing  about  vital 
change.  This  possibly  could  be  aid- 
ed by  adults  being  less  critical  of 
the  youth  and  by  their  showing 
young  people  what  is  right,  both 
scripturally  and  morally.  The  older 
people  also  must  be  willing  to 
"give  a  little"  and  to  try  to  change 
young  people's  hearts  instead  of 
putting  them  down.  It  matters  not 


Incite 
Do  you  agree  with  Betty,  Lynn,  Peggy, 
Esther  and  Barbara?  Send  in  your  com- 
ments, a  topic  for  consideration,  or  your 
favorite  anecdote  to  Insight,  "Lighted  Path- 
way," 922  Montgomery  Avenue,  Cleveland, 
Tennessee  37311. 


A  study  of  teen-age  smokers  by  the 
American  Cancer  Society  revealed  that 
those  who  do  not  smoke  tend  to  be  hap- 
pier, more  self-confident,  and  more  likely 
to  be  successful  in  their  activities  than 
those    who    do     smoke. 


to  me  how  many  youth  today 
choose  to  do  their  "own  thing";  I 
intend  to  do  mine — and  that  is,  to 
serve  God  and  give  Him  first  place 
in  my  life. 


Lynn  Hancock,  age  17:  The  re- 
bellion among  youth  affects  the 
church  in  a  great  way.  Those  teen- 
agers who  follow  the  crowd  and 
current  trends  are  led  away  from 
the  church.  Some  young  people 
who  have  been  reared  in  the 
church  decide  to  try  and  make  it 
on  their  own;  they  join  those  who 
rebel.  They  rebel  against  the 
church  because  they  feel  there  is 
so  much  hypocrisy  among  par- 
ents and  other  so-called  Christians. 
Thank  God  for  those  young  people 
who  have  made  up  their  minds  to 
serve  God.  If  a  teen-ager  has  the 
right  attitude  toward  God,  then 
his  attitude  toward  adults  and 
existing  conditions  will  be  differ- 
ent from  the  norm  and  they  will 
be  pleasing  to  God.  If  the  whole 
church,  with  love  and  wisdom, 
could  show  youth  what  they  are 
really  searching  for  is  Christ,  it 
would  be  amazing  what  the  youth 
could  do  for  Christ,  the  church, 
and  the  world. 


Peggy  Mattison,  age  16:  When 
youth  rebel  against  the  church,  or 
church  leaders,  in  one  way  or  an- 
other it  affects  each  person  con- 
nected with  the  church  and  with 
the  programs  of  the  church.  We 
are  facing  problems,  but  rebellion 
is  no  way  to  solve  them.  This  only 
creates   more   problems  for  every- 


one.  As  a  Christian  teen,  I  feel  that 
prayer  will  go  a  long  way  in  help- 
ing me  to  find  my  place  in  the 
church.  It  will  also  help  adults  to 
understand  me,  and  it  will  help  me 
to  understand  adults. 

Esther  Murray,  age  17:  The 
Church  of  God  has  a  mission  in  the 
world  today.  When  the  youth  of 
the  church  rebel,  the  church's  ef- 
fectiveness in  performing  its  mis- 
sion is  reduced.  Since  the  church 
is  the  hope  of  the  world,  I  feel 
that  there  is  a  better  way  to  solve 
problems  and  to  bring  about 
change  when  it  is  needed.  The  el- 
ders of  the  church  and  the  young 
people  need  to  try  and  understand 
one  another  and  to  consider  each 
other's  points  of  view  on  different 
subjects.  There  are  times  when  it 
seems  that  adults  understand;  then 
there  are  other  times  when  it 
seems  they  do  not.  I  feel,  however, 
that  the  church  can  provide  young 
people  with  a  life  of  true  mean- 
ing and  spiritual  values. 


Barbara  Wynn,  age  15:  Some 
young  people  have  turned  away 
from  the  church  because  they  want 
to  be  their  own  boss.  They  want  to 
live  "high,"  fast,  and  ignore  respon- 
sibility. The  world  is  in  a  state  of 
change.  On  some  points,  the 
church  must  change — even  though 
some  of  the  older  people  in  the 
church  think  things  should  stay 
the  same.  We  must  work  together 
in  doing  God's  work.  The  young 
people  have  a  part  to  play  and  the 
adults  have  a  part  to  play.  More 
than  desiring  change,  I  want  to 
live  a  life  pleasing  to  God. 


Camilla  Mulligan,  age  19:  I 
would  like  to  compliment  Lynn 
Cross  for  her  statements  on  the 
generation  gap  in  February's  In- 
sight discussion.  I  believe  that  our 
parents  understand  us  more  than 
we  realize.  Many  times  I  have  felt 
that  I  could  not  sit  down  and  dis- 
cuss a  problem  with  my  parents. 
But  then  I  discovered  that  once  I 
did  share  it  with  them  I  felt  bet- 
ter and  that  they  were  able  to  help 
me. 
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The  second  State  Workers'  Day 
in  Oklahoma  convened  Saturday, 
December  6,  1969,  at  the  Oklahoma 
City  Southwest  Church  of  God. 
The  theme,  "Operation  Involve- 
ment: Save  Our  Youth,"  hung  in 
bold  letters  over  the  platform.  This 
was  to  be  a  day  of  new  insights  and 
foresight. 

The  Reverend  H.  Allen  Gross, 
pastor  of  Lemmon,  South  Dakota, 
commenced  the  day  with  a  soul- 
searching  address  on  the  theme. 
Hearts  responded  to  the  mes- 
sage. It  is  certain  that  the  church 
is  only  one  generation  away  from 
extinction.  We  must  "save  our 
youth." 

At  the  noon  luncheon  Campus 
Call  editor,  C.  Milton  Parsons,  ad- 
dressed the  group  on  "The  Respon- 
sibility of  the  Church  of  God  to 
Its  Youth."  He  stated  that  the 
church  must  give  protection  and 
provision — protection  from  false 
doctrine  and  provision  for  complete 
service  in  the  kingdom  of  God. 

The  Reverend  Douglas  LeRoy, 
state  director  of  Christian  Educa- 
tion, presented  a  paper  "The  Last 
Ten  Years."  Words  and  charts  were 
used  to  show  graphically  what  the 
Church  of  God  in  Oklahoma  had 


accomplished  during  the  Sixties.  A 
plan  for  the  Seventies,  Back  to  the 
Basics,  was  introduced.  It  sug- 
gested that  every  church  must  of- 
fer something,  must  reach  out  to 
others,  and  must  follow  up  con- 
tacts. 

During  the  day,  special  seminars 
were  conducted  for  pastors,  Sun- 
day school  superintendents,  Young 
People  Endeavor  presidents,  and 
kindergarten  teachers.  The  in- 
depth  studies  were  made  concern- 
ing the  following  subjects:  "Train- 
ing and  Enlisting  Workers,"  "Youth 
Programming,"  "Pastoring  Teen- 
agers," and  "Utilizing  Records." 
One  of  the  most  valuable  seminars 
was  for  kindergarten  teachers.  A 
simulated  session  of  a  kindergarten 
class  using  the  New  Life  curricu- 
lum was  conducted.  Suggestions  on 
the  arranging  of  interests  centers 
were  also  shared. 

The  Reverend  Mr.  Parsons  con- 
cluded the  day  with  a  Bible-cen- 
tered, doctrinal  message,  "What  Is 
Worldliness?"  It  was  a  fitting  cli- 
max to  a  day  designed  for  think- 
in  leaders. 

— Douglas  LeRoy,  State  Chris- 
tian Education  Director  ot  Okla- 
homa 
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When    you    join    the    PATHWAY    RECORD    CLUB    and    agree 
to  purchase  six  additional  records  within  the  period  of  one  year, 


KECORDING  ARTISTS 
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selections  or  a   rejection   of  all   records   for   that  month. 


PATHWAY   RECORD   CLUB 
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Enroll  me  as  a  member  of  the  Pathway   Record  Club. 
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The  Rest  of  Your   Life 


AVE  YOU  EVER  had  the  experience  of  hear- 
ing someone  make  a  statement  more  or  less 
jokingly,  yet  later,  when  you  took  time  to 
analyze  and  evaluate  what  he  said,  you  discovered 
that  he  had  actually  clothed  a  profound  truth  in 
"jesting  guise"? 

A  teen-ager  found  the  following  quotation  in  a 
monthly  periodical: 

"Today  is  the  first  day  of  the  rest  of  your  life." 

To  the  restless  youngster,  with  the  beckoning 
years  stretching  almost  infinitely  before  him,  it  was 
merely  a  witty  saying.  Actually  it  represents  a  pro- 
found and  exciting  bit  of  philosophy. 

Today  is  all-important.  Today  is  life  in  motion. 
Today  is  noio!  Yesterday  is  beyond  recall;  tomorrow 
beyond  reach.  Only  this  day,  this  hour,  this  minute 
exists.  All  other  time  is  gone — or  yet  to  be. 

True,  we  all  like  to  think  about  the  past,  and  we 
should  do  so— for  certain  purposes,  and  up  to  a 
certain  point.  But  sometimes,  for  reasons  known  only 
to  ourselves  we  tend  to  dwell  more  on  the  past  than 
on  the  present,  which  is  impractical  and  often  un- 
healthy as  well. 

In  the  book  of  Philippians,  Paul  makes  this  mar- 
velous declaration:  "This  one  thing  I  do,  forgetting 
those  things  which  are  behind,  and  reaching  forth 
unto  those  things  which  are  before,  I  press  toward  the 
mark  for  the  prize  of  the  high  calling  of  God  in 
Christ  Jesus"  (Philippians  3:13,  14).  With  his  eye 
confidently  on  the  future,  Paul  was  making  the  best 
possible  use  of  the  present. 

None  of  us  knows  how  much  of  this  mortal  life  is 
left.  As  the  poet  said: 

"The  clock  of  Life  is  wound  but  once, 

And  no  man  has  the  power 

To  say  just  where  the  hands  will  stop, 

At  late  or  early  hour." 

Whatever  amount  of  time  is  left — is  left.  And 
it  starts  with  the  next  tick  of  the  clock 

So — if  some  of  our  yesterdays  have  not  been  exactly 
thundering  successes,  if  parts  of  our  past  show  dis- 
appointments, failures,  regrets,  impurities  and  sins — 
perhaps  we  would  do  well  to  face  the  other  way  for 
a  change.  Let  us  pray  for  forgiveness  and  guidance; 
raise  our  eyes;  look  ahead  with  courage,  hope,  ex- 
pectation. Because — "Today  is  the  first  day  of  the 
rest  of  your  life!" — Don  Buck 
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Editorial 


Clyne  W.  Buxton 


springtime 


VERWHELMED  WITH  THE  splendor  of  spring, 
Solomon  wrote,  "For,  lo,  the  winter  is  past,  the 
rain  is  over  and  gone;  The  flowers  appear  on 
the  earth;  the  time  of  the  singing  of  birds  is  come, 
and  the  voice  of  the  turtle  [dove]  is  heard  in  our  land" 
(Song  of  Solomon  2:11,  12).  When  icy  winter  winds 
turn  into  balmy  breezes,  and  winter's  snow  changes 
to  spring  showers,  and  barren  ground  becomes  ablaze 
with  grass  and  flowers,  we  know  that  spring  has 
come.  An  English  proverb  says,  "Spring  has  come 
when  you  can  place  your  foot  on  nine  daisies  at  once." 

Spring  brings  a  rebirth  in  nature.  Seed  lying  dor- 
mant all  winter  long  bursts  forth  in  new  life.  Trees 
barren  of  leaves  for  months  begin  to  bud.  Hibernating 
animals  awake  from  a  winter's  sleep  and  come  forth  to 
forage  for  food.  God  stirs  all  of  nature  at  springtime, 
and  both  plant  and  animal  life  begin  activity. 

It  is  significant  that  Easter  comes  near  the  begin- 
ning of  spring.  Just  as  nature  awakes  from  a  gray 
winter's  sleep,  Christ  came  forth  from  a  cold,  dismal 
grave.  Whereas  a  few  hours  earlier  He  was  completely 
lifeless,  after  His  resurrection  He  was  vibrantly  alive, 
His  body  pulsating  with  life. 

When  a  person  turns  from  his  sins  and  admits 
Christ  into  his  life,  springtime  bursts  forth  in  his 
soul.  It  is  not  uncommon  for  a  new  convert  to  exclaim 
that  the  birds  seem  to  sing  a  fuller  song,  and  all  of 
nature  appears  warmer  and  more  colorful  after  his 
soul-cleansing. 


And  why  not?  Christ  wants  us  to  look  at  life  through 
a  pure  mind  which  thinks  pure  thoughts.  He  wants  us 
to  perform  with  clean  motives  and  upright  actions. 
However,  when  man  allows  Satan  to  poison  his  mind 
with  unholy  motives,  he  cannot  view  life  as  he 
should.  After  conversion  one  discovers  that  although 
the  world  has  many  ills,  the  greatest  pre-conversion 
problem  is  the  individual  himself.  A  man  may  not  be 
able  to  change  the  world,  but  he  can,  through  Christ, 
change  himself.  Then  it  will  be  constant  springtime 
in  his  soul.  Moreover,  that  springtime  will  last  through- 
out eternity  if  he  continues  to  follow  the  Lord. 

Years  ago  there  was  a  popular  gospel  song  which 
went,  in  part,  as  follows: 

It  is  springtime  in  glory,  Always  springtime  in  glory, 

And  the  flowers  are  blooming  rich  and  rare. 

The  angels  are  singing,  and  the  joybells  are  ring- 
ing; 

O,  it's  springtime  forever  there. 
The  songwriter  was  making  a  very  good  point,  for 
there  will  be  eternal,  fresh  life  in  heaven.  Aging  will 
be  unknown  and  death  will  never  come.  God  will  have 
wiped  away  all  tears,  so  there  will  be  no  sorrow. 
Heaven  will  be  a  place  of  joyfulness,  robust  life,  and 
godliness. 

So  cheer  up,  friend.  Springtime  is  here  in  nature, 
you  have  springtime  in  your  heart,  and  your  destiny  is 
a  paradise  of  constant  spring. 
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Porcupine 
Under 

the  Pineboards 


By   IRMA  HEGEL 


THEIR  JEEP  HALTED  before 
the  familiar  cabin  of  stout 
peeled  logs.  Judy  Jannigan 
peered  out,  a  smile  spreading  over 
her  freckled  face.  "Oh,  Dan,  it's 
good  to  be  home!" 

The  green-uniformed  ranger  be- 
side her  laughed.  "We  did  have  a 
comfortable  home  in  the  valley  all 
winter,   now   didn't   we?" 

Judy  looked  off  at  the  surround- 
ing mountains,  their  granite  domes 
seemingly  holding  the  sky  in  place. 
"But  up  here,  we're  closer  to  God. 
It's  as  if  we  see  His  signature 
everywhere." 

Dan  slid  his  slim  length  from  be- 


hind the  wheel  and  stretched.  He 
was  a  big  man  with  the  sunbrown- 
ed  complexion  of  five  years  with 
the  National  Park  Service.  "To  live 
in  the  Yosemite  takes  a  believer  in 
God.  I'm  glad  we're  believers, 
honey." 

Judy  lifted  a  bulging  bag  of 
provisions  and  swung  toward  the 
cabin.  She  had  been  married  to 
Dan  for  two  years  and  had  en- 
joyed every  moment  of  being  a 
ranger's  wife.  They  had  their 
healthy  outdoor  living,  long  inter- 
vals of  solitude  for  meditation  and 
prayer,  and  the  birds  and  animals 
of   this   sanctuary   to   provide   shy 


friendships,  amusement,  and  some- 
times ample  excitement. 

She  hummed  as  she  opened 
windows,  whisked  the  dust  of  win- 
ter away,  and  scrubbed  the  cab- 
inets before  storing  their  provi- 
sions. 

"Did  you  hear  that?"  Dan  ask- 
ed. 

Judy  halted  her  scrubbing  to 
look   up.   "Hear  what?" 

"We've  got  a  porcupine  under 
the  pineboards." 

Judy  cocked  her  sandy  head  to 
hear  the  persistent  gnawing.  She 
smiled.  "Porky  arrived  before  us. 
That  gives  him  squatter's  rights." 

"I'll  set  a  trap  for  him  if  you 
want  me  to,  hon." 

"I  should  say  not,"  Judy  ex- 
claimed. "The  park  is  a  wild  game 
sanctuary.  Besides,  the  Lord  has 
His  purpose  for  porcupines."  She 
plied  her  brush  again.  Squirrels, 
woodchucks,  chipmunks,  and  por- 
cupines all  buried  beneath  the 
pineboards  of  their  cabin  on  oc- 
casion. Bears  thumped  their  gar- 
bage containers  at  night.  Graceful 
deer  helped  themselves  to  the  pro- 
duce of  their  small  garden.  "I 
wonder  if  Noah  had  a  pair  of  por- 
cupines in  his  ark,"  she  mused. 

"Probably,"  Dan  explained.  "Por- 
cupines inhabit  every  forested  re- 
gion of  the  world  except  Australia. 
When  are  you  having  dinner, 
hon?" 

"Six — and  special  tonight — o  u  r 
first  night  home." 

"Special"  meant  Dan's  favorite 
Mulligan  Stew  and  brown-cheeked 
biscuits,  wood  crackling  in  the  pot- 
bellied stove  and  the  fragrance  of 
bubbling  coffee  permeating  their 
small  primitive  cabin.  Like  happy 
children  they  clasped  their  hands 
above  the  red-and-white  checked 
tablecloth  and  prayed. 

The  cabin  door  banged  back. 
Gun  in  hand  a  young  man  in 
sweat-stained  shirt  and  jeans 
strode  in.  "Food,"  he  demanded. 

Judy  started.  Dan  surveyed  the 
intruder  calmly.  "Sit  down.  Help 
yourself.  And  put  that  willy  gun 
away,  will   you?" 

The  young  man  edged  down  on 
a  chair,  still  aiming  his  gun  at 
them.  "You  sit  by  your  husband, 


ma'am,"  he  directed.  "No  tricks." 
He  whirled  as  the  avid  crunching 
and  gnawing  came  from  un- 
derneath the  pineboards.  "What's 
that?" 

"A  porcupine,"  said  Dan. 

The  young  man  aimed  his  gun 
at  the  floor.  The  lock  jammed,  and 
he  cursed. 

"You  couldn't  hit  him  anyway," 
Dan  mused.  "It  isn't  Porky's  gnaw- 
ing that's  bothering  you,  son.  It's 
your  conscience  gnawing  inside 
you." 

"It  is  not."  The  young  man  threw 
his  gun  upon  the  floor.  "I'm  Frank 
Harlan  from  Baldwin  and  my  re- 
cord's clean  there — good  job,  wife, 
a  kid.  It's  the  law — they  won't 
let  a  fellow  alone." 

"What  happened?"  Judy  urged. 
She  filled  his  plate. 

Frank  ate  wolfishly  for  several 
minutes,  the  Adam's  apple  in  his 
thin  neck  bulging.  He  wiped  his 
mouth  with  the  back  of  his  hand. 
"I  served  time  once — a  year  in  the 
pen.  They  let  me  out  on  proba- 
tion. I  wanted  a  clean  break  so  I 
took  it." 

"You  broke  probation  by  cross- 
ing the  state  line?"  Dan  question- 
ed. 

"Several  state  lines,"  Frank  cor- 
rected. "Everything  went  fine.  Like 
I  said,  I  got  this  good  job,  mar- 
ried Mary  and  we  had  Gary.  Last 
week  I  saw  my  old  probation  of- 
ficer at  our  factory.  I  ran.  I'll  keep 
on  running.  McGrady's  not  taking 
me  back." 

"How  do  you  know  the  officer 
wants  you?"  Dan  asked.  "How  do 
you  know  your  probation  time 
isn't  long  over  and  done  with?  The 
law  wants  to  see  a  man  rehabilit- 
ated, not  crushed.  Come  clean, 
Frank.  Level  with  the  authorities. 
Get  this  gnawing  fear  inside  you 
over,  once  and  for  all  time.  I'll 
take  you  to  Baldwin  in  the  jeep 
tomorrow  morning." 

The  cabin  grew  very  still,  just 
the  gnawing  of  Porky  beneath  the 
floorboards.  "Aren't  you  afraid," 
Frank  asked  Judy,  "that  this  floor 
is  going  to  crash  down  under  your 
feet  someday?" 

Dimples  flickered  in  Judy's 
freckled  cheeks.  "It's  built  too  solid 


for  that,  Frank.  You've  been  build- 
ing something  solid  too,  you  know." 

"Yeh — Mary's  got  me  going  to 
church  with  her  and  Gary.  We've 
even  got  a  prayer  time  each  day 
at  the  factory.  A  good  town,  good 
people,  the  sort  of  place  a  man 
wants  to  see  his  son  grow  up  in. 
I  guess  I'd  better  go  back  and  fight 
for  what  I  don't  want  to  lose." 

"Not  fight,"  said  Dan.  "Resist  not 
evil,  Jesus  told  us.  Hold  no  resis- 
tance to  any  part  of  the  life  God 
has  for  you.  Stand  tall  in  the 
power  of  your  faith  and  love  for 
Him." 

The  porcupine  kept  on  gnawing 
and  crunching  but  Frank  slept 
soundly  in  a  bedroll  on  the  floor 
that  night.  The  next  morning,  he 
pressed  Judy's  hand  in  parting. 
"Thanks  for  everything,  Mrs.  Jan- 
nigan.  I've  got  enough  money  sav- 
ed for  a  real  vacation  this  year. 
Maybe  I'll  bring  Mary  and  Gary 
for  a  campout  in  Yosemite.  The 
kid  has  never  seen  a  porcupine  or 
a  bear." 

"Bring  them,"  Judy  urged.  "Dan 
and  I  will  be  waiting." 

The  cabin  door  shut.  Outdoors, 
the  jeep  clattered  into  action  and 
disappeared  down  the  winding 
mountain   road. 

"Frank's  probation  time  had  long 
expired,"  said  Dan  on  his  return. 
"The  law  was  not  looking  for  him 
at  all.  Of  course,  he  shouldn't  have 
crossed  state  lines  without  notify- 
ing the  authorities  but  that's  been 
ironed  out.  Frank  is  back  at  his 
job,  back  with  his  family,  and  a 
mighty  nice  little  family  by  the 
way." 

Judy  was  pulling  Dan  to  the 
window  of  the  cabin.  "Look,"  she 
whispered,  "We're  losing  our  squat- 
ter." 

Dan  chuckled,  watching  a  fat 
Porky  with  a  Mrs.  Porky  and  two 
little  porkies  waddling  serenely 
across  the  clearing  to  the  woods. 
"Didn't  you  tell  me  that  the  Lord 
has  use  for  porcupines  too,  Judy? 
I'd  say  these  served  a  very  good 
purpose." 

Judy  nodded,  her  hand  tightly 
clasped  in  her  husband's  fingers. 
"We'll  show  the  porcupine  family 
to  Gary  when  he  comes  this  sum- 
mer. .  .  ."  • 


By  CECIL  E.    BURRIDGE 


The 
Way  of 

a  Fool 


THE  FIRST  DAY  of  April  for 
most  of  us  is  a  time  when 
we  try  our  hand  at  playing 
pranks  on  our  friends;  and  though 
we  are  on  guard  so  as  not  to  be 
taken  unaware  ourselves,  very  few 
of  us  get  through  the  day  without 
falling  into  someone's  cleverly  laid 
trap. 

When  a  trickster  cries  out  "April 
fool,"  it  is  generally  taken  in  the 
spirit  of  fun.  But  as  we  rebuke  our- 
selves for  being  so  gullible,  we  also 
console  ourselves  with  the  thought 
that  it  is  only  a  game,  and  we  are 
not  really   fools   at  all. 

However  the  Bible  teaches  that 
there  are  a  great  many  of  us  who 
are  foolish.  There  are  many  pas- 
sages of  Scripture  describing  the 
fool.  An  intriguing  one  is  Psalm 
53:1,  "The  fool  hath  said  in  his 
heart,  There  is  no  God."  These  few 
descriptive  words  portray  a  large 
percentage  of  people.  And  the 
psalm,  which  is  God's  word,  does 
not  let  it  go  at  that.  It  goes  on  to 
say,  "Corrupt  are  they,  and  have 
done  abominable  iniquity:  there  is 
none  that  doeth  good." 

What  a  picture  of  modern  man. 
Corruption,  dishonesty,  foolishness, 
alcoholism,  immorality,  delinquen- 
cy— sins  of  every  description  pre- 
vail everywhere.  God  even  describes 
those  who  resort  to  crime  for  kicks. 
"It  is  as  sport  to  a  fool  to  do  mis- 


chief" (Proverbs  10:23).  God  also 
speaks  of  the  consequences.  "He 
that  walketh  with  wise  men  shall 
be  wise:  but  a  companion  of  fools 
shall  be  destroyed"  (Proverbs  13: 
20). 

The  Christian's  task  then  is  to 
persuade,  exhort,  and  convince 
every  man  to  turn  to  God  for  coun- 
sel, "For  the  wisdom  of  this  world 
is  foolishness  with  God"  (1  Corin- 
thians 3:19).  God  in  the  person 
of  Jesus  Christ  is  the  only  one  who 
can  help.  There  is  no  higher  au- 
thority. By  His  authority  Jesus 
said,  "No  man  cometh  unto  the 
Father,   but  by   me"    (John    14:6). 

Yet,  man  in  his  worldly  wisdom 
still  aspires  to  attain  heavenly  cit- 
izenship by  his  own  methods,  or 
worse  still,  he  ignores  God  alto- 
gether. In  our  pride  and  in  our 
foolishness  many  feel  that  we  are 
masters  of  our  own  fate — that  we 
can  lift  ourselves  up  to  heaven  by 
our  own  efforts.  We  want  to  live 
our  own  lives  without  any  advice 
from  God,  and  we  are  inclined  to 
let  others  know  how  good  we  are. 

It  takes  a  long  time  for  people 
to  understand  that  hell  is  already 
well  populated  with  good  people — 
people  so  good  they  thought  they 
didn't  need  a  Saviour.  They  need 
to  be  convinced  that  heaven  is 
even  now  being  enjoyed  by  bad 
people — people   so   bad   and   sinful 


they  knew  they  could  never  get  to 
heaven  unless  they  gave  their 
hearts  to  the  one  and  only  Sav- 
iour— the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

The  wise  man  will  quickly  per- 
ceive that  only  lost  people  can  be 
saved.  He  will  understand  that 
because  we  are  sinners  we  are  not 
cut  off  from  Christ's  benefits.  In- 
stead, our  sinful  nature  makes  us 
eligible  for  them.  Jesus  did  not 
come  to  call  the  righteous  to  re- 
pentance, but  the  sinners.  "But 
God  commendeth  his  love  toward 
us,  in  that,  while  we  were  yet  sin- 
ners, Christ  died  for  us"  (Romans 
5:8). 

The  foolish  one  can  be  changed 
and  converted.  Consider  the  sense- 
less folly  of  Saul  as  he  started  out 
to  persecute  the  early  Christians. 
Certainly  his  foolishness  became  a 
life  of  service  when  he  met  Christ 
on  the  Damascus  Road.  Saul,  who 
became  Paul,  was  a  very  religious 
man,  holding  a  position  of  power 
and  authority  in  his  church.  He 
sincerely  thought  he  was  doing  the 
right  thing  in  destroying  the  Chris- 
tians. But  as  he  lay  there  in  the 
dust  blinded,  dazed,  humbled,  and 
trembling,  he  must  have  come  to 
realize  the  truth  of  Proverbs  28: 
26,  "He  that  trusteth  in  his  own 
heart  is  a  fool." 

Later  when  Paul  started  out  to 
preach,  he  came  to  know  the  sheer 
obstinacy  of  people  who  insist 
"there  is  no  God,"  and  the  folly  of 
those  who  earnestly  seek  God's 
kingdom  by  their  own  methods. 
One  can  be  saved  only  by  trust- 
ing, not  by  trying.  Still  later,  Paul 
put  his  thoughts  on  paper  when 
he  wrote  to  the  church  at  Corinth. 
"For  the  preaching  of  the  cross  is 
to  them  that  perish  foolishness; 
but  unto  us  which  are  saved  it  is 
the  power  of  God"  (1  Corinthians 
1:18). 

These  truths  are  as  applicable 
today  as  they  ever  were.  It  is  up 
to  every  individual  to  make  his  de- 
cision in  regards  to  Christ's  sacri- 
fice on  the  cross  of  Calvary — to  ac- 
cept Him  as  their  Saviour  and  to 
receive  eternal  life.  Is  the  preach- 
ing of  the  cross  foolishness  to  you, 
or  are  you  saved  by  it?   • 
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By  HOYT  E.   STONE 


e0^  A  9 


YOU  CAN  SEE  a  lot  through 
the  eyes  of  other  people — or 
with  a  camera.  People  walk- 
ing. Collegians  eating  in  the  cafe- 
teria. A  pretty  girl  in  the  library. 
Two    boys    in   the    science    lab. 

But  you  miss  a  lot  too.  You  nev- 
er catch  secondhand  the  tingling 
aroma  of  spring  in  the  air,  nor  do 
you  see  the  faith  and  hope  with 
which  young  people  bear  up  under 
the  crushing  weight  of  their  first 
responsibilities  or  feel  the  sheer  joy 
of  an  "Hi  there"  flung  casually  at 
one  whom  you  would  like  to  know 
better. 

Of  course,  when  you  are  eigh- 
teen and  a  senior  in  high  school 
— sometimes  when  you  are  young- 
*er  and  only  a  junior — you  just  may 
be  a  little  tired  of  letting  others 
do  your  looking  and  you  may 
yearn  to  make  some  decisions  of 
your  own — like  about  your  future. 
Or  your  college. 
And  these  are  big  decisions!  So 


big  it  is  worth  taking  time  and  be- 
ing careful  and  gathering  all  the 
facts  and  considering  spiritual  as 
well  as  physical  and  mental  needs. 
It  is  even  worth  a  personal  visit 
to  Cleveland  and  a  firsthand  look 
at  the  Lee  College  campus. 

Why  not  pay  Lee  a  visit  this 
"College  Day"?  Saturday,  April  18, 
1970. 

Most  likely  you  have  been  in- 
formed already  by  your  pastor  and 
State  Youth  Director.  Some  states 
charter  buses.  Others  organize  car 
caravans.  But  no  matter  how  you 
arrive,  Lee  will  try  to  make  your 
visit  worthwhile. 

Registration  will  begin  early  Sat- 
urday morning.  Breakfast,  lunch, 
and  dinner  will  be  served  free  in 
the  cafeteria.  Other  features  in- 
clude a  grand  tour  of  the  cam- 
pus; introduction  to  faculty  mem- 
bers and  an  opportunity  to  talk 
personally  with  them  about  your 
future;    information  on  loans  and 


scholarships,  and  entertainment 
that  night  with  a  gala  convoca- 
tion in  the  auditorium  where  the 
Lee  Singers  will  sing  and  President 
Cross  will  bring  greetings,  and 
where  a  lucky  senior  will  be  award- 
ed a  full  tuition  scholarship  of 
$775. 

On  top  of  this,  Lee  has  arranged 
for  you  to  stay  overnight  in  the 
plush  facilities  of  the  Holiday  Inn, 
or  at  an  equally  nice  motel,  for 
reduced  rates:  $3.50  each  if  either 
four  boys  or  four  girls  share  a 
room;  $12  per  married  couple;  or 
$10  single.  You  can  make  reserva- 
tions by  writing:  Lee  College, 
Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311;  or  by 
phoning  615—472-2111. 

So,  if  you  are  a  high  school  ju- 
nior or  senior,  or  if  you  are  an 
older  prospect  for  Lee  College, 
come  for  a  visit.  You  plan  to  go 
somewhere  with  your  life,  do  you 
not?  Then  see  why  we  feel  Lee 
College  can  help  get  you  there!   • 


MAMA'S 

YOUNGEST 

BROTHER 


By  ALICE  J.    KINDER 


THE  MORNING  SUN  drew 
back  the  thick  curtain  of 
fog.  Mama  and  Mamie  Ma- 
lone,  beneath  a  large  oak  tree,  pre'- 
pared  a  fresh  batch  of  dough. 
Nearby,  the  other  women  fried  the 
pancakes  over  the  orange-red 
flames.  The  buttery  fragrance 
drifted  across  the  chilly  October 
air,  reminding  me  of  our  kitchen 
at  home. 
"Well  never  get  them  out  now," 


declared  John  Sands.  His  voice,  re- 
signed and  hopeless,  dropped  to  the 
low-degree  tones  used  for  talking 
about  sick  people. 

But  Uncle  Seth,  Mama's  young- 
est brother,  and  his  companions 
back  in  the  mine  were  not  sick. 
At  least,  they  hadn't  been  when 
they  entered  there  three  days 
ago.  A  slate  fall  had  engulfed  them. 
Practically  everyone  in  Deep  Val- 
ley was  now  working  to  get  Uncle 


Seth,  Ben  Simms,  and  Thomas 
Sands  out  of  that  black  hole  in 
the  side  of  the  hill. 

Working  efficiently,  the  men  had 
taken  turns  going  into  the  mine. 
Prayerfully  the  women  kept  coffee 
and  food  ready  at  all  hours.  My 
cousins  and  I  had  washed  increas- 
ing stacks  of  dishes,  thereby  con- 
tributing our  efforts  to  the  rescue. 

My  hands  immersed  in  suds  now, 
I  noted  the  sun's  rays  widening 
the  pattern  on  the  crimson-tipped 
leaves.  Would  Uncle  Seth  and  the 
others  ever  see  the  bright  sunlight 
again?  I  shut  my  eyes  tightly  for 
a  moment,  then  opened  -  them 
quickly  in  grateful  thanksgiving 
that  I  was  able  to  see  the  beauty 
around  me. 

Uncle  Seth  loved  the  sunlight, 
too.  He  liked  tramping  in  the  woods 
on  sunlit  autumn  days.  Only  the 
week  before  he  had  taken  my 
brothers  and  me  to  Pinnacle 
Mountain  to  gather  hickory  nuts. 
And  he  loved  going  to  meeting, 
especially  since  he  had  accepted 
Christ    as    his    Saviour. 

Since  then  there  had  been  a  de- 
cided change  in  him.  "He's  cer- 
tainly different,"  Mama  asserted 
soon  after  Uncle  Seth's  conversion. 

Listening  to  her,  Papa  had  nod- 
ded assent.  Encouraged  by  his  at- 
tention, Mama  continued,  "Foe,  one 
thing,  Seth  is  more  compassionate 
than  ever,  although  he's  always 
been  kind  and  gentle,  you  know, 
loving   animals   and  children. "^ 

Again  Papa  nodded  agreement. 
"But  now  Seth  is  letting  his  re- 
ligion prey  too  much  on  his  mind, 
I  think,"  reflected  Mama.  "He 
can't  feel  called  to  preach,  most 
surely.  He's  never  made  use  of 
what  words  he   knows." 

At  this  point  Papa  smiled  know- 
ingly. He  knew  that  Mama  invar- 
iably made  use  of  all  words  at  her 
command.  For  her,  words  were  like 
love.  The  more  you  gave  away,  the 
more  they  multiplied  when  you 
needed  them. 
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Smiling  fondly  at  Mama,  Papa 
voiced  his  opinion  at  last.  "Your 
brother  senses  his  faith  deeply," 
he  had  replied,  feeling  his  thought 
carefully;  "so  much  that  he  ac- 
tually wants  to  go  forth  like  the 
prophets  of  old,  I  believe — if  he 
possibly  could." 

"Exactly,"  agreed  Mama  immedi- 
ately. "Only  the  other  day  I  came 
upon  him  reading  Jeremiah.  But 
Seth  will  never  be  a  Jeremiah  or 
an  Isaiah,"  she  decided  with 
abrupt  emphasis.  "He's  too  sparing 
of  words." 

Now,  taking  more  plates  to  Ma- 
mie Malone,  I  remembered  the  day 
when  I  had  come  upon  Uncle  Seth 
while  he  sat  reading  the  story 
of  Jonah,  who  remained  inside  the 
fish  three  days  and  nights.  Uncle 
Seth  and  the  others  had  been  in- 
side the  mine  three  days  and  nights 
now.  Like  Jonah,  in  the  darkness 
they  must  have  had  a  lot  of  time 
to  think. 

"More  plates,  girls,"  Mamie  Ma- 
lone called,  interrupting  my  rever- 
ie. 

"No,  we'll  never — "  began  John 
Sands   again. 

"Betsey!"  called  Papa  to  Mama 
from  the  mine.  The  trapped  men 
had  been   found! 

So  John  Sands,  in  his  pessimistic 
views  and  lack  of  faith,  had  been 
wrong.  Mama  and  the  others,  who 
had  gone  ahead  working  and  be- 
lieving the  men  would  be  found, 
had   stood   firm   in   their   faith. 

Now  Mama  stood  protectively  by 
her  youngest  brother  as  he  sat 
shivering  near  the  fire.  Tenderly 
she  laid  her  hand  on  his  damp 
shoulder.  "Oh,  Seth,"  she  said,  and 
that  was  all.  For  once  she  had  no 
wealth  of  words  at  her  command. 

Ben  Simms,  sitting  near  Uncle 
Seth,  supplied  the  words.  "I've  gone 
to  meeting  all  these  years,"  he  con- 
fided to  the  group,  "but  no  words 
ever  reached  me  like  Seth's  ideas 
back  there  in   the   mine." 

"You   mean,"   said   Mama,   won- 


dering, "that  Seth  actually  talked 
to  you  about  the  Bible  and  his 
faith!" 

"To  be  sure,"  affirmed  Ben.  "He 
explained  the  pathway  of  salvation 
in  such  simple  terms  that  I  un- 
derstood—at last." 

Thomas  Sands,  sitting  near  Ben, 
remained  silent,  deep  in  medita- 
tion. He,  too,  had  heard  Uncle 
Seth's  words  in  the  mine.  They 
must  have  meant  something  to 
him   as  well. 

In  the  crowd  Uncle  Seth  was 
again  shy  and  reticent.  But  at  our 
supper  table  that  night  he  once 
more  spoke   for  his  Lord. 

"I  really  had  time  to  think  there 
in  the  mine,"  he  said  while  twilight 
mist  seeped  quietly  through  the 
windowpane.  Holding  his  fork  in 
the  air,  he  stopped  so  long  I 
thought  he  would  never  go  on.  It 
certainly  was  an  effort  for  Uncle 
Seth  to  talk! 

In  the  meantime  Mama  piled 
more  ham  on  his  plate.  Papa 
passed  the  beans  to  Jerry,  and  Jim 
asked  for  the  potatoes.  Pretty  soon 
it  would  be  time  for  the  apple  pie, 
if  Uncle  Seth  didn't  hurry  his 
words   along. 

"You  see,  I  got  to  thinking  of 
all  the  prophets  whom  God  called 
for  His  purposes,"  my  uncle  dis- 
closed eventually.  "I  thought  of 
Jonah  especially,  for  he's  been 
weighing  on  my  conscience,  so  to 
speak."  Again  he  stared  at  his 
plate    for    a   lengthy   moment. 

This  time  he  stared  so  long  that 
Mama  couldn't  wait.  "We  can't  all 
be  Jonahs  or  Jeremiahs,"  she  de- 
clared, unable  to  withhold  her 
thought;  "or  all  the  leaves  on  the 
tree." 

Slowly  Uncle  Seth  lifted  his  eyes 
from  his  plate.  "That's  what  I  fi- 
nally understood — that  I'm  only 
plain  Seth  Greenleaf." 

Mama  couldn't  wait  to  answer. 
"But  you're  the  only  Seth  Green- 
leaf  in  all  of  Deep  Valley,"  she 
hurried    along.    "And    very    impor- 


tant because  of  that  particular 
role.  Who  else  can  play  it,  I'd  just 
like  to  know!" 

"Well,  anyway,"  replied  Uncle 
Seth,  encouraged  by  her,  "I  found 
that  I  could  talk  to  Ben  and 
Thomas.  I  think  I— helped  them. 
I  told  them — about  God." 

"Of  course  you  did,"  asserted 
Mama  staunchly.  "And  you'll  be 
helping  others,  too." 

"But  only  one  or  two  at  a  time. 
I  don't  have  words  for  more  than 
that." 

Rising  to  her  feet,  Mama  agreed 
heartily.  "Each  to  his  own,"  she 
commented  placidly.  "There  are 
plenty  of  ones  and  twos  in  the 
valley  needing  to  hear  God's  Word." 

Cutting  the  pie  at  last,  Mama 
addressed  herself  to  all  of  us  as 
she  handed  out  a  final  appropriate 
morsel  of  philosophy.  "No,  we  can't 
be  all  the  leaves  on  the  tree.  We 
can  be  only  the  special  leaf  on  our 
own  particular  branch.  But  that 
one  is  necessary  and  helps  to  make 
possible   the   growth   of   the  tree." 

Quietly  Uncle  Seth  smiled  at 
Mama,  a  slow  smile  of  apprecia- 
tion for  her  perceptive  insight.  She 
had  helped  him  understand  that  it 
was  not  necessary  for  him  to  be 
an  Isaiah,  a  Jeremiah,  or  a  Jonah. 
But  it  was  vital  for  him  to  be  a 
dedicated  Seth  Greenleaf — the  only 
one  in  Deep  Valley. 

As  such,  he  could  now  go  forth 
in  his  daily  living,  telling  "ones 
and  twos"  about  the  heavenly  Fa- 
ther, because  Mama  had  helped 
him  discern  the  worth  of  individual 
witnessing. 

Other  things  had  aided  as  well 
in  awakening  Mama's  youngest 
brother  toward  discipleship 
— things  like  his  studying  the  Bi- 
ble and  praying  and  accepting 
Christ  in  his  life,  and  the  event 
of  his  being,  like  Jonah,  enclosed 
in  the  darkness  for  three  days  and 
nights  with  plenty  of  time  for 
meditation — a  bout  God  and  His 
purposes  for  man.  • 


I  HAVE  BECOME  more  and 
more  fascinated,  in  my  study 
of  the  Bible,  with  problems 
of  translation.  One  of  the  reasons 
we  have  so  many  books  written 
about  the  Scriptures  Is  simply  that 
there  are  some  difficulties  of  under- 
standing. Also,  there  are  some  prec- 
ious truths  of  the  Word  of  God 
which  His  Spirit  makes  us  conscious 
of  through  His  servants.  Some  of 
the  problems  described  in  commen- 
taries arise  from  the  difficulties 
of  getting  an  idea  from  one  lan- 
guage into  another. 

Just  look  at  our  Authorized  King 
James  Version,  for  example.  It  is 
a  compellingly  beautiful  work,  one 
whose  translators  made  every  ef- 
fort to  see  that  it  was  accurate 
and  able  to  be  understood  by  the 
average  reader. 

As  we  come  to  it  now,  there  are 
frequent  little  difficulties  caused 
by  the  fact  that  the  English  lan- 
guage has  changed  somewhat  in 
the  past  three  hundred  and  fifty 
years.  For  example,  we  no  longer 
use  the  word  prevent  in  the  sense 
in  which  it  is  used  in  1  Thessalon- 
ians  4:15,  or  let  as  it  appears  in 
2  Thessalonians  2:7,  or  suffer  as 
found  in  Matthew  19:14.  However, 
these  are  not  insurmountable  ob- 
stacles and  arise  in  reading  any 
work  of  considerable  age. 

I  like  to  think  often  of  the  other 
kinds  of  difficulty  which  assert 
themselves  because  of  differences 
in  cultures  and  environments.  For 
example,  when  an  American  read- 
er runs  across  the  word  book  in 
Revelation  20:12,  it  would  not  likely 
occur  to  him  that  what  John 
means  is  a  handwritten  scroll;  the 
"books"  we  use  are  not  like  the 
"books"  John's  audience  read. 

Having  spoken  of  the  Revelation 
reminds  me  too  of  those  seven 
golden  candlesticks  of  chapter 
one.  As  a  child  I  always  imagined 
they  were  something  like  those  I 
had  seen  at  home,  with  beautiful 
silver  arms  reaching  out  to  hold  up 
tall  wax  candles.  One  day  I  dis- 
covered, however,  that  these  were 
small  lampstands  instead,  likely 
consuming  oil  as  they  radiantly 
burned.  My  problem  was  simply  a 
difference  of  cultural  background. 

The  word  church  is  another  in- 
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DO 

YOU  TRANSLATE  IT? 

By   BOB   LAIRD 


teresting  puzzle.  When  we  read  the 
word,  most  of  us  think  of  beautiful 
stone  structures,  carpeted  aisles, 
and  comfortable  pews.  However, 
the  Greek  word  really  means  sim- 
ply "an  assembly,"  a  gathering  of 
Christians.  It  might  take  place  in 
a  home  or  on  the  shore  of  a  river 
or  in  the  secrecy  of  a  cave.  It 
matters  not.  When  God's  people  are 
assembled,  the  "church"  is  in  ses- 
sion. 

And  there  are  sometimes  subtle- 
ties of  meaning  which  it  is  very 
difficult  to  convey.  For  example, 
the  Greek  language  of  the  New 
Testament  contains  two  words 
which  mean  "another."  The  first 
means  "another  of  the  same  kind"; 
the  second  means  "another  of  a 
totally  different  kind."  If,  for  ex- 
ample, I  buy  a  necktie,  a  friend 
of  mine  praises  it,  and  I  decide  to 
buy  him  one,  I  may  go  to  the  shop 
and  ask  for  another  tie — one  ex- 
actly like  mine.  If,  however,  I  go  to 
get  another  tie  for  myself,  more 
than  likely  I  will  want  it  to  be  en- 
tirely different.  In  Greek  I  could 
show  that  difference  of  meaning 
in  a  single  word.  When  Jesus  wish- 
ed to  reassure  His  disciples,  for 
example,  at  the  prospect  of  the 
cross.  He  promised  them:  "I  will 
send  you  another  Comforter" — an- 
other Comforter  of  the  same  kind 
as  the  Comforter  who  now  stands 
in  your  midst.  Such  subtleties  are 
difficult  of  translation. 

I  have  a  friend  who  has  work- 
ed for  a  good  many  years  now 
translating  the  Bible  into  Ama- 
huaca,  a  primitive  tribal  language 
of  South  America.  He  spoke  of 
some  of  his  problems.  When  he  was 
ready    to    translate    1    Peter    2:9 — 


"But  ye  are  a  chosen  generation,  a 
royal  priesthood" — he  wondered 
how  he  could  get  it  to  them  in  a 
way  in  which  they  could  compre- 
hend it.  They  had  no  word  for 
chosen  except  Amahuaca,  their 
tribal  name.  To  say,  "Ye  are  Ama- 
huacans"  would  probably  not 
make  the  point  very  clear. 

What  about  "a  royal  priesthood"? 
He  thought  for  a  moment.  Ama- 
huacans  have  no  kings;  neither  do 
they  have  priests  of  any  kind.  How 
could  he  convey  to  them  the  mar- 
velous things  God  had  prepared 
for  them  as  His  own?  The  transla- 
tion was  well-nigh  impossible. 

I  heard  recently  of  another 
primitive  tribe  that  had  had  parts 
of  the  Bible  translated  into  its 
tongue  for  twenty  years  and  had 
prayed  "The  Lord's  Prayer"  nearly 
that  long.  But  it  was  only  recently 
discovered  that  the  translator  had 
blundered.  The  people  were  not 
praying:  "Lead  us  not  into  tempta- 
tion, but  deliver  us  from  evil."  In- 
stead, the  translator  had  rendered 
it:  "Don't  let  us  get  caught  when 
we  sin." 

I  read  once  of  the  difficulties  of 
putting  the  Twenty-third  Psalm 
into  the  Eskimo  language.  They 
knew  nothing  of  shepherds.  Would 
it  be  right  to  say:  "The  Lord  is  my 
seal  hunter"?  And  what  about 
green  pastures  and  still  waters?  Or 
could  you  say,  "Give  us  this  day 
our  daily  blubber"?  It  would  be  dif- 
ficult to  decide. 

What  I  am  saying  then  is  that 
every  language  has  its  unique  fea- 
tures, its  untranslatable  idiosyn- 
crasies. As  fascinating  as  they  are, 
they  sometimes  complicate  our  un- 
derstanding of  the  Word  of  God  • 
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JIM,  A  HIGH  school  honor 
student  and  a  member  of  the 
church  choir,  gave  his  blunt 
feelings  on  the  matter  of  prayer. 
"I  used  to  pray,  but  it  just 
seemed  like  I  was  talking  to  my- 
self. Somehow  I  never  had  a  feel- 
ing of  God's  presence.  So  I  quit." 
"I  never  seem  to  'get  through,' 
either,"  agreed  Jeannie.  "Anyway, 
the  Bible  says  that  God  knows 
what  we  need  and  what  is  best  for 
us  even  before  we  ask  Him;  and  if 
that  is  true,  what's  the  point  in 
praying?" 

Many  of  us,  though  less  outspok- 
en than  these  two  forthright 
youngsters,  have  at  times  experi- 
enced the  same  feeling  of  incom- 
pleteness and  disappointment  in 
our  prayer  lives.  In  such  a  situa- 
tion one  might  easily  conclude  that 
he  was  not  "getting  through,"  as 
Jeannie   said.   Hence — no   answer. 


So  far  as  "unanswered  prayers" 
are  concerned,  we  may  have  had 
our  answer  and  did  not  realize  it 
— either  because  the  answer  was 
No,  when  we  wanted  (and  expect- 
ed) a  Yes;  or  because,  in  our  hu- 
man frailty,  we  simply  failed  to 
see  the  answer,  as  God  chose  to 
give  it  to  us. 

Like  these  intelligent  but  spiri- 
tually dissatisfied  high  school  stu- 
dents, many  earnest,  seeking 
Christians  find  their  prayer  experi- 
ence disturbingly  .unrewarding  at 
times.  Yet  most  of  them,  because 
they  are  still  Christian  at  the  core, 
continue  to  pray.  They  pray  for 
different  reasons. 

They  pray  with  varying  confi- 
dence and  anticipation.  They  pray 
with  regularity;  or  they  pray  spas- 
modically. They  pray  automatical- 
ly, from  sheer  force  of  habit.  They 
pray    in    desperation    or    in    crisis. 


But  sometimes,  if  the  flame  of 
faith  flickers  low,  they  may  even 
quit  praying,  as  did  the  truthful 
teen-ager  who  felt  that  he  was 
simply  talking  to  himself. 

What  is  the  answer? 

First,  we  should  remember  that 
prayer  is  a  two-way  communica- 
tion. Don't  do  all  the  talking.  Let 
the  mind  be  open,  receptive,  lis- 
tening: "Be  still,  and  know  that 
I  am  God"  (Psalm  46:10). 

Second,  we  should  never  as- 
sume, because  we  did  not  receive 
a  definite,  recognizable  answer, 
that  there  was  no  answer.  George 
Meredith,  nineteenth-century  En- 
glish poet,  had  a  worthwhile 
thought  for  those  who  feel  dis- 
satisfied and  discouraged  with 
their  prayer  experience.  He  said, 
"Who  rises  from  prayer  a  better 
man,  his  prayer  is  answered." 

And  how  else  can  you  rise?   • 


Unanswered 
Vraxjers  1 


By  DON  BUCK 


IN  MY  FAIR  city,  the  three 
largest  Protestant  churches 
are  in  dire  straights.  One  has 
several  thousand  members  and  the 
Sunday  morning  attendance  is 
averaging  fifty  persons.  Another 
has  an  equal  membership  but  is 
boasting  two  hundred  people  at- 
tending. 

This  necessitates  the  canceling 
of  an  early  service  and  one  mid- 
morning  service  suffices.  The  third 
is  in  the  worst  trouble  of  all.  It 
scarcely  manages  to  attract  twen- 
ty worshipers  on  the  first  day  of 
the  week. 

The  official  boards  of  all  three 
churches  met  together  recently 
and  decided  to  experiment  with 
joint  services,  striving  to  increase 
attendance.  A  merger  seems  im- 
minent and  at  a  trial  service  there 
were  three  hundred  in  the  com- 
bined service. 

The  number  sounds  impressive 
but  in  a  city  of  ninety  thousand, 
in  the  day  of  easy  transportation 
from  neighboring  towns  and  with- 
in a  combined  membership  of 
nearly  five  thousand,  the  atten- 
dance is  ridiculous.  What  is  the 
cause? 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  the 
three  churches  constitute  three 
distinct  denominations,  it  is  evi- 
dent that  each  has  strayed  from 
the  original  doctrine  of  their  fore- 
fathers. 

In  the  founding  of  these  congre- 
gations in  the  early  history  of  our 
suburb,  their  beliefs  were  biblical- 
ly orientated:  the  Virgin  Birth,  the 
Atonement,  the  Resurrection,  In- 
spiration of  Scriptures;  but  as  the 
years  passed,  the  influence  of  free- 
thinking  and  salvation  by  charac- 
ter  replaced   the   former   doctrine. 

With  the  passing  of  deep  convic- 
tions passed  the  imperative  to  seek 
the  lost;  and  church  membership 
became  a  formality  in  the  early 
teens.  The  large  number  of  mem- 
bers has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
attendants  and  are  only  sought 
at  "every  member  canvass"  time 
when  the  budget  must  be  met  to 
keep  the  church  in  operation. 

Similarly,  there  are  churches  in 
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many  communities  that  are  merely 
buildings:  kept  open  by  large  en- 
dowments but  with  no  message  or 
purpose.  With  the  lack  of  gospel 
incentive,  the  place  of  worship 
must  take  on  a  new  face,  in  some 
cases,  a  return  to  formalism  is  a 
replacement  to  genuine  biblical  be- 
liefs, in  other  cases,  an  involvement 
in  political  or  social  problems. 
These  "modern"  messages  bring  in 


a  number  of  participants,  but  the 
people  have  gained  no  Saviour  to 
guide  them  in  their  endeavors. 

The  church  tomorrow  may  well 
become  extinct  if  the  present  trend 
is  not  curbed.  Every  day  churches 
are  closing.  There  is  a  constant 
lack  of  ministers  to  fill  the  remain- 
ing pulpits.  Men  are  leaving  the 
pulpit  at  an  alarming  rate.  Mem- 
bers    are     increasingly     absenting 
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themselves  from  regular  atten- 
dance: vacation  homes  are  more 
common,  Sunday  activities  are 
prevalent,  and  the  accepted  habit 
is  to  sleep  late  on  Sunday  and  en- 
joy a  leisurely  brunch  with  the 
Sunday  paper.  Secularism  is 
preached  from  school  and  televi- 
sion, churchgoers  are  a  fading 
minority,  and  youth  sees  no  mean- 
ing in   religion. 

The  bleak  picture  can  discourage 
the  most  optimistic.  In  the  liberal 
world  of  churches  it  seems  to  have 
reached  a  place  of  no  return.  The 
future  will  most  likely  prove  to  in- 
clude combined  church  buildings, 
with  ministers  sharing  duties  from 
preaching  to  student  demonstra- 
tions and  community  involvement 
in  the  secular  church.  Religion 
may  become  a  very  minor  part  of 
their  program  and  perhaps  only  at 
funerals  will  the  Bible  be  used. 

Without  the  truth  of  the  gospel, 
there  can  be  no  future.  Today's 
man-centered  theology  has  no 
transforming  power;  and  although 
its  theories  look  good  to  a  ques- 
tioning world,  it  has  no  answers 
to  the  numberless  problems  that 
man  encounters  daily. 

Frequent  visits  to  nearby  mental 
institutions  prove  that  psychology 
has  its  lacks,  returning  patients 
prove  that  the  present  method  is 
not  the  answer.  The  high  rate  of 
suicides  can  give  cause  to  wonder. 
The  tremendous  use  of  drugs  by 
our  floundering  youths  reveals  a 
need  that  the  nonreligious  society 
is  missing  its  mark.  In  the  vast 
scene  of  unbelief,  there  is  nothing 
the  born-again  believer  can  do  but 
become  concerned  about  the  future 
of  Christianity  and  the  local 
church. 

He  need  but  look  to  his  Bible  to 
realize  that  God  knew  all  the  time 
that  this  situation  would  arise.  Did 
not  Paul  foretell  the  present-day 
conditions  when  he  said:  "In  the 
last  days  perilous  times  shall  come. 
For  men  shall  be  lovers  of  their 
own  selves,  covetous,  boasters, 
proud,  blasphemers,  disobedient  to 
parents,  unthankful,  unholy,  With- 
out natural  affection,   trucebreak- 


ers  .  .  .  lovers  of  pleasures  more 
than  lovers  of  God;  Having  a  form 
of  godliness"   (2  Timothy  2:1-4). 

Youth  and  adults,  are  being 
drawn  away  from  the  church  by 
the  constant  thrust  of  secularism, 
immorality,  and  world  problems. 
When  the  believer  needs  the  securi- 
ty of  Christian  fellowship  and  bib- 
lical preaching,  he-  often  disasso- 
ciates himself  with  his  brothers 
and  sisters  in  Christ  because  of 
minor  disagreements.  The  situa- 
tion is  bad  without  the  fold:  but 
the  problem  of  this  present  world 
is  entering  the  church  of  Christ. 
What  will  the  church  of  tomorrow 
be  like,  if  the  Lord  should  delay 
His  return? 

Could  it  be  like  the  church  of 
today's  middle  class,  middle-aged, 
complacent  Christian  who  is  not 
willing  to  become  involved  in  any 
soulwinning  because  it  might  up- 
set his  daily  routine?  This  individ- 
ual in  old  age,  alone  in  the 
church  would  be  a  sorry  sight.  But 
it  is  possible  that  without  a  change 
in  attitude  and  tactics,  they  could 
be  all  that  might  remain  in  the 
Bible-preaching  church. 

Could  it  be  a  church  with  closed 
doors?  It  could  follow  the  lead  of 
the  liberal  churches  and  combine 
with  any  congregation  for  the 
purpose  of  larger  numbers,  there- 
by slowly  shutting  off  the  numer- 
ous voices  of  gospel  teaching.  Many 
country  churches  already  must 
close  because  of  lacks  in  funds 
and  parishioners.  City  churches  are 
not  reaching  their  surroundings 
and  therefore  are  moving  to  the 
suburbs.  Some  churches  are  limit- 
ing their  activities  because  of  lack 
of  support  by  the  membership. 

The  church  of  tomorrow  should 
be  meeting  the  needs  of  an  ad- 
vanced society — well-learned  in 
scientific  data  but  just  as  much  in 
need  of  simple  gospel  truths.  The 
church  of  tomorrow  should  be 
reaching  its  generation  for  Christ 
around  the  world.  Should  tomor- 
row precede  the  Lord's  return,  the 
church  should  be  educating  its 
youth  to  carry  on  the  task. 

The  future  church  may  find  its 


strength  in  Africa  or  in  the  is- 
lands of  the  Pacific,  where  today's 
missionaries  are  seeing  fruit.  The 
American  church  may  be  extinct, 
and  other  lands  may  be  sending 
their  youth  here  to  evangelize.  Our 
beautiful  church  structures  may  be 
museums  Where  the  curious  look 
on  a  previous  generation.  Our 
Christian  colleges  may  go  the  way 
of  Harvard  and  Yale  and  secular- 
ize their  education.  Our  missions 
may  turn  to  pure  social  work.  And 
salvation  by  grace  may  be  an 
archaic  terminology. 

Can  we  stop  the  church  of  to- 
morrow? Can  we  alter  the  direc- 
tion to  which  it  seems  to  be  head- 
ing? Could  we  who  know  and  love 
Christ  rededicate  ourselves  in  time 
to  salvage  the  work  laid  down  by 
those  of  the  past  generation?  Can 
we  awaken  soon  enough  to  pull 
ourselves  out  of  the  quicksand  of 
worldliness  and  become  "strangers 
here  .  .  .  ambassadors  for  Christ"? 

The  church  of  today  lacks  not 
the  personnel  to  accomplish  the 
task,  neither  does  it  lack  the  funds 
to  step  forward  in  its  world  mis- 
sion. It  does  lack  the  desire.  The 
fireside  is  too  comfortable,  the  sec- 
ular job  is  too  demanding,  the 
comforts  of  this  life  are  too  en- 
ticing, and  the  sin  of  this  world  is 
too  alluring.  The  Christian  takes 
consolation  in  the  assurance  of 
eternal  life  through  faith  but  lives 
in  the  world  with  its  ease  and 
wickedness.  The  church  of  the 
Acts  was  so  different  from  today's 
Christianity.  As  they  looked  into 
the  future,  I  wonder  if  they  could 
have  seen  our  complacency? 

A  local  paper  carried  a  story 
about  one  local  church  now  plan- 
ning to  have  its  Sunday  service  on 
Thursday  evening  because  so  many 
people  plan  regular  weekends  away 
from  home.  Another  church  has 
its  Sunday  school  on  Tuesday 
afternoon  so  as  not  to  interrupt 
anyone's  Sunday  plans.  The 
church  of  today  is  fast  disappear- 
ing. Tomorrow's  church  will 
emerge  only  if  we  of  today  do 
God's  will  today.  Tomorrow  will  be 
too  late!   • 
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HE  NEVER  MADE  DEACON ! 


By  DR.   ARNOLD  T.   OLSON 


MY  FIRST  IMPRESSION  of 
this  man  was  in  itself  an 
unforgettable  experience. 
I  had  heard  my  parents  say  that 
he  was  back  from  the  war  (World 
War  I),  where  he  had  served  as 
an  ambulance  driver  in  England 
and   on    the   continent. 

There  he  stood  on  the  steps  of 
our  church,  straight  as  a  soldier 
should  stand,  resplendent  in  his 
uniform;  but  the  boys  had  only 
eyes  for  his  highly  polished  leather 
leggings!  I  had  seen  thousands  of 
soldiers  march  in  a  parade  in  Min- 
neapolis as  the  Rainbow  Division 
returned,  but  they  had  only  ordi- 
nary, khaki,  spirally  wrapped  cloth 
puttees. 

This  was  something  special  and 
through  the  more  than  fifty  years 
which  have  followed,  the  man  in 
those  leather  leggings  proved  him- 
self to  be  someone  special  to  many 
people. 

He  never  did  see  a  gap  between 
the  spiritual  and  the  secular.  So, 
in  the  eyes  of  fellow  members  of 
the  church,  he  was  considered  too 
practical   to   be   really   spiritual.   I 


can  still  see  him  in  dirty  clothes, 
with  soot  all  over  his  hands  and 
face,  as  he  was  trying  to  get  the 
fire  going  in  the  furnace  on  a  Sun- 
day morning  while  the  deacons 
were  in  the  study  praying  for  fire 
in  the  pulpit.  He  believed  that  fire 
in  the  pulpit  could  not  revive  froz- 
en corpses  in  the  pew. 

He  knew  that  singing  "Showers 
of  Blessing"  did  not  harmonize 
with  the  noise  of  dripping  from 
leaks  in  the  ceiling;  so  while  some 
looked  in  the  hymnal,  he  was  on 
the  roof  looking  for  the  leaks. 

When  negotiations  were  under 
way  for  the  purchase  of  another 
church  building,  negotiations 
which  he  initiated,  he  took  us  boys 
to  inspect  the  building,  long  closed 
and  in  need  of  many  repairs.  He 
did  not  show  us  first  the  1,200- 
seat  sanctuary,  but  rather  led  us 
through  the  dark  labyrinth  in  the 
basement  from  one  room  to  the 
other  which  could  be  seen  only 
with  the  inadequate  beam  of  a 
flashlight.  We  expected  a  ghost 
any  moment! 

The    visit   became    an    adventure 
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and  right  there  he  planted  a  dream 
in  the  minds  of  the  boys  as  he 
pointed  out  a  room  filled  with  de- 
bris which  they  might  some  day 
fix  up  as  their  very  own  clubroom. 
This  he  said  at  a  time  when  to 
suggest  a  club  in  a  church  border- 
ed on  heresy.  With  his  guidance 
and  our  hard  work,  the  dream 
came  true. 

I  was  in  his  Sunday  school  class 
for  several  years.  Here,  too,  he  was 
considered  by  some  to  be  too  prac- 
tical to  be  spiritual.  He  sometimes 
prepared  his  class  for  Sunday's  les- 
son by  taking  us  on  watermelon 
feeds  and  weiner  roasts  on  Satur- 
day. He  held  our  attention  on 
Sunday  as  he  made  use  of  his  Bi- 
ble school  training  in  teaching  the 
lesson,  but  embellished  the  truth 
with  fascinating  stories  out  of  his 
own  experience. 

For  example,  he  was  one  of  the 
first  to  fly  as  a  passenger  on  a 
commercial  flight,  and  for  a  long 
time  afterward  carried  in  his  pock- 
et the  small  salt  and  pepper  shak- 
ers as  an  introduction  to  his  own 
version  of  "show  and  tell."  From 
that  point  on  there  was  no  end  to 
illustrations. 

At  the  Sunday  school  picnics  he 
would  not  be  asked  to  lead  in  the 
devotions,  but  he  was  on  hand  to 
give  out  the  prizes  for  the  contests 
which  he  often  planned  and  super- 
vised. 

He  had  no  separate  compart- 
ments for  the  secular  and  the  spiri- 
tual. He  never  made  deacon!  But, 
whenever  the  church  building  was 
in  need  of  repairs  or  business  mat- 
ters were  in  need  of  untangling, 
the  congregation  turned  to  him. 
Somehow,  the  church  then,  as  now, 
overlooked  the  fact  that  those 
elected  to  serve  at  the  tables  had 
to  meet  the  same  spiritual  quali- 
fications as  those  who  gave  them- 
selves to  prayer  and  the  ministry 
of  the  Word. 

As  the  years  went  on  he  said 
little  about  his  "home  over  there," 
but  in  the  pocket  of  the  coat  he 


was  wearing  on  his  departure  was 
a  copy  of  his  will  and  other  es- 
sential papers.  On  a  trip  to  Min- 
neapolis last  year  he  made  ar- 
rangements with  a  local  under- 
taker to  take  care  of  his  burial 
upon  his  death,  no  matter  where 
that  might  occur.  He  also  discussed 
with  our  secretary  of  stewardship 
how  his  estate  might  best  serve 
the  Lord   upon  his  departure. 

Yes,  he  was  someone  special. 

He  also  refused  to  accept  the 
idea  of  a  generation  gap.  Every 
sleigh  ride,  toboggan  slide,  skating 
party,  canoe  trip  involved  him  as 
planner,  or  host,  or  chaperone,  and 
sometimes  even  as  defender.  For 
some  years  he  owned  a  large  home 
in  the  city,  not  only  as  an  income 
producing  investment,  but  as  a 
place  where  he  might  entertain 
people,  especially  young   people. 

He  was  a  bachelor,  and  so  adopt- 
ed not  only  his  many  nieces  and 
nephews  in  the  United  States  and 
Norway  but  the  children,  grand- 
children, and  even  great  grand- 
children of  the  fellow  members  of 
the  church.  He  kept  track  of  them 
all  and  stopped  in  to  see  them 
whenever  in  a  particular  area. 

In  my  own  travels  I  have  often 
heard  from  some  of  these,  "I  bet 
you  can't  guess  who  dropped  in  to 
see  us?" 

That  was  easy. 

I  usually  guessed  right  on  the 
first  try. 

He  brought  a  gift  that  could  not 
be  wrapped  in  paper  and  ribbon 
as  he  brought  news  of  people, 
places,  and  happenings.  He  asked 
no  favors  except  the  privilege  of 
helping  with  the  dishes  or  taking 
the  children  on  an  excursion. 

He  inspired  a  reconsideration  of 
our  inheritance — how  unique  is  the 
fellowship  in  Christ  and  the  friend- 
ships it  creates  that  extends  to  the 
children  and  the  children's  chil- 
dren. He  never  broke  that  link. 

In  Norway  he  had  established  a 
fund,  the  income  from  which  upon 
his  death  would  provide  annually 


Christmas  gifts  for  the  Sunday 
school  children  in  his  birthplace. 
He  would  keep  contacts  with  the 
children  of  those  who  befriended 
him  in  England  and  on  the  con- 
tinent during  World  War  II.  Once, 
when  calling  on  my  own  family  to 
check  and  see  that  my  wife  and 
children  were  making  out  all  right 
while  I  was  overseas  in  the  World 
War  II,  our  younger  son  even  sug- 
gested that  he  stay  and  be  his 
daddy  until  his  real  daddy  re- 
turned.  .  .  . 

He  never  owned  a  car  until  his 
retirement,  and  then  he  bought  a 
small  station  wagon  which  might 
serve  as  a  mobile  home.  He  even 
had  curtains  with  a  fringe,  not  on 
top,  but  on  the  bottom.  He  took 
particular  pride  in  following  the 
boys  from  his  Sunday  school  class- 
es and  boys'  club. 

I  spotted  him  in  the  audience  at 
a  district  conference  in  Florida 
and  am  so  pleased  now  that  I  was 
moved  to  have  him  stand  while  I 
paid  tribute  to  his  influence  not 
only  on  my  own  life  but  on  the 
lives  of  many  others  for  whom  he 
had  made  Christianity  a  real,  prac- 
tical, and  normal  excitement- 
filled  life. 

He  was  someone  special. 

His  nephew  said,  "I  have  had 
nine  uncles.  I  judge  a  man's 
wealth  by  the  friends  he  has  made. 
My  Uncle  Tom  was  the  richest 
uncle  of  them  all." 

The  man  in  the  leather  leggings 
will  not  attend  any  more  confer- 
ences, nor  will  he  visit  or  call  his 
friends.  For  on  November  24,  Tom 
B.  Lahne,  seventy-nine,  dropped 
dead  on  the  platform  in  Grand 
Central  Station,  New  York,  while 
changing  trains  as  he  was  return- 
ing to  his  temporary  residence  in 
Bronxville  after  visiting  friends  in 
Orange,  N.  J. 

In  accordance  with  his  instruc- 
tions, the  remains  were  brought  to 
Minneapolis  where  they  were  laid 
to  rest  in  the  Fort  Snelling  Military 
Cemetery.  • 
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LOVE 

IS 

OF  GOD 


By  JEAN   S.    LACEY 


DESPITE  FREQUENT  scold- 
ings, Spotty  expressed  his 
contempt  for  automobiles 
by  attacking  them  with  an  angry 
hostility  that  belied  his  tail-wag- 
ging amiability.  I  was  ten  when  I 
saw  him  lose  his  last  fight  with  a 
Ford.  Sick  with  shock  and  anguish, 
I  rushed  to  my  room,  threw  myself 
on  the  bed,  and  wept  uncontrol- 
lably. 

Grandma  took  me  in  her  arms 
and  held  me  until  exhaustion  al- 
lowed nothing  but  dry  sobs.  After 
awhile,  she  softly  suggested  that 
we  take  a  picnic  lunch  to  Col- 
lege  Hill.   This   favorite    excursion 


always  produced  tingles  of  joy. 
Now  the  thought  of  it  was  in- 
tolerable. 

The  doorbell  rang.  Grandma 
went  down  to  answer  it.  Numbly,  I 
listened  to  a  murmur  of  voices,  fol- 
lowed by  the  banging  of  the  screen 
door.  Many  minutes  of  silence 
passed  by  before  the  screen  door 
creaked  open,  and  Grandma  came 
back  to  my  room. 

"Jeannie,  Bruce  is  waiting  to 
speak  to  you." 

At  thirteen,  Bruce  was  the  old- 
est and  wisest  of  our  neighborhood 
gang— the  quiet  one,  the  peace- 
maker.   He   held    the    respect   and 
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admiration  of  his  peers,  and  adults 
spoke  highly  of  him.  I  liked  him 
especially  because  he  was  not  giv- 
en to  bragging  or  teasing.  I 
planned  on  marrying  this  gentle 
boy  some  day.  But  for  the  time 
being,  his  waiting  in  the  front  hall 
meant  nothing. 

"I  don't  want  to  see  him,  Grand- 
ma. Not  now." 

Grandma  persisted.  "Bruce  has 
done  something  which  I  know  will 
mean  a  great  deal  to  you.  I  want 
you  to  go  down  to  him."  Her  firm- 
ness constituted  a  command.  I 
wiped  my  eyes,  blew  my  nose,  and 
walked  slowly  down  the  stairs. 

Bruce  stood  awkwardly  by  the 
door.  His  freckled  face  was  sol- 
emn. He  looked  at  me  with  affec- 
tionate sympathy. 

"Hi,  Jeannie,"  he  said  in  a  low, 
sad  way.  "I — I'm  sorry  about  Spot- 
ty." Swallowing  hard,  he  paused 
and  kept  looking  at  me. 

I  managed  a  feeble,  "Thanks, 
Bruce." 

I  wished  he'd  go,  but  he  said. 
"Will  you  come  out  to — " 

Not  giving  him  a  chance  to  fin- 
ish, I  blurted  out,  "I  really  don't 
feel  like  playing,  Bruce." 

"No,  I  don't  mean  for  you  to 
come  and  play.  I  want  you  to  see 
something.  It's — it's — well,  will  you 
please  come  out  with  me  for  just 
a  minute?  Then  I'll  go.  I  prom- 
ise." 

Reluctantly  I  went  with  him. 
Grandma  stayed  behind.  We  went 
to  the  backyard  and  to  the  big  ap- 
ple tree  beside  the  garage.  Under 
a  low-hanging  branch  was  a  new- 
ly dug  plot  of  ground.  At  its  head 
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was  a  crude,  wooden  cross.  In  large, 
black,  crooked  letters,  the  name 
"SPOTTY"  had  been  painted  on 
the  crosspiece. 

Bruce  stood  close  beside  me  as  I 
stared  down  at  the  grave.  "I  said 
a  prayer  for  him,  Jeannie." 

Fresh  tears  rolled  down  my  face. 
Bruce  put  his  hand  on  my  shoul- 
der. "I'll  leave  you  alone  with  him 
now.  You  tell  him  you'll  see  him 
again,  'cause  you  will,  you  know." 
He  ran  out  of  the  yard. 

I  didn't  see  Bruce  for  several 
days.  Besides  wanting  to  recover 
from  my  sorrow  alone,  my  shyness 
made  it  difficult  to  know  how  to 
express  my  thanks  when  I  did  see 
him. 

Two  days  after  Bruce  buried 
Spotty,  a  new  emotion  entangled 
itself  into  the  confused  web  of  suf- 
fering. It  added  an  almost  un- 
bearable weight,  for  I  didn't  know 
how  to  cope  with  bitterness. 

An  elderly  neighbor  lady,  known 
for  her  tempestuous  tongue, 
stopped  to  talk  with  Grandma. 
Through  the  kitchen  window  I 
watched  Grandma  point  to  Spot- 
ty's  grave.  Because  of  her  quiet 
voice,  I  couldn't  hear  what  she  said. 
The  contrasting  shrillness  of  Mrs. 
Jones'  voice,  however,  blustered  out 
loud  and  clear. 

"Sacrilege!  Just  plain  sacrilege! 
And  you  allowed  that,  Het?  Grand- 
ma's expression  changed  to  an  un- 
familiar grimness,  but  Mrs.  Jones 
continued. 

"I  thought  Bruce  was  well 
brought  up  on  Christian  teachings. 
If  he  doesn't  yet  know  the  mean- 
ing of  the  cross  upon  which  our 
dear  Lord  died,  I  feel  sorry  for  a 
boy  growing  up  in  such  ignorant 
darkness!" 

Grandma  said  something  undis- 
cernible.  She  appeared  calm,  but 
her  brisk  departure  and  rapid 
stride  graphically  revealed  her 
strong  difference  of  opinion. 

As  Mrs.  Jones  turned  to  leave, 
she  looked  over  to  the  open  win- 
dow and  saw  me  staring  at  her  in 
stunned  distress.  Her  icy  features 
melted,  she  opened  her  mouth  as 
if  to  say  something,  then  walked 
slowly   and   pensively   away. 

Grandma  came  in  and  walked 
over  to  me.  Cupping  my  chin  with 


her  warm  hand,  she  said,  "You 
heard  what  Mrs.  Jones  said,  didn't 
you?"  I  nodded. 

"Well,  perhaps  it's  a  good  thing 
in  a  way.  I  think  we  can  salvage 
something   worthwhile    from   this." 

She  led  me  into  the  sitting  room, 
and  I  sat  beside  her  on  the  wide 
arm  of  her  big,  antique  rocker.  She 
gazed  out  the  window  at  the  dis- 
appearing figure  of  Mrs.  Jones.  The 
Seth-Thomas  clock  on  the  mantle 
ticked  through  an  eternity  before 
she  finally  spoke. 

"Whenever  Spotty  came  rushing 
to  you  with  such  gladness  and 
licked  your  hands  and  wiggled  all 
over  with  the  joy  of  being  with 
you,  what  did  you  feel?" 

After  thinking  a  minute  about 
our  wonderful  devotion  to  each 
other,  I  said  with  explosive  arden- 
cy, "Love!  Oh,  lots  of  love!" 

"Well,  Jeannie,  that  is  one  of  the 
many  kinds  of  love  that  is  of  God. 
Though  it  comes  in  many  guises, 
the  way  we  use  the  gift  of  God's 
love  is  the  measure  by  which  we 
are  judged.  Bruce  used  that  gift 
to  the  fullest  measure. 

"Love  was  the  reason  he  carried 
Spotty's  body  from  the  street,  dug 
a  grave  for  him,  buried  him,  built 
a  memorial  cross,  and  said  a 
prayer  for  him.  And  love  was  the 
reason  he  tried  to  comfort  you. 
God  must  be  very  pleased  with 
Bruce,  for  you  see,  love  is  the  rea- 
son Jesus  died  on  the  cross." 

My  anger  with  Mrs.  Jones  be- 
came mixed  with  bewilderment.  I 
wondered  if  she  was  such  a  good 
Christian,  why  she  couldn't  see  it 
the  way  Grandma  did. 

"Mrs.  Jones  said  that  Bruce's 
cross  was  a  sacrilege,  and  he  was 
growing  up  in  ignorant  darkness," 
I  said  sullenly. 

"I  don't  happen  to  agree  with 
Mrs.  Jones,  Jeannie.  And  just  may- 
be, she  really  doesn't  think  that, 
either.  We  all  have  our  faults.  One 
of  hers  is  to  speak  too  hastily  at 
times.  But  she's  truly  a  good  wom- 
an. Alexander  Pope,  a  wonderful 
poet,  once  wrote,  'To  err  is  human, 
to  forgive  divine.'  " 

I  didn't  feel  in  the  least  divine. 
I  was  still  filled  with  resentment. 
Grandma  started  to  trace  the 
downward    curve    of    my    mouth, 


and  as  she  smiled  at  me,  the 
phone  rang. 

The  unmistakable  voice  at  the 
end  of  the  line  asked,  "Is  this 
Jean?  This  is  Mrs.  Jones."  My  back 
stiffened. 

"Yes,  Mrs.  Jones,  I'll  call  Grand- 
ma." 

"No,  please,  I  want  to  talk  with 
you."  My  hand  cramped  around 
the  receiver  until  it  hurt.  "Jeannie, 
I  am  terribly  sorry  about  Spotty. 
I  know  how  much  he  meant  to 
you.  I  want  to  apologize  for  mak- 
ing an  unthinking,  unkind  re- 
mark which  I  realized  you  heard." 
Grandma  studied  the  surprised 
look  on  my  face.  I  knew  she  knew 
what  Mrs.  Jones  was  saying. 

"I've  been  unhappy  about  it  ever 
since — not  only  because  I  hurt  you, 
but  after  searching  my  conscience, 
I  realized  how  wrong  I  was. 

"Your  friend,  Bruce,  did  a  very 
loving  thing.  I  admire  him  for  it. 
It  was  not  he  who  was  ignorant; 
it  was  I.  His  was  a  Christian  act, 
and  I  was  too  blind  to  see  it.  Will 
you  please  forgive  a  very  sad  old 
lady  who  spoke  so  heedlessly  and 
unkindly?" 

All  my  pent-up  bitterness  quick- 
ly melted  away.  In  its  place  arose 
a  heartwarming  affection  and 
esteem  for  this  woman's  humility. 
It  must  have  taken  a  great  deal 
of  courage.  Despite  my  green  years, 
I  understood  that.  I  fumbled  for 
words  to  express  my  appreciation 
and  high  regard. 

"Oh,  that's  all  right,  Mrs.  Jones. 
I_well,  I  do  understand.  I  really 
do.  It  was  nice  of  you  to  call. 
Thank  you."  I  couldn't  find  the 
words  I  needed,  though  I  wanted 
so  much  to  tell  her  I  thought  she 
was,  as  Grandma  said,  "truly  a 
good   woman." 

"It  is  I  who  owe  you  thanks,  my 
dear,  for  understanding."  She 
paused,  then  added,  "And. Jeannie, 
will  you  tell  Bruce  what  a  fine 
young  man  I  think  he  is?  Good- 
bye, and  God  bless  you." 

As  I  put  down  the  receiver,  I  felt 
a  soft  glow  inside  me.  Grandma 
came  over  and  wrapped  her  arm 
tightly  around  me.  I  looked  up  in- 
to her  face.  It  reminded  me  of  an 
angel.  Her  knowing  smile  reflect- 
ed the  love  that  is  of  God.   • 
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A  PROMINENT  LADY  once 
said,  "I  hope  my  children 
fully  experience  a  life  of 
sin  so  that  when  they  are  convert- 
ed, they  will  really  appreciate  the 
gift  of  forgiveness."  This  startling 
remark,  coming  from  such  a  re- 
spected person,  gripped  my  mind 
and  would  not  release  me.  For  days 
my  reason  and  my  conscience 
tossed  the  idea  back  and  forth.  My 
reason  gave  credence  to  its  valid- 
ity. Was  not  the  idea  propounded 
by  a  saintly  mother  and  Bible 
teacher. 

Besides,  Jesus  Himself  made 
some  pretty  startling  statements  in 
the  days  of  His  earthly  ministry. 
"Verily  I  say  unto  you,  That  the 
publicans  and  the  harlots  go  into 
the  kingdom  of  God  before  you 
[Pharisees]."  ".  .  .  but  to  whom 
little  is  forgiven,  the  same  loveth 
little."  These  and  many  other 
pointed  statements  of  our  Lord, 
along  with  His  association  with 
and  attitude  towards  sinners,  seem 
to  argue  for  the  value  of  sinful 
experience. 

"It  is  not  so  simple  as  that," 
retorted  my  conscience.  Like  a 
mammoth  monster  shaking  a  fore- 
boding finger,  my  conscience 
backed  me  to  the  wall,  bringing  me 
instantly  back  to  reality.  "Stop 
right  where  you  are,  my  lady,"  it 
cried.  "Before  you  get  any  big  ideas 
that  you  have  missed  some  golden 
and  useful  opportunities  or  that 
you  are  a  saint  quite  unqualified 
to  appreciate  God's  rich  forgive- 
ness, let  me  remind  you  of  what 
you  would  have  done  if  only.  .  .  ." 
There  was  no  doubt  about  it;  my 
conscience  had  a  strong  point.  If 
only  those  who  assumed  the  license 
to  involve  themselves  deeply  in  a 
wide  variety  of  sins  are  to  be 
counted  sinners,  then  what  about 
the  uninvolved?  People  like  me 
who  have  to  be  classified  with  the 
overprotected,  the  inhibited,  and 
the  cowards,  get  off  much  too 
easily.  Their  weakness  and  un- 
exploited  sin  passes  simply  for 
"singular  piety,"  and  they  collect 
a  rich  bonus  of  unmerited  honor 
besides.  Then  how  could  I  bring 
harmony  out  of  the  conflict  be- 
tween my  conscience  and  my  rea- 
son? 
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Missionary    to    Palestine 


Questions  multiplied  in  my  mind 
to  facilitate  my  quest  for  the  res- 
olution of  the  problem.  Did  not  Je- 
sus speak  wise  and  deep  truths  not 
to  be  translated  superficially  but 
with  the  help  of  the  Holy  Spirit? 
Is  the  lust  of  the  flesh  not  in- 
clined to  resist  the  Spirit,  even 
while  it  is  seeking  biblical  excuses 
for  its  indulgence?  Is  there  really 
only  one  way  of  recognizing  evil — 
and  that  by  unrestrained  expe- 
rience of  sin?  Cannot  one  gain  in- 
sight into  the  nature  of  sin  and 
human  depravity  without  having  to 
suffer  the  demonstrations  of  one's 
own  depravity  by  bitter  experience 
and  lifelong  remorse? 

Is  sinful  indulgence  really  sin? 
Is  not  sin  something  more  subtile 
and  deeply  rooted  inside  human 
nature,  commanding  the  flesh  to 
indulge  in  evil?  Even  when  sin  is 
suppressed,  does  it  not  still  tor- 
ment the  flesh  and  constantly 
bring  its  presence  to  bear?  Is  not 
the  Holy  Spirit  given  as  a  teacher 
and  guide? 

Will  He  not  willingly  reveal  to 
us  our  depravity  and  teach  us  to 
weep  over  it  preferably  by  a  deep- 
er experience  of  and  closer  fellow- 
ship with  good  rather  than 
through  grievous,  heartbreaking 
experiences  which  force  the  knowl- 


edge on  our  self-righteous  hearts? 
Is  it  not  by  the  clear  contrast  of 
good  and  the  confrontation  of  evil 
with  it  that  the  poignant  fact  of 
sin  is  most  effectively  exposed? 
Yes,  questions,  questions — t  h  e  s  e 
and  many  more  clamored  for  an- 
swers. 

Then  I  addressed  myself  to  the 
Holy  Spirit  and  the  immutable 
Word  of  God. 

In  the  Word  I  found  characters 
such  as  Cain,  Esau,  and  the  Phari- 
sees who,  while  they  appeared  to  be 
dutiful,  respectable,  more  or  less 
moral  humans,  never  seemed  to 
understand  spiritual  things  enough 
to  interrogate  themselves  as  to 
what  is  good  and  what  is  evil.  They 
lived  their  colorless  earthbound 
lives  and  died.  All  their  respectabil- 
ity or  manliness  never  merited  for 
them  God's  favor. 

Rather  their  spiritual  irrespon- 
sibility merited  for  them  God's 
wrath.  People  who  have  been  blind- 
ed, if  by  nothing  more  than  their 
cowardice,  from  a  knowledge  of 
their  inherent  evil  are  dangerous- 
ly similar  to  these  who  are  obvious- 
ly far  from  entering  the  kingdom 
of  God. 

Other  characters  in  the  Word- 
Jacob,  David,  and  Peter,  among 
others — seemingly  could  not  learn 
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of  their  real  nature  the  easy  way. 
Only  after  they  passed  through 
the  self-confident  shattering  expe- 
riences of  utter  failure  and  deg- 
radation, and  rubbing  the  ashes  of 
the  ruins  of  their  self-glory  from 
their  bewildered  eyes,  could  they 
see  clearly  the  paradise  they  had 
lost. 

Then  they  could  properly  evaluate 
their  shame  and  by  the  same  tok- 
en evaluate  or  understand  some- 
thing of  the  good  and  the  good- 
ness of  God  which  was  so  foreign 
to  their  nature.  Gloriously  forgiv- 
en and  marvelously  grateful  for 
that  rich  gift  of  forgiveness,  they 
rose  above  their  shame?  They  re- 
ceived new  natures,  new  names,  a 
calling  to  be  the  beloved  sons  of 
God.  Their  formidable  sins  could 
not  hinder  them  from  gaining 
God's  favor  and  special  blessings. 

If  this  is  what  Jesus  meant  when 
He  said  that  the  harlot  and  sin- 
ners such  as  Jacob,  David,  and 
Peter  would  enter  the  kingdom  be- 
fore the  self-sufficient  Esau  and 
his  like,  then  I  can  better  under- 
stand Christ's  words.  Also,  I  can 
agree  that  it  is  better  to  learn  of 
one's  terrible  lost  condition 
through  gross  sin  than  to  never 
learn  at  all.  An  overt  sinner  saved 
by  grace  is  far  preferable  to  the 
"good  moral  sinner"  or  even  the 
petty  Christian  bogged  down  in  his 
self-righteousness.  With  that  con- 
cession my  reason  rejoiced  that  it 
had  scored  a  victory. 

Persistently  my  conscience  in- 
sisted that  there  is  a  better  way. 
One  that  does  not  leave  scars,  or 
lifelong  remorse,  such  as  David 
immortalized  in  his  psalm  saying, 
"My  sin  is  ever  before  me."  But 
what  is  that  better  way?  So  I  re- 
turned to  the  Word  with  the  Holy 
Spirit  as  my  teacher. 

Again  I  found  characters,  Dan- 
iel and  Joseph,  who  seemed  to  have 
been  spared  horrible  sinful  expe- 
riences even  though  they  were  not 
spared  the  indescribable  tempta- 
tion to  sin.  But  did  they  grasp  a 
knowledge  of  good  and  evil?  Did 
they  realize  their  dependence  upon 
God?  Did  they  comprehend  that  it 
was  God's  majestic  goodness  that 
kept  them? 

In  Joseph's  story  I  searched  for 


a  trace  of  vengeance  or  unforgiv- 
ing spirit.  He  did  not  attempt  to 
capitalize  on  his  brothers'  perfidi- 
ous act.  The  long  school  of  suf- 
fering had  not  been  lost  on  Joseph. 
Through  it  he  came  to  a  knowl- 
edge of  himself  and  God.  With 
genuine  gentleness  he  could  say, 
"You  meant  it  for  evil,  but  God 
meant  it  for  good."  Yes,  he  did 
acknowledge  that  God's  goodness, 
wisdom,  and  power  supersede 
man's  base  acts. 

Also,  Daniel  lived  a  long  and 
fruitful  life  which  absolutely 
proved,  even  in  a  heathen  court, 
that  the  Spirit  of  God  dwelt  in  him. 
As  he  was  growing  old  and  re- 
ceived the  profound  prophecies  of 
things  to  come,  he  saw  the  Lord. 
Like  Joseph,  Daniel's  goodness, 
purity,  and  noble  conduct  did  not 
hinder  him  from  realizing  that  po- 
tentially he  was  no  better  than  the 
worst. 

There  was  nothing  like  perceiv- 
ing the  absolute  holiness  and  maj- 
esty of  the  Lord  to  emphasize  that 
truth  to  Daniel's  conscience.  "My 
comeliness  was  turned  in  me  into 
corruption"  (Daniel  10:8).  In  the 
presence  of  absolute  good  our  best 
betrays  its  corruption.  Therefore 
from  the  viewpoint  of  good,  we  can 
see  the  utter  evil  and  corruption 
which  threaten  our  best  motives 
and  purest  actions.  While  we  grieve 
over  the  revelation  of  ourselves,  we 
can  the  better  praise  God  that  we 
can  still  be  spared  the  exploita- 
tion which  Satan  would  like  to 
make  of  our  innate  depravity. 

To  know  evil  from  the  viewpoint 
of  good  is  certainly  the  ideal. 
Those  evil  things  that  we  would 
have  done  but  did  not  accounts  for 
a  little  less  sorrow  in  our  world 
and  a  good  deal  less  heartache 
which  we  must  bear. 

To  know  the  good  from  the 
standpoint  of  evil,  looking  through 
eyes  washed  with  tears  and  from  a 
life  wounded,  if  not  wrecked  with 
the  ravages  of  sin — this  is  salvation 
and  grace. 

Never  to  question  good  and  evil 
or  never  to  sense  one's  own  nat- 
ural depravity,  no  matter  how  re- 
ligious one  may  be,  means  total 
loss  and  indefinable  ruin.  • 
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PARTNERSHIP 

WITH 

GOD 


By  MATILDA  NORDTVED" 


DOBERT  LETOURNEAU  was 
working  hard  to  establish 
himself  in  business,  and  he 
believed  he  had  a  good  idea.  He 
began  to  make  scrapers  for  level- 
ing land,  welding  the  parts  to- 
gether instead  of  riveting  them  as 
was  commonly  done. 

But  this  budding  businessman 
was  not  satisfied.  Certainly  he  was 
a  Christian — had  been  for  sixteen 
years.  But  what  was  he  doing  for 
the  Lord?  Nothing! 

LeTourneau's  younger  sister,  who 
went  to  China  as  a  missionary,  had 
spoken  to  him  often  about  his  re- 
sponsibility as  a  Christian.  If  he 
really  loved  the  Lord,  he  would  do 
something  to  show  it. 

One  night  at  a  revival  meeting, 
32-year-old  LeTourneau  went  for- 
ward to  consecrate  his  life  to  God. 
He  knew  that  he  had  been  a  failure 
as  a  Christian  and  prayed  for 
God's  forgiveness.  Asking  the  Lord 
to  fill  him  with  His  love  and  Spirit, 
the  young  man  promised  to  live 
wholeheartedly  for  Him  from  that 


time  on.  LeTourneau  left  the  re- 
vival meeting  with  a  new  aim  and 
purpose  in  life. 

The  next  morning,  he  went  to 
see  his  pastor  and  told  him  of  his 
surrender  to  Christ.  "I'll  do  any- 
thing He  asks  of  me  from  now  on," 
he  stated,  thinking  that  God  prob- 
ably wanted  him  to  become  a  pas- 
tor or  a  missionary. 

"Let's  pray  about  it,"  suggested 
the  pastor. 

After  they  had  prayed,  the  pas- 
tor turned  to  LeTourneau  with 
these  words,  "God  needs  business- 
men  as  well  as  missionaries." 

It  was  like  an  answer  from  heav- 
en. "Then  I'll  be  God's  business- 
man," declared  LeTourneau.  Later 
he  testified,  "From  the  minute  I 
made  God  my  business  partner, 
things  started  to  go." 

LeTourneau  began  his  career  as 
a  land-leveling  contractor,  building 
his  own  machines  to  do  the  work. 
Soon  others  wanted  to  buy  the 
land-moving  equipment  which  he 
designed  and  built.  In  ten  years  he 


had  his  own  company,  with  men 
working   for   him. 

But  those  were  years  of  struggle. 
Financial  depression  had  hit  Amer- 
ica. It  took  money  to  build  ma- 
chinery— to  hire  men. 

"I  can't  give  You  anything  this 
year,"  LeTourneau  told  the  Lord. 
"I'm  too  much  in  debt.  Next  year 
I'll  start." 

But  LeTourneau  didn't  have 
peace  about  this  arrangement  with 
God.  Should  he  give  God  only  what 
he  could  afford  after  the  bills  were 
paid?  Did  not  God  expect  the  first- 
fruits? 

After  a  struggle,  LeTourneau 
pledged  five  thousand  dollars  to 
missions,  in  spite  of  his  indebted- 
ness. His  bookkeeper  was  horrified. 
But  God  proved  that  He  is  no 
man's  debtor.  He  honored  LeTour- 
neau's faith  and  obedience,  send- 
ing him  just  the  right  customers 
and  capital  so  that  he  finished  the 
year  on  top  and  with  the  mission- 
ary pledge  paid,  too. 

LeTourneau  faced  many  tests. 
What  about  Sunday  work?  Jobs 
must  be  finished  in  record  time. 
But  he  soon  realized  this  was  not 
putting  God  first.  In  spite  of  op- 
position, he  refused  to  work  his 
men  on  Sunday  and  prospered 
anyway.  When  a  fellow  Christian 
contractor  cheated  him  out  of 
twenty  thousand  dollars  on  a  job, 
LeTourneau  was  sorely  tempted  to 
take  the  matter  to  court.  But  he 
knew  this  would  be  a  poor  testi- 
mony to  the  world  as  well  as  a 
stumbling  block  to  many  Chris- 
tians. He  decided  to  drop  the  mat- 
ter. The  Lord  saw  to  it  that  the 
one  who  had  cheated  lost  the 
same  amount  of  money  on  his 
next  contract  while  LeTourneau 
made  it  up.  LeTourneau  found  out 
again  that  it  pays  to  obey  God. 

"Don't  obey  God  because  it  pays," 
he  often  said,  "for  then  it  won't 
pay.  But  obey  Him  because  you 
love   Him,   and   then   it  will   pay." 

One  evening  Robert  LeTourneau 
came  home  from  work  knowing  he 
would  have  to  design  an  impor- 
tant part  of  a  machine  before 
morning.  He  was  about  to  begin 
work  over  his  drafting  board  when 
he   suddenly   remembered    that   he 
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had  promised  to  go  to  a  mission 
service  with  the  young  people  of 
the  church.  But  how  could  he  go 
when  he  had  this  important  work 
to  do — this  deadline  to  meet? 

For  a  few  minutes  he  struggled, 
then  said,  "All  right,  Lord,  I'll  go. 
I  promised  to  put  You  and  Your 
work  first,  and  I  will." 

Coming  home  from  the  meeting, 
he  sat  down  at  his  drafting  board. 
How  could  he  hope  to  design  such 
an  intricate  thing  now  when  he 
was  so  tired?  But  suddenly  the  de- 
sign flashed  into  his  mind.  In  a 
short  while  it  was  completed  and 
ready  for  his  men  to  make  the 
next  day.  The  part  he  designed 
that  night  is  the  important  part 
of  the  main  control  unit  with 
which  all  LeTourneau's  machines 
are  equipped.  LeTourneau  knew 
God  gave  him  the  pattern  that 
night  he  obeyed  Him  and  went  to 
the  mission.  God  says,  "Them  that 
honour  me  I  will  honour"  (1  Sam- 
eul  2:30). 

LeTourneau's  first  small  factory 
was  built  in  Stockton,  California. 
In  1935  he  moved  it  to  Peoria,  Illi- 
nois. In  1937  it  was  enlarged  to  a 
thirteen-million-dollar  plant,  em- 
ploying  twelve   hundred   men. 

When  the  Peoria  Chamber  of 
Commerce  held  their  annual  ban- 
quet, LeTourneau  was  asked  to  tell 
why  he  had  chosen  their  city  for 
his  factory.  After  congratulating 
the  businessmen  on  their  fine  city, 
LeTourneau  told  them  how  he  had 
taken  God  as  his  business  partner, 
which  was  the  reason  for  his  suc- 
cess. This  speech  made  a  pro- 
found impression  on  Peoria.  Im- 
mediately LeTourneau  received  in- 
vitations to  give  his  testimony  at 
different  churches  in  the  city. 

Soon  calls  began  to  come  from 
other  cities  and  states.  LeTourneau 
decided  to  spend  his  free  time 
preaching  the  gospel  as  a  layman, 
instead  of  using  the  time  for  re- 
creation. 

As  the  requests  for  meetings  in- 
creased, LeTourneau  bought  a 
plane  to  carry  him  to  his  appoint- 
ments. This  enabled  him  to  stay 
on  the  job  and  still  carry  out  his 
work  for  Jesus  Christ. 

Through  a  Christian  friend  Le- 


Tourneau was  led  to  establish  a 
second  factory  in  Toccoa,  Georgia, 
near  the  Toccoa  Falls  Institute,  a 
Bible  training  center.  LeTourneau 
took  a  vital  interest  in  the  school, 
helped  them  financially  in  numer- 
ous ways  and  sent  his  children 
there  for  training.  He  also  employ- 
ed students  at  his  factory  who 
needed  to  work  their  way  through 
school. 

Later  LeTourneau  also  built  an 
airport  at  Toccoa  and  operated  a 
canning  factory  and  a  forty-five- 
hundred-acre  farm  for  the  benefit 
of  his  employees.  He  employs  non- 
Christians  as  well  as  Christians, 
conducting  a  daily  service  in  each 
factory  to  win  them  to  Christ. 

LeTourneau's  heavy  land-moving 
machinery  is  used  all  over  the 
United  States  and  in  many  other 
countries  of  the  world  to  level 
ground  for  highways,  dams,  rail- 
roads, playgrounds,  airports,  hous- 
ing and  factory  sites,  and  other 
projects.  He  also  established  a  fac- 
tory near  Sydney,  Australia,  to  sup- 
ply machines  to  that  part  of  the 
world. 

LeTourneau,  who  gives  90  per- 
cent of  his  money  to  the  Lord  for 
His  work,  has  this  motto:  "Not 
how  much  of  my  money  do  I  give 
to  God,  but  how  much  of  God's 
money  do  I  keep  for  myself."  He 
has  put  Matthew  6:33  to  the  test 
and  found  it  true:  "Seek  ye  first 
the  kingdom  of  God,  and  his  righ- 
teousness; and  all  these  things 
shall  be  added  unto  you." 

We  cannot  see  all  the  results  of 
LeTourneau's  giving  to  the  Lord: 
the  souls  that  have  been  saved 
through  the  efforts  of  the  evange- 
lists and  missionaries  he  has  sup- 
ported, the  lives  that  have  been 
trained  for  God.  But  we  can  see 
that  a  layman  who  consecrates 
his  life  completely  to  God  can  be 
mightily  used  by  Him.  • 
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Chaplain  Edward  E.  Shoupe  has  the  distinguished 
honor  of  being  our  first  Church  of  God  minister  to 
enter  the  chaplaincy.  His  dedication  to  this  calling  is 
commendable.  He  has  diligently  represented  the 
Church  of  God  and  the  Pentecostal  faith  in  perform- 
ing his  duties. 

You  will  be  thrilled  with  the  testimony  of  his  min- 
istry as  a  chaplain.  The  Church  of  God  is  rightfully 
proud  of  this  consecrated  minister  and  his  family. 
— C.  Raymond  Spain 
Director 


SPIRITUAL  INVOLVEMENT 
A  Reflection 


ON  A  SUNNY  day  in  July 
of  1958,  with  some  appre- 
hension and  subdued  excit- 
ement, my  wife  and  I  with  our 
three  children  set  out  on  a  journey 
which  has  led  to  places  in  Alaska, 
Spain,  France,  Belgium,  Germany, 
Switzerland,  Italy,  Austria  and  un- 
familiar areas  in  our  own  coun- 
try. This  pilgrimage  began  as  a 
faint  but  persistent  heartthrob 
some  three  years  prior  to  this  sun- 
ny day  in  July. 

Having  had  prior  military  expe- 
rience, I  was  drawn  to  the  mili- 
tary chaplaincy  by  what  I  felt 
were  challenging  opportunities  for 
the  church  in  an  area  of  Christian 
service  which,  at  that  time,  was 
untouched  by  our  denomination. 

For  a  time  the  possibility  of  pur- 
suing this  calling  began  to  appear 
remote  and  my  hopes  for  such  a 
ministry  were  reluctantly  set  aside. 
Without  a  word  of  preparation 
during  a  busy  day  of  pastoral  en- 
deavor, the  opportunity  to  enter 
the  United  States  Air  Force  chap- 
laincy came.  Making  the  decision 
was  not  an  easy  matter  in  spite 
of  my  heart's  certainty.  How  was 
I  to  break  the  news  to  my  con- 
gregation   (Canton,   Georgia)    who 


had  a  great  investment  in  me  and 
had  stood  by  me  in  support  of 
tasks  confronted  by  an  aggressive 
Christian  ministry? 

The  last  Sunday  morning  with 
my  congregation  was  bright  and 
calm  which  belied  the  feelings  in 
my  heart.  With  fond  farewells, 
reminiscent  of  those  experienced 
by  the  Apostle  Paul,  we  departed 
"in  God's  hands." 

My  ministry  in  the  United  States 
Air  Force  has  been  a  personal, 
threefold  thrust  of  endeavor:  spiri- 
tual and  emotional  development, 
academic  inquiry,  and  communi- 
cating the  realities  of  God's  love 
in  everyday  relationships.  The  quest 
for  spiritual/emotional  maturity, 
which  may  sound  redundant  to 
some,  has  been  for  me  a  stimulat- 
ing, enthralling  possibility.  My  in- 
terest in  academic  challenges  has 
been   specially   favored. 

Opportunities  have  "knocked  at 
my  door"  unexpected  and  un- 
sought, resulting  in  two  fine  pro- 
grams of  Clinical  Pastoral  Educa- 
tion, numerous  academic  explora- 
tions in  the  form  of  seminars; 
many  challenging,  professional  en- 
counters with  deeply,  devoted 
Christian    men    of    our    university 


systems;  and  work  toward  a  Mas- 
ter's degree  in  education.  Conse- 
quently, my  experiences  in  the 
foregoing  areas  have  served  me 
well  in  my  ultimate  goal  of  com- 
municating the  relevancy  of  Christ 
to  others  to  whom  I  desire  to  be 
a  Christian,  to  be  a  person  deeply 
concerned  and  responsive  to  hu- 
man need  wherever  I  find  it. 

This  ministry  has  proven  to  be 
decidedly  different,  in  context, 
than  that  of  the  civilian  pastorate, 
calling  for  a  predominantly  per- 
son-to-person ministry,  contrast- 
ing to  the  civilian,  minister-to-con- 
gregation predominance.  My  min- 
istry has  many  small,  unheralded, 
but  meaningful,  satisfactions 
which  serve  as  a  constant  remind- 
er to  me  of  the  need,  even  de- 
mand, for  continued  striving  for 
my  own  spiritual  growth. 

Thus,  in  turn,  I  may  serve  as  a 
resource  from  which  the  lost  may, 
in  his  loneliness,  experience  under- 
standing of  his  predicament,  con- 
solation, and  hope  for  his  spirit, 
healing  for  his  total  person  and 
direction  toward  fulfillment  of  his 
life  in  Christ. 

It  is  said  that  chaplains'  wives 
are  a  special  breed  of  women  who 
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have  an  extra,  undefinable  some- 
thing which  enables  them  to  sus- 
tain a  reasonable,  healthy,  Chris- 
tian perspective  in  spite  of  the 
crucial  demands  made  upon  them. 
Doris,  my  wife,  has  found  oppor- 
tunities in  religious  education  and 
youth  work  especially  attractive.  I 
recall  while  we  were  serving  in 
Spain  how  delighted  she  was  with 
her  work  among  the  young  people 
of  our  church  in  the  city  of  Ma- 
drid. Parenthetically,  it  is  our  hope 
to  return  to  Spain  upon  retirement 
from  the  chaplaincy. 

She  has  a  common  bond  with 
other  military  wives  when,  for  ex- 
tended periods,  she  has  had  to  as- 
sume the  role  of  father  and  moth- 
er, become  the  sole  budget  direc- 
tor at  the  most  unexpected  and 
least  favorable  times.  Disturbingly 
she  has  felt  chagrined  at  being 
kept  at  "social  distance"  by  other 
wives  because  of  her  husband's 
position.  She  contends  that  her 
most  humble  moments  are  when 
she  has  been  sought  out  as  a 
counselor  by  others  in  emotional 
crisis  situations.  Summarily,  for 
her,  the  victories  won  for  Christ 
make  anticipated  confrontations 
with  evil  an  even  more  construc- 
tive challenge. 

Our  children?  Our  oldest,  our 
son  Donald,  is  a  fine  Christian.  He 
is  married  to  an  Ohio  pastor's 
daughter,  Mary  Guynn,  and  is 
presently  serving  his  country  in 
Germany.  Our  oldest  daughter, 
Myrna,  a  sensitive  Christian,  also 
is  married  to  a  creative  Christian 
man  who  is  in  the  United  States 
Air  Force.  Whose  left?  A  daughter, 
Colette,  who  accepted  Christ  as  a 
young  child.  Now  fifteen  years  of 
age,  she  is  approaching  adulthood. 
As  we  reminisce  about  their  years 
while  we  have  served  in  the  chap- 
laincy, we  thank  God  for  their 
consecration  to  Christian  ideals. 

Now,  after  almost  twelve  years 
following  that  sunny  day  in  July, 
seemingly  such  a  short  time  ago, 
this  challenging  ministry  has  the 
same  exciting  "tug  at  my  heart- 
strings" to  serve  those  "away  from 
home,"  in  the  spiritual  sense  as 
well  as  in  the  human  connotation.* 


DISPUTS:  The Devils Deadly  Device 


By  MARGIE  SNOWDEN    NORTH 


NOT  LONG  AGO  I  heard 
something  I  thought  I 
would  never  have  to  hear. 
Someone  told  me  that  they  had 
attended  a  full  gospel  church  in 
which  the  members  were  in  such 
a  dispute  that  certain  ones  were 
not  even  on  speaking  terms.  "My 
brethren,  these  things  ought  not 
so   to   be." 

Can  you  imagine  this  church — 
some  members  on  one  side  of  the 
building  and  the  rest  on  the  other 
side — with  a  wall  of  strife  and 
envyings  between  them?  Now, 
imagine  their  pastor  standing  be- 
fore them  trying  to  preach  under 
the  anointing  of  the  Spirit  to  a 
divided  group.  Can  the  Holy  Spirit 
move  freely  in  a  situation  such 
as  this? 

Can  these  members  claim  to  be 
God's  children  without  first  empty- 
ing their  hearts  of  the  bitterness 
they  have  accumulated  toward  one 
another?  John  said,  "He  that  hat- 
eth  his  brother  is  in  darkness,  and 
walketh  in  darkness,  and  knoweth 
not  whither  he  goeth,  because  that 
darkness   hath   blinded   his   eyes." 

James  also  dealt  with  this  prob- 
lem in  his  epistle:  "For  where  en- 
vying and  strife  is,  there  is  con- 
fusion [tumult  or  unquietness] 
and  every  evil  work"  (James  3: 
16). 

I  never  expected  to  hear  of  a 
church  being  so  deeply  involved  in 
dispute.  But  Satan  is  cunning.  If 
he  cannot  keep  people  out  of  the 
church  then  he  will  attempt  to 
force  discord  into  it.  This  is  one  of 
his  most  potent  devices.  If  he  can 
keep  the  disagreement  going  until 
hearts  are  hardened  and  filled 
with  bitterness,  then  his  task  has 
been   accomplished. 

We  cannot  expect  God's  work  to 
flourish  if  His  people  are  unable 
to  work  together  in  harmony. 

We  cannot  expect  a  sinner  to  be- 
come convicted  of  his  sins  in  a 
church  where  some  are  engaged  in 


continued  dissent.  Make  no  mis- 
take in  this — no  one  escapes  un- 
scathed in  a  dispute.  Everyone  is 
hurt:  God,  His  work,  you,  your  fel- 
low Christian,  and  the  sinner  who 
turns  away  because  he  sees  con- 
tention in  your  life  instead  of  Je- 
sus. 

"For  the  wrath  of  man  worketh 
not  the  righteousness  of  God" 
(James  1:20).  "But  the  wisdom 
that  is  from  above  is  first  pure, 
then  peaceable,  gentle,  and  easy  to 
be  intreated,  full  of  mercy  and 
good  fruits,  without  partiality 
[wrangling],  and  without  hypoc- 
risy. And  the  fruit  of  righteous- 
ness is  sown  in  peace  of  them  that 
make  peace"  (James  3:17,  18).   • 
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Sands  of  Time 


By   RUBY   DUNCAN   TARRANCE 


1  GLANCED  OUT  of  the  win- 
dow at  the  snow-capped  Ken- 
tucky hills.  Methodically,  the 
bus  chugged  to  a  stop  at  the  small 
town  of  Piney  Fork.  A  howling 
wind  swept  through  my  uniform 
as  I  left  the  bus;  however,  it  was 
refreshing  after  living  in  the  stench 
and  filth  of  Vietnam. 

I  scanned  the  familiar  surround- 
ings for  someone  that  I  knew.  The 
thought  of  Leticia's  last  letter  sent 
a  panicky  beating  in  my  throat.  I 
had  written  asking  her  to  marry 
me.  She  had  answered,  "I'll  always 
love  you,  Stan,  but  I  can't  marry 
you." 

Suddenly,  there  was  Red  dressed 
in  a  suit  and  an  all  weather  coat. 
His  red  cowlick  was  slicked  down. 
He  caught  my  hand  in  a  viselike 
grip  and  said,  "Our  hero  has  ar- 
rived." 

Leticia  emerged  from  behind 
him.  Her  shoulder-length  blond 
hair  had  caught  a  snow  flurry,  and 
her  blue  eyes  dazzled  with  happi- 
ness. 

Her  hand  was  soft  beneath  my 
touch.  The  day  came  suddenly 
alive,  pulsing  with  joy.  My  hands 
were  roughened  from  crawling 
through  the  rice  paddies  of  Viet- 
nam. Apprehensively,  I  touched  her 
face.  She  squealed  and  her  breath 
came  in  gasps. 

"I'm  sorry,"  I  said,  "I'd  forgotten 
that  rough  skin  sends  you  into 
hysterics." 

Characteristically,  Red  laughed 
loudly,  "Remember  how  I  used  to 
tease  her  with  my  rough  hands." 


I  laughed,  "Those  were  the  days." 

Leticia  smiled,  "We  were  a  three- 
some." 

We  crowded  into  the  front  seat 
of  Red's  Volkswagen  with  Leticia 
between  us,  her  soft  hair  touched 
my  face.  When  I  was  overseas,  I 
had  kept  her  picture  pinned  in- 
side my  tent.  I  had  become  weary 
of  dodging  shrapnel,  but  the 
thought  of  her  inspired  me  to  fight 
for  survival.  I  had  won  a  medal  for 
bravery.  Then  I  had  been  sent 
home  with  trench  feet. 

After  Red  had  brought  the  Volks- 
wagen out  of  a  skid  I  said,  "How 
is   your   church?" 

He  said,  "We  finished  it — we  have 
a  white-framed  structure— quite  a 
contrast  to  the  brush  arbor  we 
worshiped  in  when  you  were  home 
on    furlough." 

"We  waited  about  dedicating  the 
church  until  you  came  home,"  Le- 
ticia said. 

"Why  did  you  wait  for  me?" 

"Because  we  were  always  a 
threesome." 

My  mind  filtered  back  to  the 
past  like  flipping  the  pages  of  a 
book.  Red  and  I  had  played  cow- 
boys and  Indians  with  Leticia  tag- 
ging at  our  heels.  When  we  were 
younger  we  resented  the  little 
tomboy,  but  when  we  grew  older 
we  competed  for  a  chance  to  car- 
ry her  across  the  creek. 

We  were  the  only  young  people 
to  attend  high  school  from  our 
community.  Her  parents  wouldn't 
permit  her  to  walk  the  four  miles 


to  school  unless  Red  or  I  accom- 
panied her. 

There  wasn't  but  one  thing  that 
we  hadn't  agreed  on — that  was  our 
religion.  Shortly,  after  we  had 
graduated  from  high  school  Red 
had  accepted  the  call  to  preach. 
Leticia  was  filled  with  enthusiasm. 
She  furnished  the  music  and  her 
beautiful  soprano  voice;  further- 
more, she  was  a  wonderful  Sun- 
day school  teacher. 

I  made  no  reservations  about 
my  doubts.  I  guess  I  wasn't  exact- 
ly an  atheist,  but  I  had  read  a 
lot  of  books  on  evolution.  I  really 
didn't  know  what  I  believed.  Red 
and  Leticia  pointed  out  the  way  of 
salvation  and  pleaded  with  me  to 
accept  Christ  before  I  left  for 
overseas. 

I  had  always  been  considered  the 
brain  of  the  threesome.  I  had 
graduated  valedictorian  of  my 
high  school  class  and  had  been  vot- 
ed the  boy  most  likely  to  succeed. 
On  class  night  a  fellow  graduate 
had  gazed  into  the  crystal  ball 
and  predicted  that  I  would  be  an- 
other Shakespeare. 

I  had  already  sold  a  couple  of 
short  stories.  I  had  always  consid- 
ered myself  a  self-sufficient  guy 
who  didn't  need  help  from  God. 
Leticia  had  written  saying,  "I  hope 
that  your  experience  over  there 
will  help  you  to  see  the  true  light." 
She  had  quoted  Scripture,  "The 
people  that  walked  in  darkness 
have  seen  a  great  light:  they  that 
dwell  in  the  land  of  the  shadow  of 
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death,  upon  them  hath  the  light 
shined"  (Isaiah  9:2). 

I  had  dwelt  in  the  land  of  the 
shadow  of  death  and  my  self-suf- 
ficient exterior  had  crumbled.  The 
light  had  penetrated  through  my 
warped  mind  and  I  had  been  con- 
vinced there  was  a  God.  I  had 
prayed,  "Lord,  send  me  back  to  the 
States  and  I'll  do  what  You  want 
me  to  do." 

Presently,  Red  brought  me  back, 
"Why  is  everyone  so  preoccupied? 
Have  I  scared  you  out  of  your  wits 
with    my    reckless    driving?" 

"I  was  just  reminiscing,"  I  said. 

Leticia  said,  "It  is  enough  to 
have  Stan  with  us." 

Red  stopped  to  let  Leticia  out  at 
her  home.  When  I  got  out  to  let 
her  out  I  said,  "I'll  see  you  later." 

Red  drove  ahead  through  the 
winter  wonderland.  I  said,  "You 
and  Leticia  are  quite  a  pair  in  the 
Lord's  work.  I  guess  you'll  be  get- 
ting married." 

"No,  she  is  like  a  sister  to  me. 
It  has  always  been  you — that  she 
really  loved." 

I  thought,  Does  she  really  love 
me?  She  doesn't  love  me  enough 
to  marry  me. 

Then  we  were  at  my  gate.  The 
white  bungalow  looked  the  same. 
Suddenly,  Mom  and  Dad  were 
there  and  Mom  was  standing  on 
tiptoes  to  kiss  me.  I  noticed  that 
Dad  had  aged  during  the  year  I 
had  been  in  Vietnam.  As  I  entered 
the  house,  the  fragrance  from 
Mom's  cooking  was  tantalizing. 

Later  I  went  to  Leticia's.  The 
house  shone  with  cleanliness.  We 
sat  near  the  comforting  warmth  of 
the  open  fire.  I  took  her  hand  and 
said,  "I've  waited  so  long  for  this. 
I  love  you  so  much." 

"I  love  you  too,  Stan." 

I  said  insistently  with  my  voice 
warm  with  persuasion.  "Enough  to 
marry  me?"  I  pulled  at  her  hand 
almost  pleading.  I  was  so  dis- 
traught that  I  touched  her  face 
again  with  my  rough  hands. 

She  caught  her  breath  then  she 
burst  into  tears,  "I  can't  marry 
you." 

"Why?"  I  asked. 

She  ran  her  hand  through  her 
hair  with  a  tired  unhappy  gesture. 
Reluctantly  she  said,  "I  can't  an- 


swer that  either." 

Then  the  telephone  shrilled.  Le- 
ticia answered. 

"No,  he  isn't  here,"  she  said,  "try 
the  church.  He  is  probably  over 
there  firing  the  furnace." 

She  replaced  the  receiver  in  the 
cradle  and  said,  "That  was  Mr. 
Burns  asking  for  Red.  He  wants 
him  to  take  his  wife  to  the  hos- 
pital." 

As  I  left  Leticia  said,  "I'll  see  you 
at  the  dedication  service  tomor- 
row." 

When  I  arrived  at  the  church 
the  next  morning,  everyone  was 
talking  about  dedicating  the 
church  and  naming  it  John  Paul's 
Chapel  in  honor  of  Red.  Plans  were 
being  made  to  place  a  metal  plate 
on  the  brick  bulletin  board  with 
an  inscription  about  Red  building 
the  church. 

Someone  said,  "Mrs.  Burns  has  a 
boy.  It  was  born  shortly  after  Red 
got  her  to  the  hospital.  She  named 
it  John  Paul." 

The  smell  of  new  wood  filled  my 
nostrils  as  I  entered  the  church. 
Leticia  played  the  organ  and  the 
choir  sang,  "The  Church's  One 
Foundation." 

The  elderly  minister  commented 
in  his  sermon,  "Brother  John  Paul 
has  accomplished  more  in  his 
twenty-two  years  than  most  of  us 
achieve  in  a  lifetime.  He  has  al- 
ready won  many  converts  and  has 
left  his  mark  in  the  sands  of 
time." 

I  thought,  I've  always  wanted  to 
leave  my  mark  in  the  sands  of 
time,  It  was  I  who  was  voted  the 
most  likely  to  succeed  back  in  high 
school.  I  can  never  be  the  unselfish 
person  that  Red  is;  consequently, 
I  must  always  walk  in  his  shad- 
ow. 

After  the  dedication  I  drove  Le- 
ticia home.  Trying  again  I  said, 
"Leticia,  let's  get  married!" 

Leticia  was  crying  with  her  face 
pressed  tight  against  my  shoulder. 

"Don't  cry,  honey.  I  only  asked 
you  because  of — Leticia!" 

After  I  had  arrived  home  I  went 
to  my  room  and  dusted  off  my  old 
typewriter.  I  picked  up  my  manu- 
script that  I  had  started  in  Viet- 
nam. 

I   thought,   So  Red   has  left   his 


mark  in  the  sands  of  time.  Maybe 
Leticia  rejected  me  because  I  didn't 
measure  up  to  Red.  When  this 
story  is  published,  then  maybe  she 
will  agree  to  be  my  wife. 

I  tried  to  collect  my  wits  so  I 
could  continue  my  story,  but  I  re- 
lived the  scene  with  Leticia.  It  was 
puzzling  why  she  had  refused  to 
marry  me  when  she  obviously  loved 
me. 

I  went  back  to  church  that  night. 
Red  was  standing  in  the  pulpit  of 
the  church  that  bore  his  name. 
The  text  of  his  sermon  was,  "For 
what  shall  it  profit  a  man,  if  he 
shall  gain  the  whole  world,  and 
lose  his  own  soul?"    (Mark  8:36). 

It  dawned  on  me  that  accept- 
ing Christ  was  the  best  way  to  live, 
too;  it  offered  a  home  in  heaven. 
I  had  been  considered  a  hero  over- 
seas, but  I  had  been  drafted  into 
the  service  of  my  country.  Red  had 
volunteered  his  service  on  the  home 
field. 

The  choir  sang,  "What  Would 
You  Give  in  Exchange?"  I  sat 
there  drenched  in  cold  perspira- 
tion, despite  the  chilliness  of  the 
church.  Red  made  an  altar  call. 
Then  I  got  up  and  walked  humbly 
down  the  aisle  and  gave  Red  my 
hand. 

Red  and  I  knelt  on  the  cold 
floor  in  the  altar.  Red  prayed  in 
his  exuberating  voice.  Then  he 
said,  "You  pray,  Stan." 

I  prayed  in  a  faltering  voice, 
"Lord,  I  realize  that  I'm  a  sinner. 
Forgive  me  of  my  sins.  Amen." 

I  felt  an  exhilarating  joy  shoot 
through  me.  I  got  to  my  feet  ac- 
knowledging Christ  as  my  Saviour. 
Leticia  was  standing  there  with 
the  tears  streaming  down  her 
cheeks. 

Later  we  stood  before  the  fire  in 
Leticia's  home.  My  breath  was 
short  in  my  throat  and  my  hands 
were  trembling.  "You  never  did  ex- 
plain why  you  couln't  marry  me," 
I  said. 

"I  couldn't  marry  you  because 
you  weren't  a  Christian.  I  can 
marry  you  now." 

With  happiness  overwhelming 
me,  I  hugged  her  hard  against  my 
chest  and  said,  "I  feel  as  if  I've 
made  my  first  mark  in  the  sands 
of  time."  • 
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A  Bold  Look  Into  the  Challenging: 

World  of  Twentieth-Century 

Youth 

The  Role  of  the  Church 
in   Sex   Education 


Carol  Nivens,  age  19:  I  am  deep- 
ly concerned  about  the  matter  of 
sex  education  today.  The  teaching 
on  sex  in  public  schools  has 
caused  many  young  people  to 
be  led  astray  and  to  form  improp- 
er attitudes.  I  feel  that  this  aspect 
(symbol)  of  love  should  be  taught 
in  connection  with  God's  will  for 
our  lives,  for  it  was  given  to  us  by 
Him. 

We  as  young  people  then  would 
fully  realize  that  sex  is  not  some- 
thing to  be  downgraded,  but  some- 
thing that  can  add  spiritual  mean- 
ing and  expression  to  life.  The 
church,  I  feel,  should  show  more 
concern  about  sex  education  be- 
cause it  would  provide  sound  guid- 
ance in  a  very  perplexing  area  of 
our  life. 


Dennis    Watson,    age    18:    As    a 

teen-ager,  I  am  often  confronted 
with  the  question  of  how  sex  edu- 
cation should  be  conducted.  I  be- 
lieve that  this  is  a  matter  of  deep 
concern  to  the  young  people  of  our 
church  today.  With  all  the  sex  on 
television,  and  the  emphasis  on 
sex  in  the  world,  we  are  faced  with 
big  decisions  about  the  future.  I 
feel  that  in  some  homes  parents 
are  neglecting  to  fully  answer  ques- 
tions and  to  advise  on  sex  prob- 
lems. The  church  has  a  tremen- 
dous responsibility  in  helping  us  to 
develop  proper  attitudes  toward 
sex  and  to  understand  its  rela- 
tionship to  our  spiritual  lives. 


By  FLOYD  D.   CAREY 


Lawana  Rice,  age  17:  I  believe 
that  the  church  should  have  a 
part  in  our  sex  education.  If  the 
school  teaches  the  biological  as- 
pects, then  surely  the  church 
should  teach  the  ethical  and  spiri- 
tual aspects.  Sex  is  suggested  in 
almost  everything  today.  The 
church  should  have  the  most  im- 
portant part  of  everything  in  a 
young  person's  life,  including  his 
sex  education. 
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Becky  Shaw,  age  16:  I  think 
that  sex  education  should  be 
taught  in  a  special  class  for  teen- 
agers at  church.  We  do  not  have 
sex  education  classes  at  our  high 
school,  and  it  is  very  seldom,  dis- 
cussed at  home.  The  only  way  we 
hear  about  it  or  get  a  chance  to 
discuss  it  is  among  friends.  We  all 
have  different  ideas,  and  we  don't 
know  what  is  really  right. 


Eddie  Hawkins,  age  17:  There 
are  many  teens  in  the  church  who 
do  not  know  the  true  meaning  of 
sex.  For  this  reason,  the  church 
should  play  an  active  role  in  sex 
education.  Christian  teens  should 
not  be  forced  to  find  out  about  sex 
from  sinners,  for  most  likely  they 
will  receive  wrong  impressions  and 
ideas.  Young  people  are  depending 
on  the  church.  We  want  to  do  what 
is  right. 


Myra  Dillinger,  age  18:  The  at- 
titude that  young  people  develop 
toward  sex  is  something  that  will 
affect  them  for  the  rest  of  their 
lives.  Sex  education  is  very  impor- 
tant in  public  schools,  but  I  feel 
that  the  church  has  something  to 
offer  that  public  schools  do  not. 
The  church  has  leaders  who  really 
care  and  understand.  Sex  educa- 
tion, taught  in  its  right  perspec- 
tive, would  help  to  strengthen  the 
relationship  between  the  church 
and  her  young  people.  It  would 
also  help  them  to  develop  a  healthy, 
holy,  and  God-pleasing  attitude  to- 
ward sex. 


Steve  Leverette,  age  17:  I  would 
like  to  endorse  Esther  Murray's  re- 
marks on  the  youth  rebellion  and 
its  impact  on  the  church.  Many 
adults  form  opinions  before  they 
are  aware  of  all  the  facts.  By 
working  together  in  the  church  a 
better  understanding  of  each  other 
could  be  formed.  This  would  in- 
crease harmony  and  a  better 
church  program. 


Annual  Youth  Week  Observance 


UR  NATIONAL  Youth  Week 
I  was  a  great  success  at  the 
Bridgeview  Church  of  God. 
About  a  month  before  Youth  Week, 
we  put  the  announcement  in  the 
Spotlight  in  every  church  bulletin 
each  week  and  mailed  them  to  ev- 
eryone on  our  mailing  list.  Besides 
this,  we  wrote  a  letter  to  every 
young  person  we  knew,  or  knew 
about,  using  his  first  name  and 
inviting  him  personally  to  attend 
our  Youth  Week  services.  We  ob- 
tained a  number  of  names  from 
our  own  young  people  who  had 
friends  and  acquaintainces  at 
school  and  work.  We  sent  out  two 
hundred  letters. 

The  week  of  special  services  be- 
gan with  Youth  Sunday.  During 
the  Sunday  School  hour,  the  teens 
replaced  the  teachers  of  the  class- 
es and  served  as  officers.  During 
the  morning  worship,  the  youth 
filled  the  choir,  played  the  organ 
and  piano,  and  directed  the  sing- 
ing. We  were  privileged  to  have  a 
youth  trio  from  the  Chicago  Bible 
College  for  both  morning  and  eve- 
ning services.  One  of  the  young 
men  preached  for  us  in  both  of 
these  services. 

On  Monday  night  from  seven  un- 
til eight,  the  young  people  led  in 
a  discussion  on  prayer.  They  dis- 
cussed asking  the  blessing  in  pub- 
lic places  and  praying  when  visit- 
ing or  spending  the  night  with  a 
friend — whether  to  pray  aloud  or 
quietly. 

On  Tuesday,  the  pastor  spoke  for 
thirty  minutes  on  worship — what  it 
really  is,  and  how  one  may  enter 
into  it.  This  was  followed  by  a 
thirty-minute  discussion  by  the 
teens. 

On  Wednesday,  our  Family 
Training  Hour  service,  proved  to 
be  very  enlightening.  A  ten-minute 
talk,  "Bridging  the  Generation 
Gap,"  was  presented  by  an  adult, 
followed  by  a  ten-minute  talk  by 
a  teen-ager  who  told  how  they  can 


receive  guidance,  advice,  and  spiri- 
tual strength  from  older  Christians. 
Then  we  had  a  general  discussion. 
Most  teens  and  adults  felt  that 
there  was  practically  no  genera- 
tion gap  between  Christian  teens 
and  Christian   adults. 

On  Thursday  Mayor  Oremus 
spoke  to  the  teens  on  "Good  Citi- 
zenship." Then  followed  a  period 
for  questions  and  discussions  on 
dope  (whether  or  not  they  should 
report  someone  who  was  a  user  or 
pusher)  and  civic  affairs  of  the 
community.  There  were  fifty-eight 
teen-agers  between  the  ages  of 
twelve  and  twenty  who  were  pres- 
ent on  that  night. 

On  Friday,  Dr.  Russel  Meade, 
president  of  the  Chicago  Bible  Col- 
lege, spoke  on  "Vocational  Guid- 
ance." After  this  very  informative 
presentation,  the  teens  asked  ques- 
tions and  discussed  vocations  that 
had  the  most  opportunity  for  ad- 
vancement, et  cetera. 

Saturday  was  the  climax  of  the 
entire  week.  The  teens  met  at  the 
church  at  one  thirty  in  the  after- 
noon to  receive  instructions  and 
then  left  in  three  different  groups 
to  pass  out  tracts  in  several  dif- 
ferent areas  of  the  city.  Some  went 
to  shopping  centers  while  others 
went  from  door  to  door.  They  re- 
turned encouraged  and  thrilled 
with  the  opportunity  which  they 
had  had  to  witness  for  the  Lord. 
At  five  o'clock  a  supper  was  pre- 
pared for  them,  following  which 
was  a  period  of  recreation. 

Our  attendance  throughout  the 
week  never  dropped  below  twenty- 
eight;  and  on  Wednesday,  at  our 
Family  Training  Hour  service,  the 
attendance  was  about  one  hundred. 

Our  teens  are  still  talking  about 
this  wonderful  week.  I  believe  it 
brought  out  the  best  in  all  of  them. 
As  a  result  of  this  week's  activities, 
the  teen-agers  have  been  more  ac- 
tive in  our  church  services.   • 
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AT  ALL  TIMES 

When  the  sun  shines  through  the  big  plum-colored 
vase,  I'm  reminded  again  of  what  it  means  to  me. 
I  had  been  convalescing  from  a  long  illness.  My  hus- 
band was  scheduled  to  be  away  on  a  two-week  business 
trip;  and  though  I  was  still  weak,  I  was  determined 
to  take  over  the  care  of  the  children  and  the  house 
myself. 

Looking  back,  I  can  see  how  the  children  tried  to 
help.  Twelve-year-old  Mary  mothered  her  two  younger 
brothers.  Tom  and  Jim  tried  to  be  quiet  and  con- 
siderate. But  as  the  week  wore  on,  I  grew  irritable 
and  impatient.  Nobody  could  do  anything  to  please 
me.  "Why  don't  they  wash  the  dishes  clean?  They 
could  have  dusted  better.  There's  always  smudgy 
finger  prints  on  the  cellar  door." 

Thinking  of  my  birthday,  a  few  days  away,  Mary 
asked,  "Mom.  is  there  something  special  you  would 
really  like?" 

"I'd  rather  forget  it,"  I   snapped. 

Hurt  and  disappointment  clouded  Mary's  face. 

When  she  came  in  the  door  the  next  afternoon, 
Mary  said.  "Mom,  Linda  Frazier  asked  me  if  I  could 
go  downtown  with  her  and  her  mother  Saturday? 
Could  I?  They  won't  be  gone  long." 

"Oh,  I  guess  so,"  I  said,  tiredly. 

Saturday  found  Mary  hurrying  through  her  house- 
hold chores,  anxious  to  be  off  on  the  shopping  trip 
with  the  Fraziers.  When  she  returned  later,  I  roused 
from  a  nap  and  heard  the  children  whispering.  Then 
Mary's    admonishing,    "Shush!    Remember." 

Right  after  breakfast,  Sunday  morning,  they  all 
disappeared  into  Mary's  room.  Soon  they  came  out, 
carefully  carrying  a  large,  round  package  wrap- 
ped in  tissue. 

"Happy  birthday,  Mom,"  they  chorused. 

Pushing  the  dishes  to  the  center  of  the  table,  I 
started  unwrapping  the  present.  A  lump  came  to 
my  throat  as  the  fragile,  plum-colored  vase  emerged. 

Sweeping  my  children  into  my  arms,  I  vowed  never 
again  to  be  so  cross.  When  I  had  been  the  most 
unlovable,  they  had  tried  hardest  to  prove  their  love. 
They  had  used  their  hoarded  allowance  to  purchase 
a  special  gift  for  me. 

How  wonderful  that  God's  love,  too,  is  unfailing 
when  we  are  the  most  unlovable. 

— Florence  Ostrander 
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FAMILY 
TRAINING  HOUR. 
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THE  MINISTRY 
ince  the  turn  of  the  century  the  Church  of  God 
has  ministered  to  its  youth  through  the  Sunday  school. 
However,  it  was  not  until  the  decade  of  the  Twenties 
that  local  churches  began  having  youth  services.  Then 
in  1929  the  general  church  launched  its  Young  Peo- 
ple's Endeavor  (YPE),  which  was  destined  to  mold 
young  lives  throughout  the  church  by  teaching,  win- 
ning, and  training  them  for  Christian  service.  That 
same  year  the  Lighted  Pathway  was  begun  as  a 
youth  magazine  and  was  later  dedicated  to  the  Young 
People's  Endeavor.  For  years  the  Lighted  Pathivay  reg- 
ularly carried  youth  programs  designed  for  use  in 
YPE.  Then  in  1953  the  Pilot,  a  program  manual  for 
youth  services,  was  begun. 

During  the  last  decade  YPE  developed  more  and 
more  into  a  service  for  the  entire  family.  Assuming 
the  title,  Family  Training  Hour,  the  meeting  time 
was  often  closely  departmentalized  so  that  each  at- 
tendant might  receive  instruction  on  his  own  level. 

THE  METHOD 
Family  Training  Hour  meets  in  most  churches  on 
Wednesday   night,   though  some    local   congregations 
prefer  Friday  or  Saturday   nights.   The   organization 
of  the  service  may  be  as  follows: 

Ages  0-1  Cradle  Nursery       2  sponsors 

Ages  2-3  Nursery  2  sponsors 

Ages  4-5  Kindergarten  2  sponsors 

Ages  6-8  Primary  2  sponsors 

Ages  9-11  Junior  2  sponsors 

Ages  12-14  Junior  High  2  sponsors 

Ages  15-17  Senior  High  2  sponsors 

College  and  Career  2  sponsors 

Special  Studies  2  sponsors 

Deeper  Life  (prayer  service)  Pastor 

The  attendants  usually  go  from  their  cars  directly 
to  their  meeting  rooms.  Once  in  their  rooms,  and  after 
Scripture  reading  and  prayer,  the  various  groups  be- 
gin their  study  for  the  evening.  A  typical  Family 
Training  Hour  starts  at  7  p.m.  and  lasts  until  7:50 
whereupon  all  study  groups  go  into  the  sanctuary  for 
the  closing  assembly.  Some  churches  have  their  junior, 
youth,  and  adult  choir  practice  afterwards,  thus  pack- 


ing all  of  their  midweek  church  meetings  into  one 
night. 

THE  MATERIAL 

Curriculum  for  Family  Training  Hour  has  been  a 
problem  for  years.  The  Pilot,  being  designed  to  reach 
juniors  with  its  children  programs,  and  to  reach 
teen-agers  with  its  youth  programs,  is  not  graded 
closely  enough  to  adequately  fill  the  total  need  for 
curriculum.  However,  the  Pilot  is  a  fine  supplement, 
and  many  churches  use  it  to  good  advantage.  The 
Church  of  God  now  has  excellent  program  materials 
for  the  following  groups:  Junior  High,  Senior  High, 
College  and  Career,  and  Adult. 

Though  we  now  stock  Family  Training  Hour  ma- 
terials for  the  Kindergarten,  Primary,  and  Junior 
departments,  we  are  in  the  process  of  building  a  totally 
new  curriculum  for  these  areas.  The  new  junior  ma- 
terials will  be  ready  for  use  by  September,  1971,  and 
the  new  primary  curriculum  will  be  available  Sep- 
tember, 1972.  These  materials  will  incorporate  the 
latest  concepts  in  Christian  education  and  will  be  prac- 
tical,  thorough,    and    complete. 

THE  MOTIVE 

YPE  has  evolved  from  being  a  service  exclusively 
for  children  and  young  people  to  one  that  includes 
the  entire  family.  Though  the  need  of  involving  and 
training  children  and  youth  is  strongly  emphasized, 
the  meeting  has  been  expanded  to  include  adults.  The 
church  feels  that  in  the  midst  of  today's  heavy  em- 
phasis on  secularism  to  the  near  total  exclusion  of  the 
spiritual  needs  of  man,  the  adult  should  have  a 
midweek  time  for  study,  worship,  and  reflection.  For 
example,  in  a  local  Family  Training  Hour  recently  a 
competent  person  led  an  adult  group  discussion  for 
several  Wednesday  nights  on  the  subject,  "Sermons 
from  Simon:  Every  Man  in  the  Life  of  Peter."  The 
series  was  well  attended  and  was  a  genuine  challenge. 

The  Family  Training  Hour  is  designed  to  involve 
the  entire  local  fellowship  in  an  evening  of  training, 
indoctrination,  and  inspiration.  It  insists  that  each 
person  arrange  his  week's  activities  so  as  to  give  one 
evening  to  study  and  worship  in  God's  house.  Family 
Training  Hour  is  fulfilling  a  vital  need  in  many  con- 
gregations throughout  the  country.    • 
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WHAT 

MY  FAMILY 

MEANS 

TOME 


By  WILLIAM  W.   PRATHER 


The  family  is  the  oldest  human 
institution.  God  Himself  started 
the  family  in  Genesis  2:18,  21-24. 
Entire  civilizations  have  survived  or 
disappeared,  depending  on  the 
family,  whether  or  not  it  was 
strong  or  weak.  In  the  course  of 
life  most  people  belong  to  two 
families — the  first  as  children,  the 
second  as  parents.  We  are  born  in- 
to the  first  family,  but  we  estab- 
lish the  second.  In  the  first  fam- 
ily we  have  no  choice  of  birth, 
race,  or  any  circumstances  of  life; 
nevertheless,  our  obligation  is  to 
love,  honor,  and  obey.  In  the  sec- 
ond family,  however,  we  have  the 
reins  in  our  hands;  we  do  the 
choosing  and  the  decisions  and  re- 
sponsibilities are  ours. 

My  second  family  was  started  on 
December  18,  1946.  When  I  re- 
turned home  from  military  service, 
I  attended  the  Church  of  God 
school  in  Sevierville,  Tennessee — 
then  called  BTS  (Bible  Training 
School).  While  there  I  met  Myrtle 
Mincey  from  Fort  Lauderdale,  Flor- 
ida, and  we  were  married  in  the 
college  auditorium  on  December  18, 
1946.  From  that  point  on  we  be- 
gan to  build  a  Christian  home  to- 
gether. After  graduating  from  Lee 
College  in  1950,  my  wife  and  I 
worked  in  the  college  bookstore  for 
a  year. 

In  the  guidance  of  the  Lord,  we 
left  school  and  moved  to  Atlanta, 
Georgia,  and  looked  forward  to  the 


birth  of  our  first  child.  During  my 
wife's  early  pregnancy,  she  had 
German  measles.  Her  doctor  in- 
formed us  that  in  most  such  cases, 
the  child  is  born  with  some  type 
defect.  With  the  prayer  and  coun- 
sel of  a  wonderful  pastor,  our 
faith  mounted  up  strong  in  those 
dark  days.  Together,  we  three 
dared  to  trust  the  Lord,  even 
though  during  delivery  the  doctor 
again  told  me  that  our  baby  would 
not  be  normal.  But  faith  prevailed, 
and  today  we  have  a  strong, 
healthy,  6-foot- 1 -inch  young  man. 
How  could  we  do  less  than  build  a 
Christian  home  for  this  wonderful 
gift  from  the  Lord?  Just  three 
years  after  the  birth  of  our  son, 
our  home  was  again  blessed;  this 
time  with  the  birth  of  a  beauti- 
ful baby  girl. 

Through  these  years  my  family 
has  been  very  close  and  dear  to  me. 
My  wife,  as  companion,  shares  the 
load,  the  joys,  and  the  sorrows.  In 
Genesis  the  Lord  said  that  He 
would  make  Adam  an  "helpmeet," 
and  this  is  exactly  what  my  wife 
has  been  to  me.  Before  the  chil- 
dren came  along,  we,  as  is  true 
with  most  young  married  couples, 
did  as  we  pleased — as  far  as  our 
going  out,  eating,  sleeping,  et  cet- 
era. But  having  the  responsibility 
of  the  children  changed  all  this  for 
us.  All  of  a  sudden  we  were  no 
longer  just  husband  and  wife;  we 
were    parents.    Now    the    Lord    re- 


quired not  only  that  we  commit 
our  lives  to  Him,  but  that  we  as- 
sume the  responsibility  of  teaching 
and  rearing  two  children  for  Him — 
in  His  way.  What  a  wonderful  op- 
portunity and  responsibility. 

My  present  job  requires  that  I 
travel  five  days  a  week,  and  at  this 
time  I  am  back  in  Sevierville  where 
it  all  began  nearly  twenty-four 
years  ago.  It  is  not  our  desire  that 
our  family  be  separated,  but  this 
seems  to  be  part  of  life's  ways.  Yet, 
we  are  learning  and  understand- 
ing more  of  the  Lord's  ways,  and 
that  is  most  important.  In  my  ab- 
sence, naturally  the  load  of  family 
responsibilities  many  times  falls 
heavily  on  my  wife  at  home,  but 
the  Lord  has  been  very  near  and 
dear  to  her  and  the  children.  In  all 
this,  we  have  been  drawn  closer 
to  each  other,  and  we  appreciate 
each  other  more. 

The  Word  of  God  fulfills  all  that 
is  needed  in  our  lives.  It  molds 
us  as  a  family  and  as  an  individ- 
ual. We  cannot  always  see  tomor- 
row for  the  dust  of  today;  yet,  God 
has  led  us  through  many  joys  and 
sorrows,  and  He  opens  our  eyes  to 
see  Him. 

My  wife  Myrtle,  my  son  David, 
and  my  daughter  Kathy  are  the 
ones  the  Lord  has  given  me  for 
my  family.  Through  them  He  has 
taught  me  many  things,  espe- 
cially about  love  and  our  need  for 
each  other.  They  are  part  of  what 
God  has  planned  for  my  life,  and 
I  love  them  very  dearly. 

Next  to  the  Lord  and  His  king- 
.  dom,  my  family  is  my  life.  Through 
them  I  have  learned  how  to  love 
and  how  to  be  loved,  how  to  give 
and  how  to  receive,  how  to  bless 
and  how  to  be  blessed.  My  heart 
will  always  be  thankful  to  the 
Lord  for  this  wonderful  gift— my 
family.   • 
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By  DAVID  M.  GRIFFIS 


In  the  Apostle  Paul's  Second 
Epistle  to  Timothy  we  find  a  com- 
mendation to  a  family.  "When  I 
call  to  remembrance  the  unfeigned 
faith  that  is  in  thee,  which  dwelt 
first  in  thy  grandmother  Lois,  and 
thy  mother  Eunice;  and  I  am  per- 
suaded that  in  thee  also"  (2  Tim- 
othy 1:5). 

Here  we  find  the  greatest  heri- 
tage a  family  could  leave  to  a 
young  man — heritage  pure  and  in- 
corruptible, that  would  last  for  an 
eternity.  No  will  ever  drawn  up  by 
a  lawyer  could  leave  such  a  heri- 
tage to  a  loved  one,  for  this  heri- 
tage of  unfeigned  faith  in  God  is 
the  richest  treasure  possessed  by 
man. 

Though  my  family  has  given  me 
many  treasured  gifts,  I  consider 
none  as  valuable  as  this  faith  in 
God.  It  came  in  the  form  of  love 
when,  as  just  a  chubby-fisted 
baby,  I  sought  for  the  security  an 
infant  seeks  for.  As  just  a  small 
child  I  remember  Mother  taking 
the  big  blue  book  down  off  the 
shelf  just  before  bedtime  and  read- 
ing the  old  stories  of  the  Bible 
written  in  the  language  of  chil- 
dren. I  sat  mystified  as  she  read 
those  stories.  I  thrilled  at  the 
wonders  of  God  shown  through 
heroes  such  as  Gideon,  David,  Sam- 
son, Daniel,  and  Joshua.  Night  after 
night  I  would  go  to  bed  imagining 
myself  in  the  lion's  den,  or  facing 
Goliath,  or  marching  around 
Jericho.  Even  as  a  child  though,  I 


marveled  at  the  wonderful  works 
of  these  men.  I  saw  that  they  all 
looked  to  God  as  the  source  of  their 
strength.  For  this  reason,  at  an 
early  age  I  saw  my  need  of  help 
from  a  higher  power.  Never  did  I 
go  to  bed  without  first  kneeling  to 
say  my  prayers — and  oh,  how  I 
prayed.  Everybody  from  my  school- 
teacher, my  family,  my  next  door 
neighbor  to  the  family  dog  was  in- 
cluded. There  was  no  insincerity; 
I  just  felt  the  need  of  this  higher 
power 

As  I  grew  older,  though  evening 
devotions  still  continued,  I  began  to 
read  more  of  the  Bible  for  myself. 
Here  as  I  dug  into  the  word  of  the 
Bible,  I  not  only  found  heroes  but 
I  found  fallen  men.  I  saw  the  works 
of  Satan  in  the  lives  of  men,  and 
it  caused  great  fear  in  my  heart; 
for  I  was  passing  from  the  in- 
nocence of  childhood  to  the  stormy 
waters  of  adolescence. 

Many  nights  I  arose  from  my 
sleep  and  knelt  beside  my  bed;  I 
asked  God  not  to  let  me  fall  into 
sin.  Night  after  night  I  remember 
going  into  Mom  and  Dad's  room, 
kneeling  beside  their  bed,  and 
asking  them  to  pray  for  me.  I  could 
always  sleep  peacefully  after  that. 

When  I  entered  high  school,  it 
seemed  my  whole  world  was  shak- 
en. Here  sin  presented  itself  with- 
out cover,  and  temptation  lay  at 
every  door.  Again  my  family  came 
to  my  rescue  in  this  seemingly 
helpless  transitional  period  of  life. 


Many  times  when  I  went  to  my 
dad's  study,  I  would  hear  his  deep 
voice  talking  to  God  about  his  fam- 
ily and  his  church.  It  seemed  to 
me  that  he  could  pray  as  no  one 
else  could.  Every  time  I  heard  him 
preach  during  those  years  it 
seemed  the  sermon  was  directed 
right  toward  me. 

The  closeness  of  a  father  and 
his  son  is  invaluable  during  high 
school  years.  The  talks  my  dad  and 
I  had  were  the  source  of  my 
strength  during  that  time.  He 
talked  of  the  richness  of  serving 
God  and  the  responsibility  to  one's 
family,  church,  and  self.  When  he 
began  to  talk  about  being  a  teen- 
ager and  the  problems  that  went 
with  it,  I  almost  wondered  if  he 
hadn't  been  one  himself.  He 
seemed  to  know  everything  about 
me  and  what  made  me  tick.  I  knew 
then  there  must  be  something  to 
this    religion    business. 

When  I  was  sixteen,  I  received 
my  first  deep  experience  with  the 
Lord;  and  from  that  time  on,  my 
life  was  changed.  God  called  me  to 
preach  at  age  sixteen,  and  now 
more  than  ever  I  realize  what  my 
family  heritage  has  meant  to  me. 

Now  in  college,  I  still  draw 
strength  from  the  talks  and 
prayers  of  my  childhood.  I  still  long 
to  be  like  the  biblical  heroes  of  old 
and  look  to  their  lives  as  a  map 
for  my  own  life.  My  family  means 
more  to  me  than  ever  before,  for 
this  bond  of  faith  that  binds  us 
cannot  be  severed  by  time  or  dis- 
tance. "For  me  to  live  is  Christ,  and 
to  die  is  gain"  (Philippians  1:2).  • 
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My 
Family 


By  MRS.   L.   E.   HOLDMAN 


"Do  you  take  this  man  .  .  .?"  A 
shy,  "I  do";  a  one-room  furnished 
apartment  made  available  to  be 
used  as  a  parsonage  for  the  small 
church  we  took  to  pastor — and  life 
was  wonderful.  Thirty-odd  years, 
other  churches,  and  five  children 
later,  life  is  still  full  of  zest  and 
wonderment. 

My  family  has  brought  meaning 
and  excitement  to  me.  Their  ac- 
complishments have  lifted  me  to 
plains  of  pride  and  ecstasy.  Their 
hurts  have  made  me  walk  softly 
before  God,  for  I  knew  that  they 
were  in  the  "Potter's  hands"  being 
reshaped  into  vessels  which  would 
be  more  profitable  in  His  service. 
Knowing  that  they  are  all  serv- 
ing God  brings  me  again  and  again 
to  my  knees  in  humble  but  joyous 
thanksgiving. 

If  I  were  to  try  to  define  the 
measure  of  happiness  my  family 
has  given  me,  I'm  sure  it  would  be 
an  impossibility.  Thinking  back,  I 
would  have  to  say  that  there  were 
two  outstanding  contributors  to  our 
serenity:  the  Bible  and  the  church 
—the  three  are  inseparable. 

Together  God's  Word  has  been 
our  anchor.  When  Satan  sent  mas- 
sive waves  of  doubt  to  try  to  en- 
gulf any  member  of  the  family,  the 
anchor  held  firm.  When  the  forces 
of  evil  would  have  distorted  and 
misconstrued  the  positive,  a  tear- 
stained  Bible  emerged  the  victor. 

As  a  family,  God's  church  has 
been  our  maintenance.  Its  times  of 
spiritual  refreshing  have  nurtured 
us.  Its  low  tides  have  stabilized  us. 
The  joys,  the  pathos,  and  often 
humorous  incidents  associated  with 
pastoring  have  been  our  teacher. 

Early  the  children  learned  the 
lesson  of  kindness  and  thoughtful- 
ness  from  their  father.  Early  they 


Alan  Cllburn 


practiced  gratitude  and  considera- 
tion: 

"That  sure  was  a  good  dinner, 
Mom." 

"Thanks,  Mom,  for  ironing  my 
shirt,"  were  words  that  made  life 
pleasant. 

There  has  been  no  "communi- 
cation gap" — a  phrase  worn  thin 
today  by  parents  and  youth  alike. 
I  have  no  explanation  for  this,  but 
it  was  possibly  due  to  the  fact 
that  we  were  all  big  talkers,  except 
for  Dad  who  was  the  quiet,  reflec- 
tive type  to  whom  they  could  (and 
still  do  i  take  their  serious  prob- 
lems. 

With  five  children  and  usually  a 
partial  menagerie;  with  hasty  de- 
cisions, such  as  all  going  to  the 
park  to  cook  and  eat  breakfast  on 
Saturday  morning,  or  having  a 
weiner  roast  in  the  front  room 
fireplace,  life  has  never  been  dull. 
Now  with  letters,  telephone  calls, 
visits,  a  younger  one  yet  at  home, 
along  with  a  spoiled  black  poodle, 
I  find  no  time  for  apathy. 

My  children's  love,  respect,  and 
gentleness;  their  enthusiasm  for 
their  jobs;  their  vivacity  in  their 
life's  calling  all  tend  to  make  me 
a  very  rich  person.   • 

Note:  The  Holdman's  eldest  daugh- 
ter is  married  to  a  Church  of  God 
minister  who  is  preparing  to  enter 
the  Air  Force  as  a  chaplain.  The 
next  daughter  is  married  to  a 
Church  of  God  minister  who  is  now 
studying  at  Lee  College  and  de- 
sires to  return  to  Turkey  for  mis- 
sion work.  (He  was  once  stationed 
there  in  the  Air  Force.)  The  next 
two  children,  sons,  are  Church  of 
God  ministers;  and  the  youngest, 
a  teen-age  daughter,  has  aspira- 
tions of  full-time  Christian  service. 


Family 
Training  Hour 

A  New  Day  for 
Curriculum 

By  JAMES  E.   HUMBERTSON 


FAMILY 
TRAINING  HOUR. 


NEW  DAY  has  dawned  for 
Family  Training  Hour 
(YPE)  sessions  as  new  and 
challenging  curricular  materials 
are  made  available. 

The  arrival  of  a  new  and  prom- 
ising curriculum  built  on  sound 
theological  and  educational  found- 
ations, follows  close  on  the  heels  of 
a  period  of  restlessness  and  rebel- 
lion in  many  circles  of  youth  in 
the  secular  world. 

It  is  not  surprising,  therefore, 
that  concerned  Church  of  God 
leaders  have  given  much  time  and 
effort  in  earnest  introspection  and 
evaluation  in  order  to  find  answers 
and  give  directions  that  would 
strengthen  the  youth  ministeries 
of  the  church  against  the  influ- 
ence of  youthful  recklessness. 

Thoughtful  Church  of  God  lead- 
ers have  been  concerned  not  only 
about  those  who  have  claimed 
Christianity  as  the  stabilizing  force 
in  life,  but  also  about  those  who 
have  rejected  Christianity  or  who 
have  been  influenced  by  trends  of 
rebellion  to  forsake  the  practice  of 
church  attendance.  Leaders  have 
been  concerned  about  youth  who 
have  not  responded  to  the  tradi- 
tional approaches  to  youth  minis- 
teries. They  have  questioned  the 
desire  of  some  youths  for  abandon- 
ment of  old  patterns,  the  inclina- 
tion of  a  few  to  adopt  substand- 
ard practices  of  morality,  and  the 


move  of  others  to  exit  from  church. 

The  result  of  serious  study,  in- 
trospection, and  evaluation  by  the 
Church  of  God  has  given  rise  to 
a  period  of  solid,  theological  reas- 
sessment and  reaffirmation  con- 
cerning the  goals  of  curriculum, 
the  settings  in  which  creative  ex- 
perimentation of  curriculum  will 
develop,  and  the  methods  that  will 
enable  youth  to  make  practical  ap- 
plications of  curricular  concepts. 

The  product  of  such  serious 
study  is  now  appearing  in  a  totally 
new  and  challenging  curriculum  for 
youth  ministeries.  A  portion  of  the 
total  projection  of  new  curriculum 
is  currently  being  used  with  great 
success  in  many  churches  and  is 
available  from  the  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House  and  Pathway 
Book  Stores. 

Those  who  were  one  time  disen- 
chanted by  a  short-lived  concept 
that  the  church  is  ineffective  and 
"out  of  touch"  with  youth  are  now 
reevaluating  their  positions  as 
countless  hundreds  of  young  peo- 
ple testify  to  the  reality  of  Chris- 
tianity and  the  stabilizing  force 
they  have  received  through  church 
youth  ministeries. 

The  new  materials,  known  as 
Selectives,  are  booklets  containing 
four  programs  on  a  specific  subject 
and  a  detailed  guide  for  the  group 
leader.  Inasmuch  as  the  materials 
are  undated,  the  group  can  extend 


or  curtail  the  duration  of  a  par- 
ticular study  according  to  its  de- 
sire. 

The  existing  Selectives,  as  well  as 
those  that  are  proposed  for  future 
publication,  cover  subjects  that  are 
interesting  and  vital  to  youth.  The 
following  list  of  Selective  titles, 
which  are  now  available  for  high 
school  study  groups,  will  suffice  to 
show  the  variety  of  subjects  that 
are  considered  from  a  Christian 
viewpoint. 

You  and  Your  Future    (vocations) 

Is  Sex  for  Marriage  Only?  (biblical  view  of 

sex) 
Share  Your  Faith   (witnessing) 
Can  You  Trust  Your  Bible?  (understanding 

the   Bible) 
The  Mind   Benders    (dangers  of  drugs   and 

dope) 
Evolution— Fact  or  Fiction   (the  Bible  and 

evolution) 
Good-bye   St.   Christopher   (what  Catholics 

believe) 
Out    of    Your    Family    Tree     (parent-teen 

relations) 
Pacesetters    (church    history) 
Teens  Teaching  (teacher  training  for  teens) 
Missions  Today  (missions — the  call  and  the 

need) 
Knowing   God   Personally    (evangelism) 
How  to  Be  a  Winner   (victorious  Christian 

living) 
Person  to  Person   (purpose  and  practice  of 

worship) 
Successfully     Yours     (personality    develop- 
ment) 
Not  Your  Own  (stewardship) 
The  Cult  Clutter  (study  of  cults) 
Missionary  Vocations  (missions) 
For  release  by  late  fall: 

How  to  Dig  the  Most  (Bible  study  methods) 
Teens  in  Action  (leadership  development) 
Where's  Your  License?  (Christian  conduct) 
God  and  Me  (devotional  life) 
Things  to  Come  (doctrine  of  future  things) 
Out  of  the  Earth  (archaeology) 

Proposed  also  for  early  release 
are  Selectives  on  the  Pentecostal 
Heritage  and  Church  of  God  teach- 
ings. 

In  addition  to  a  new  and  chal- 
lenging curriculum  for  high  school 
age  groups,  a  release  of  junior  age 
materials  will  come  in  September 
1971,  and  a  curriculum  of  new  ma- 
terials for  primaries  will  be  ready 
by  September   1972. 

Indeed,  a  new  day  has  dawned 
when  Church  of  God  young  people 
and  youth  leaders  will  find  a  great 
variety  of  challenging  new  study 
materials  with  which  to  serve  their 
Family  Training  Hour  (YPE)  ses- 
sions.  • 
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Family  Traing  Hour 
Week 


By  CECIL   R.   GUILES 


TODAY  THE  FOUNDATION 
stones  of  our  country  are 
being  overlooked  and  ne- 
glected! No  one  in  his  right  mind 
will  question  the  importance  of  the 
home,  the  school,  the  church,  and 
the  nation,  but  there  needs  to  be 
a  constant  emphasis  of  the  under- 
lying ingredients  which  strengthen 
these  areas.  National  Family  Train- 
ing Hour  Week,  May  3-10,  1970,  of- 
fers an  opportunity  to  stress  the 
place  of  Christ  and  the  Bible  in 
the  lives  of  Church  of  God  fami- 
lies. 

Genesis  records  the  story  of  the 
first  family.  Religious  training 
rested  with  the  family.  The  father 
was  responsible  for  the  sacrifice. 
When  the  Levitical  order  was  in- 
troduced, it  did  not  do  away  with 
the  responsibility  of  the  family  in 
training.  It  did  away  with  the 
priestly  responsibility  of  the  father, 
but  the  teaching  responsibility  re- 
mained with   the   family. 

In  writing  on  the  importance  of 
teaching  in  the  home,  Paul  E. 
Cable  states:  "The  Hebrew  family 
emphasized  solidarity  and  struc- 
ture. The  father  was  the  head  of 
the  unit.  He  ruled,  begat,  taught, 
loved,  supported,  and  disciplined. 
But  the  mother,  also,  played  an 


important  part  in  the  family  struc- 
ture, and  the  learning  experience 
of  the  children.  She  schooled  them 
and  nurtured  them  in  the  Scrip- 
tures and  also  in  applications  of 
honor  and  uprightness  of  conduct. 
The  cohesiveness  of  a  race  plagued 
with  insuperable  obstacles  might 
well  be  attributed  to  their  basic 
views  of  family  life." 

A  speaker  declared  in  the  intro- 
duction of  his  speech  that  he  re- 
ceived his  moral  training  at  the 
knee  of  a  devout  mother,  and 
across  the  knee  of  a  determined 
father.  It  takes  both  knees  for  suc- 
cessful rearing.  We  are  made  to 
wonder  how  many  of  the  oncoming 
generation  will  be  able  to  make 
such  a  statement.  It  would  seem 
that  the  day  the  woodshed  gave 
over  to  the  garage,  many  parents 
abdicated  responsibility. 

We  hear  so  much  today  about 
the  underprivileged  youth  getting 
into  trouble.  However,  we  are  ex- 
periencing just  the  reverse.  The 
overprivileged  youth  seems  to  be 
getting  into  trouble  more  often 
than  the  underprivileged.  Could  it 
be  that  we  have  lost  the  true 
meaning  of  discipline  in  the  home? 
Every  young  person  needs  disci- 
pline. 


If  he  is  not  disciplined  while 
he  is  growing  up  in  the  home,  he 
will  not  know  how  to  discipline 
himself  when  he  is  grown.  We  par- 
ents need  to  read  again  what  the 
Bible  says:  Proverbs  22:6;  Proverbs 
23:13;  Proverbs  29:15;  and  Prov- 
erbs 13:24. 

And,  too,  many  of  us  parents  are 
failing  to  teach  our  children  the 
discipline  of  delay.  When  we  buy 
automobiles  or  clothes  on  the  spur- 
of-the-moment,  we  are  not  teach- 
ing by  example  how  to  deal  with 
delay.  Children  can  only  learn  to 
deal  with  delay  as  they  observe  it 
in  the  lives  of  their  parents. 

The  home  has  been  called  the 
laboratory  of  life.  In  the  home  it 
is  possible  to  deal  with  problems 
on  the  spot.  The  home  has  the 
children  87  percent  of  the  time. 
Out  of  the  one  hundred  and  sixty- 
eight  hours  of  a  week,  a  child 
spends  thirty  hours  in  school,  one 
to  three  hours  in  church,  sixty- 
three  hours  sleeping,  and  seventy- 
four  waking  hours  in  the  home.  It 
is  easy  to  place  the  blame  for 
today's  problems  on  the  school  and 
the  church. 

However,  we  parents  need  to 
take  a  fresh,  candid  look  at  the 
responsibility  of  the  home.  For  as 
the  home  goes,  so  goes  a  communi- 
ty. And  as  communities  go,  so  goes 
a  state.  And  as  states  go,  so  goes 
the  nation.  Programs  and  policies 
are  being  delineated  in  the  capital 
of  the  United  States,  but  the  fu- 
ture of  America  is  being  shaped 
in  the  home. 

Our  families  must  be  strength- 
ened spiritually,  socially,  and  emo- 
tionally. The  church  has  a  golden 
opportunity  today  to  minister  to 
the  needs  of  families.  Far  too 
many  families  have  become  mere 
social  security  numbers.  Families 
are  being  depersonalized  in  this 
computer  age.  On  the  job  mem- 
bers of  the  family  are  simply 
numbers.  The  entire  day  may  be 
spent  screwing  a  nut  on  a  piece  of 
equipment  that  is  being  manufac- 
tured. 

The  church  must  see  families  as 
God  sees  them.  God  sees  them  as 
individuals  with  individual  and  par- 
ticular   needs.   The    Bible    teaches 


that  God  created  men  and  women, 
boys  and  girls  without  a  mold. 
Every  member  of  a  family  is  uni- 
que. If  the  church  is  to  minister  to 
families,  it  must  see  them  as  in- 
dividuals for  whom  Christ  died. 

On  the  job,  fathers  and  mothers 
are  reduced  to  numbers.  They  are 
cogs  in  the  wheel  of  depersonaliza- 
tion. But  to  the  church  they  must 
be  viewed  as  individuals  with  needs 
to  be  met  by  the  church. 

The  challenge  to  each  Sunday 
school  worker  and  Family  Train- 
ing Hour  (YPE)  worker  is  to  reach 
families,  to  teach  them,  win  them, 
and  hold  them  for  Christ  and  His 
church  through  a  united  effort 
during  National  Family  Training 
Hour  Week,  which  is  sponsored  by 
the  General  Sunday  School  and 
Youth  Department. 

With  adequate  preparation  and 
planning  the  entire  church  pro- 
gram can  be  geared  to  the  family 
emphasis  during  this  special  week. 
It  is  our  desire  that  the  total 
church  program  will  continue  to 
be  a  family  affair  throughout  the 
year. 

The  following  suggestions  have 
been  adapted  from  the  National 
Sunday  School  Association's  book- 
let, How  to  Observe  National  Fam- 
ily Week. 

A.  Family  Training  Hour  Week 
Program  in  the  Sunday  School 

1.  Inaugurate     or     revitalize     a 

cradle  roll  program. 

2.  Have  a  special  skit  or  demon- 
stration by  a  family  in  the 
opening  assemblies. 

3.  Make  a  family  emphasis  in 
Sunday  school  lesson. 

4.  Have    a    parent-teacher's 
night. 

B.  Family  Training  Hour  Week 
Program  in  the  church. 

1.  Provide  nursery  facilities. 

2.  Have  parents  dedicate  babies 
at  this  time. 

3.  Use  fathers  as  ushers  and 
greeters. 

4.  Make  a  family  week  exhibit. 

5.  Distribute  family  packets. 

6.  Let  families  participate  in 
services  in  special  ways. 

C.  Family  Training  Hour  Week 
Program  in  the  Youth  Depart- 
ments. 
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1.  Begin  marriage  preparation 
classes. 

2.  Take  part  in  service  projects. 

3.  Have  a  youth  family  night 
with  young  people  producing 
the  program. 

4.  Discuss  family-related  topics 
in  youth  meetings. 

D.  Special    Family    Training    Hour 
Week  Services 

1.  Family  night  at  the  church. 

2.  Family  clinic  dealing  with 
family  problems  and  needs. 

E.  Emphases  to  make  during  Fam- 
ily Training  Hour  Week. 

1.  Family  worship. 

2.  Messages  from  the  pulpit  on 
biblical  principles  in  family 
living. 

3.  Importance  of  accommodat- 
ing entire  family  in  the 
church  program. 

4.  Necessity  of  church  cooperat- 
ing with  family  living  and  en- 
couraging it  rather  than  con- 
flicting either  in  programing 
or  teaching. 

For    further    description    of    the 


activities  and  information  on  the 
points  we  have  listed,  secure  a 
copy  of  How  to  Observe  National 
Family  Week,  from  NSSA,  Box  685, 
Wheaton,  Illinois  60187.  This  is  an 
excellent  booklet  prepared  by  NSSA 
to  help  you  observe  this  special 
week  to  the  best  advantage. 

What  a  challenge  National  Fam- 
ily Training  Hour  Week  places  be- 
fore the  church  to  "put  Christ 
into"  our  homes,  our  hearts,  and 
our  habits!  This  will  be  a  good 
week  for  all  Church  of  God  fam- 
ilies to  "seek  first  the  kingdom  of 
God  and  his  righteousness."  It  will 
be  a  week  to  begin  the  kind  of 
Christian  family  life  that  will  for- 
ever transform  you,  your  children, 
and  your  home,  and  will  strength- 
en the  ministry  of  the  church  in 
this  era  of  so  many  homes.  • 
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T^e  Age 
of  Accountability 


By   ROSS  W.    HAYSLIP 


AT  WHAT  AGE  does  a  child 
come  to  the  knowledge  of 
the  difference  between 
right  and  wrong?  A  few  years  ago 
it  was  widely  held  that  at  the  age 
of  twelve  the  average  child  reached 
what  was  popularly  termed  "the 
age  of  accountability."  Perhaps  this 
age  was  decided  upon  because  it 
coincided  with  the  age  of  Jesus 
when  He  made  His  Temple  ap- 
pearance  in   Jerusalem. 

One  thing  is  very  clear  today  and 
that  is  that  we  cannot  set  an  ar- 
bitrary stage  in  life  and  label  it  as 
the  time  that  this  knowledge  is  ac- 
quired. Our  individual  differences 
are  too  many  for  us  all  to  arrive 
at  this  time  of  responsibility  at  the 
same  period  in  life.  Environment 
and  family  background  and  train- 
ing play  a  great  part  in  setting  the 
moral  perception   of  the   child. 

A  conscious  need  of  a  Saviour 
is  one  of  the  great  marks  of  the 
age  of  accountability.  A  knowledge 


of  human  helplessness  in  the  light 
of  a  sinful  condition  is  one  of  the 
enlightenments  that  comes  at  this 
stage  in  life.  Jonathan  Edwards 
testified  that  he  came  into  an  ap- 
prehension of  God's  converting 
grace  at  such  an  early  age  that  he 
could  not  recall  the  exact  spot  in 
childhood  that  it  happened. 

Others  whose  sensibilities  are 
slower  to  comprehend  may  arrive 
at  the  place  of  knowledge  much 
later  in  the  span  of  life.  Socrates 
struggled  with  the  problem  of  good 
and  evil  and  arrived  at  the  con- 
clusion that  man's  problem  was 
not  so  much  that  of  doing  good  as 
knowing  what  was  good.  The  fal- 
lacy of  his  philosophy  was  his  be- 
lief that  no  man  is  voluntarily  bad 
and  that  when  man  knows  what  is 
good  he  will  do  it. 

In  our  enlightened  age  the  life 
and  teachings  of  Jesus  clearly  draw 
the  distinctions  between  good  and 


evil.  Sin  is  anything  that  contra- 
dicts this  life  and  these  teachings. 
The  good  life  is  not  one  of  doing 
but  rather  that  of  being.  We  do 
not  attain  goodness  by  striving  to 
do  good.  Christ's  transforming  pow- 
er makes  men  good,  while  deeds 
that  serve  the  group  or  the  in- 
dividuals in  the  group  only  make 
them  feel  good. 

When  a  child  expresses  a  need 
for  the  Saviour,  regardless  of  his 
calendar  age,  he  has  reached  the 
age  of  accountability.  I  have  seen 
children  at  the  age  of  three  won- 
derfully receive  Jesus  into  their 
hearts.  They  lifted  tear-stained 
faces  toward  the  skies  and  joyfully 
testified  that  they  were  saved.  They 
knew  full  well  what  they  were  do- 
ing and  what  Christ  had  done  for 
them.  Do  not  set  any  preconceived 
age  at  which  the  child  must  wait 
to  accept  Christ.  "Now  is  the  ac- 
cepted time;  behold  now  is  the  day 
of  salvation"  (2  Corinthians  6:2).  • 
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MOST  DEPARTMENT  stores 
are  crowded  just  before 
Easter. 

The  large,  modern  building  I  had 
reluctantly  accompanied  my  wife 
into  the  Saturday  before  Easter 
Sunday  was  humming  with  hu- 
man activity.  Clerks  rushed  from 
counter  to  counter,  wrapping  pack- 
ages, answering  questions,  mak- 
ing change. 

Men,  women,  and  children  circu- 
lated busily  along  the  wide  aisles, 
their  faces  flushed  and  their  arms 
laden  with  parcels.  Everyone 
seemed  in  a  hurry,  but  not  the 
frenzied,  worried  hurry  of  daily 
dashing  to  work  or  to  school,  or 
contending  with  a  million  house- 
hold cleaning  chores.  People  ap- 
peared more  cheerful,  less  harried 
and  distraught. 

Noticing  those  evidences  of  what 
joy  the  Easter  season  brings  and 
how  truly  powerful  and  worthwhile 
religious  faith  can  be,  I  glanced 
casually  down  at  the  small  plastic 
container  on  the  counter  while  my 
wife  inspected  some  cloth  goods 
with  the  intention  of  purchasing 
something  gay  from  which  she 
could  sew  new  kitchen  curtains. 

It  was  an  ordinary  March  of 
dimes  container.  I  noted  absently 
that  the  receptacle  wasn't  even 
half-filled;  pennies,  a  few  nickels, 
and  dimes  covered  the  metal  bot- 
tom, but  scarcely  more  than  that. 

I  had  seen  hundreds  of  the  fa- 
miliar containers.  There  were  sev- 
eral in  the  office  where  I  worked. 
Every  store  had  them.  I  probably 
would  not  have  thought  anything 
more  about  how  fortunate  most  of 
us  are,  or  about  how  fervently 
grateful  we  all  should  be  for  hav- 
ing good  health  and  fine,  satisfying 
lives  if  the  little  girl  wearing  a 
not-new  green  coat  had  not  ap- 
proached the  counter  holding  her 
little  brother's  tiny  hand. 

The  girl  may  have  been  seven; 
certainly  no  more  than  eight  years 
old.  The  plump,  happy-looking  lit- 
tle boy  I  would  judge  as  being 
about  kindergarten  age.  He  stood 
on  tiptoes,  a  shiny  coin  between 
the  tiny  fingers  of  his  right  hand, 
vainly  attempting  to  deposit  the 
dime  in  the  slot  on  top  of  the 
March  of  Dimes  container. 


A  Child 
Shall  Lead 
Us 

By  NEAL   NEITZEL 


"Will  you  please  lift  him,  Mis- 
ter?" the  little  girl  asked  politely. 
"Joey's  too  heavy  for  me  to  do  it," 
she  explained. 

While  my  wife  watched,  I  smil- 
ingly boosted  Joey  up  so  that  he 
could  plunk  the  dime  into  the  re- 
ceptacle. He  grinned  up  into  my 
face  as  I  gently  restored  him  to 
the  floor.  "Thank  you!"  he  ac- 
knowledged solemnly. 

"We  came  here  to  buy  a  kite  to- 
gether," said  the  dark-haired  little 
girl.  "Then,  Joey  saw  that  picture 
on  the  poster." 

"Kathy  says  our  money  will  help 
to  make  sick  boys  and  girls  better," 
Joey  declared,  his  blue  eyes  gleam- 
ing with  pride. 

The  little  girl  named  Kathy  was 
depositing  her  own  dime  in  the 
container.  I  found  myself  reaching 
into  my  pocket,  but  my  wife  was 
already  withdrawing  two  dimes 
from  her  purse. 

"These  dimes  must  be  spent  for 
a  kite,"  my  wife  said,  pressing  the 
coins  into  the  little  girl's  hand. 
"That  is  the  only  thing  these 
dimes  can  buy.  Now,  hurry  and  get 
a  nice  kite,  won't  you?" 

Both  sister  and  brother  bobbed 
their  heads  eagerly.  The  sight  of 
the  wondrous  delight  and  happi- 
ness glowing  on  their  faces  was  a 
rare  privilege  to  behold. 

Smiling  shyly  at  us  and  joyous- 
ly thanking  my  wife  for  the  dimes, 
the  children  hurried  away  in 
search  of  the  toy  counter. 

"Bless  you  both!"  my  wife  whis- 
pered after  them. 

What  I  had  not  noticed  was  the 


circle  of  men  and  women  who  had 
witnessed  the  brief  demonstration. 
If  everyone  had  been  pleasant  and 
smiling  before,  faces  were  really 
radiant  now  as  a  line  formed  in 
front  of  the  March  of  Dimes  con- 
tainer on  the  counter. 

I  joined  the  procession,  empty- 
ing every  piece  of  change  in  the 
coin  compartment  of  my  billfold — 
not  even  leaving  money  for  the 
parking  meter.  I  am  convinced 
that  everyone  else  did  likewise,  be- 
cause by  the  time  the  clerk 
wrapped  the  cloth  which  my  wife 
had  selected,  the  plastic  receptacle 
was  fairly  bulging  with  donations! 

As  we  emerged  from  the  store,  we 
saw  the  little  girl  named  Kathy 
and  her  brother,  Joey,  standing 
near  the  plate  glass  window  en- 
thusiastically admiring  the  bright 
red  kite  they  had  purchased.  They 
were  too  busy  and  excited  to  no- 
tice us,  but  we  heard  what  the  lit- 
tle girl  was  saying  as  she  folded 
the  kite  and  took  her  brother's 
hand. 

"God  put  so  many  nice  people  in 
the  world!"  we  heard  her  say  to 
Joey.  We  turned  the  corner,  then, 
but  hearing  that  was  all  we  need- 
ed. Our  day  was  overflowing  with 
thankfulness,  with  a  confident 
sense  of  security  and  serene  hap- 
piness. 

And  on  Easter  Sunday  morning, 
our  heads  bowed  as  we  sat  in 
church,  we  prayed  our  gratitude  to 
God  and  reaffirmed  our  humble 
love  for  Jesus  Christ.  Yes,  and  we 
thanked  God,  too,  for  putting  so 
many  nice  people  in  this  world!   • 
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FAMILY 

TRAINING  HOUR  -J 


ALL  THE  OTHER 


KIDS 


OUR  EIGHT- YEAR-OLD  just 
slammed  out  the  door.  "You 
never  let  me  do  anything 
that's  fun,"  she  stormed.  Bob,  the 
young  man  down  the  street,  had 
offered  rides  on  his  motorcycle  to 
the  neighborhood  children  and  I 
had  said  a  bad  word — "No." 

"Oh,  Mom,"  she  had  entreated, 
"all  the  other  kids  are  going;  even 
Tim,  and  he's  only  two  years  old." 
"That's  for  Tim's  mother  to  de- 
cide. His  parents  look  after  him. 
Daddy  and  I  look  after  you.  I 
don't  think  it's  safe  so  you  cannot 
go."  A  moment  later  I  heard  her 
speaking  in  low  tones  to  her  friends 


By  MARIE  LATTA 


outside.  Then  they  left  and  she  sat 
alone  on  the  top  step  of  the  porch. 
How  many  times  in  how  many 
households  every  day  does  this  sort 
of  thing  occur?  We  mothers  are 
harrassed  by  pleading  children  and 
told  that  "all  the  other  kids  are 
going  to  do  a  certain  thing."  From 
our  daughter  I  have  learned  that 
"all  the  other  kids"  get  to  stay  up 
late  and  watch  television  even  on 
school  nights,  to  visit  their  friends 
without  reporting  to  their  parents 
where  they're  going,  and  to  eat 
breakfasts  consisting  entirely  of 
frosted  doughnuts.  Then  there  are 
things  I  hear  "all  the  other  kids" 


never  do.  They  never  have  to 
change  their  clothes  when  they 
come  home  from  school.  They  nev- 
er have  to  straighten  their  rooms. 
They  never  have  to  do  any  chores 
before  they  go  out  to  play. 

And  yet,  wrong  or  right  (and 
sometimes  we  are  wrong,  of 
course),  we  parents  do  have  to  hold 
our  ground  as  to  what  we  think  is 
best  for  our  children — even  when 
we  seem  to  be  the  only  dissen- 
ters. And  there  are  times  when 
we  feel  that  we  are  the  only  car 
heading  the  right  way  on  a  one- 
way street,  when  there's  plenty  of 
traffic  going  in  the  opposite  direc- 
tion. 

Last  week  our  little  girl  was  the 
only  one  in  her  group  who  did  not 
go  to  the  lake  with  one  of  the  girls' 
parents.  My  objection  stemmed 
from  the  fact  that  this  particular 
mother  does  not  keep  close  watch 
on  her  own  children,  and  I  thought 
it  unlikely  that  she  would  give  par- 
ticular attention   to   mine. 

"See?"  our  daughter  pointed  out 
when  the  group  returned.  "They 
all  had  fun  swimming." 

My  own  parents  seemed  awfully 
strict  to  me.  Their  standards  for 
my  behavior  were  high  and  their 
care  for  my  well-being  much  too 
apparent,  I  thought.  One  time  all 
of  us  in  the  fourth  grade  took 
home  papers  requiring  our  parents' 
signature  so  that  we  could  be  vac- 
cinated for  smallpox.  All  the  stu- 
dents returned  their  papers 
checked  "yes"  and  signed  by  their 
parents — except  me.  My  mother 
had  a  great  fear  of  vaccination  be- 
cause she  had  read  somewhere  of 
children  becoming  ill  from  the  vac- 
cine. Therefore,  she  refused  per- 
mission. 

I  was  embarrassed  then,  but  I 
understand  completely  now  since 
I  am  a  mother  myself.  I'm  not 
speaking  of  the  fear  of  vaccina- 
tion (all  of  our  children  have  been 
vaccinated),  but  I  realize  that  my 
mother's  guidelines  for  me  and  her 
concern  for  my  health  were  an 
outward  manifestation  of  a  deep 
protective  love. 

Someday  I  hope  our  daughter, 
too,  will  understand  that  there  are 
times  when  "no"  means  "I  love 
you."  • 
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When 
Mother  Tcil 
To  God 


FAMILY 
TRAINING  HOUR. 


By  W.    L   (BILL)   HOPPER 


SOME  OF  THE  fondest  mem- 
ories of  my  childhood  were 
the  times  when  my  mother 
had  conversation  with  her  heaven- 
ly Father.  I  always  knew  that 
when  Mother  talked  to  God  every- 
thing would  be  all  right.  When  we 
were  in  danger,  were  destitute  of 
the  things  of  life,  or  felt  insecure, 
Mother  would  talk  to  God;  some- 
how things  always  looked  brighter. 
Once,  when  no  one  was  at  home 
but  Mother  and  my  youngest 
brother,  who  was  only  five,  our 
house  caught  fire.  With  no  men 
around  to  put  the  fire  out,  and 
with  no  way  of  reaching  the  roof 
where  the  fire  had  started,  Mother 
sent  my  little  brother  to  the  near- 
est neighbor  for  help,  and  she 
talked  to  God.  The  flames,  which 
were  engulfing  the  roof,  seemed  to 
die  down,  the  wind  ceased,  and  the 
fire  refused  to  spread.  When  the 
neighbor  arrived,  several  minutes 
later,  the  fire  was  almost  out. 
He  quickly  extinguished  the  re- 
maining flames,  and  Mother  gave 
praises  to  God. 

I  remember  one  night  when  my 
father  had  gone  to  town  with  a 
load  of  cotton  and  was  late  re- 
turning. I  had  noticed  that  Moth- 
er seemed  to  be  worried  about  his 


delay.  Her  eyes  were  red,  and  she 
was  constantly  whispering  some- 
thing which  I  could  not  under- 
stand. Suddenly  she  put  her  coat 
on  and  took  me  by  the  hand.  We 
started  out  afoot  to  look  for  Dad. 
We  had  gone  only  a  short  dis- 
tance from  the  house  when  she 
suddenly  stopped,  stood  very  still 
for  a  moment,  then  said,  "Let's  go 
back  home;  everything  is  going  to 
be  all  right." 

When  Dad  finally  arrived,  he 
told  of  how  he  had  been  in  an  ac- 
cident; the  car  had  overturned  in 
a  ditch,  and  he  had  been  tem- 
porarily knocked  unconscious. 
When  the  car  hit  the  ditch,  he 
had  been  thrown  from  it  and  it 
had  rolled  right  past  him.  He 
could  easily  have  been  crushed; 
but  Mother  had  been  talking  to 
God. 

Mother  talked  to  God  about  many 
things — things  that  to  some  might 
seem  trivial,  but  nothing  seemed 
too  trivial  for  her.  When  the  cow 
got  sick,  Mother  talked  to  God  and 
the  cow  got  well.  When  the  old 
Model  T  wouldn't  start,  Mother 
talked  to  God  about  it,  and  it 
started.  When  the  bugs  got  on  the 
potatoes,  Mother  talked  to  God 
and  the  bugs  died.  This  may  sound 


fantastic  to  this  enlightened  gen- 
eration, but  it  actually  happened 
when  Mother  talked  to  God. 

When  my  grandmother  died, 
Mother  had  been  in  conversation 
with  God  all  day  long.  We  were 
working  in  the  field,  and  I  had 
been  hearing  her  each  time  we  met, 
talking  in  a  whisper.  I  knew  that 
she  was  not  talking  to  herself,  but 
to  her  heavenly  Father.  Then  we 
looked  up  and  saw  an  automobile 
coming  down  the  lane. 

Mother  said,  "Well,  there  they 
come;  I  had  been  expecting  them 
all  day,"  and  she  went  to  the 
house.  Sure  enough,  her  mother 
had  passed  away  during  the  night. 
Having  no  telephones,  or  other 
means  of  fast  communication,  my 
uncle  came  to  bring  us  the  mes- 
sage— only  Mother  already  knew, 
for  she  had  been  talking  to  God. 

Mother  talked  to  God  each  night 
before  retiring.  She  prayed  for  her 
children,  her  husband,  her  church, 
and,  as  I  have  heard  her  say  many 
times,  "For  all  for  whom  we  should 
pray."  She  would  call  each  child 
by  name,  and  ask  God  to  watch 
over  it.  When  she  asked  God  to  "go 
with  us  through  the  night,"  we  all 
felt  very  secure;  for  when  Mother 
talked  to  God,  God  listened.   • 
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Mother  Was 
a  Partner 


By  JAMES   HARLOW 


IN  1908  THE  invention  of  the 
airplane  was  exciting  all  of 
Europe.  Wilbur  and  Orville 
Wright  had  gone  to  Europe  to 
demonstrate  their  wonderful  new 
flying  machine.  The  King  of  Spain 
requested  an  exhibition  flight  on  a 
Sunday.  In  spite  of  the  fact  that  a 
royal   request  was   usually   consid- 


ered a  command,  the  Wright 
Brothers  politely  declined  to  break 
the  sanctity  of  God's  Day.  King 
Alfonso,  with  expressed  admira- 
tion, suggested  another  day. 

These  two  talented  men  not  only 
displayed  great  mechanical  genius 
but  by  not  using  tobacco  or  par- 
taking of  alcoholic  beverages,  they 
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also  displayed  a  strength  of  moral 
character  not  common  to  many  of 
that  day. 

Susan  Koerner  Wright,  wife  of  a 
United  Brethren  minister,  was  the 
mother  of  this  unusual  pair  of  in- 
ventors. Not  only  was  she  a  pat- 
tern of  piety  in  the  parsonage,  but 
she  labored  daily  to  fulfill  her  de- 
sire to  be  a  partner  of  her  chil- 
dren. This  relationship  carried 
throughout  her  life,  for  it  was  with 
three  hundred  dollars  that  she  had 
carefully  saved  that  the  brothers 
were  able  to  go  fully  into  the  bi- 
cycle business.  This  was  the  open- 
ing of  the  door  that  started  their 
research  and  efforts  on  the  flying 
machine. 

Bible  memorization  was  a  reg- 
ular feature  of  the  Wright  family 
activities  and  Susan  saw  to  it  that 
her  children  became  familiar  with 
God's  Word,  not  only  from  a  sense 
of  duty  but  motivated  by  a  thrill- 
ing desire  to  explore  the  wonders 
of  this  boundless  Book.  Second 
Timothy  2:15  was  one  of  their  fav- 
orite memory  verses  as  they  sought 
to  become  workmen,  not  only  in 
the  field  of  mechanics  but  likewise 
in  the  Word. 

One  day  after  Orville  and  Wilbur 
had  become  famous  for  their  in- 
ventive feats,  they  waited  outside 
the  sickroom  door  where  Susan 
Wright  was  peacefully  sleeping  her 
way  into  the  eternal  kingdom  of 
her  heavenly  Father.  Her  husband 
stepped  out  of  the  room  and  softly 
closed  the  door  behind  him.  With 
hushed  voice  he  spoke  to  the 
brothers  and  said,  "Boys,  you  have 
lost  your  partner." 

Leonardo  da  Vinci  had  one  time 
prophesied:  "The  human  bird  shall 
take  his  first  flight,  filling  the 
world  with  amazement,  all  writings 
with  his  fame  and  bringing  eternal 
glory  to  the  nest  whence  it  sprang." 
Yes,  in  a  sense,  every  great  plane 
that  drones  overhead  is  a  tribute 
to  a  godly  mother.  • 
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How  I  built  a 
$20,ooo-a-year 

income  on  faith. 


"The  John  Rudin  Income  Plan  has  been 
highly  rewarding  and  has  enabled  me  to  pro- 
vide generously  for  our  five  children.  This  plan 
has  brought  me  into  contact  with  thousands  of 
people  and  families  the  past  11  years.  I  con- 
sider it  a  vital  ministry,  because  it  gives  me 
an  opportunity  to  serve  my  Lord  and  fellow 
men  as  well." 

H.M.,  So.  Carolina 


The  John  Rudin  success 

story  in  a  nutshell. 

This  booklet  gives  all 

the  exciting  facts. 


ARE  YOU  READY  FOR  THIS  ONE- 
OF-A-KIND  CAREER  OPPORTUNITY 

One  that  will  give  you  financial  indepen- 
dence while  providing  service  to  the  Chris- 
tian community.  You  will  be  performing 
a  vital  home  ministry  —  without  competi- 
tion. Thousands  of  men  and  women  have 
benefitted  from  this  dynamic,  new,  excit- 
ing program.  You  will  enjoy  the  support 
of  Christian  leaders  nationally  and 
locally.  Hundreds  of  men  and  women  are 
now  earning  $150  and  more  per  week, 
part-time  and  over  $300  per  week  full- 
time.  The  secret  is  the  John  Rudin  Income 
Plan. 

BE  YOUR  OWN  BOSS- 
SET  YOUR  OWN  HOURS 

Housewives,  pastors,  students,  teachers 
and  other  Christians  ...  a  new  life  is  wait- 
ing. Start  now,  spare  or  full-time.  Begin 
small,  grow  big.  No  investment  or  experi- 
ence necessary.  Free  Rudin  Plan  provides 
all  that's  necessary.  But  act  today!  A  dig- 
nified, high  paying  career  is  waiting,  one 
that  gives  the  deep  spiritual  satisfaction 
found  only  in  vital  Christian  work. 

MANAGERS,  SUPERVISORS 
URGENTLY  NEEDED 

Opportunities  for  even  larger  incomes  and 
promotions  are  waiting,  because  our  na- 
tionwide expansion  program  is  now  in 
progress.  If  you  have  a  genuine  interest  in 
people  and  need  a  substantial,  indepen- 
dent income,  you  can  start  now.  The  tried 
and  proven  Rudin  Income  Plan  has 
brought  complete  financial  independence 
to  hundreds  just  like  you.  Write  for  our 
free  booklet  and  read  about  a  career  that 
is  not  dependent  on  age,  education,  or 
background. 


JOIN  THESE 

SUCCESSFUL 

MEN  &  WOMEN 

Managers, 

Supervisors 

Needed  Now 

Salesman,  Full-Time 
"I'm  a  family 
man  and  was 
stuck  in  a  job 
that  brought 
me  low  pay 
and  little  op- 
port  u  n  i  ty . 
Some  years 
ago  the  Rudin  ' 
Company  offered 
The  last  3  months  I  earned 
$3,520  with  time  out  for  vaca- 
tioning, fishing  and  golfing.  1 
have  the  joy  of  knowing  that 
every  Christian  family  I  talk 
to  will  be  honestly  helped  by 
the  program  I  offer  them." 

Mr.  H.  R.,  Washington 


a  v  e  r  a  g  e  a 
$275.00  a 
week  working 
less  than  two 
full  days  a 
week.  I  also 
have  deep  personal  satisfac- 
tion knowing  people  are 
helped  spiritually  through  my 
work." 

Mrs.  D.  J.,  Texas 

Minister,  Manager 

"This  work  W 
gives  financial  ' 
independence,  ; 
job  security, 
management 
opportunity, 
liberal  retire- 
ment benefits 
Plus  -  spiri-  M 
tual  satisfaction.  I  know  of 
no  other  business  that  pays 
so  handsomely  for  the  hours 
invested." 

Mr.  A.  C,  Texas 

Housewife,  Part-Time 

"When   my  m ' ^^^^J^$ 
husband       4B  Kt 
wanted  to  re- 


turn  to  the 
University  for 
his  graduate 
work  I  prayed 
for  a  part-time  J 

job  that  would  *  ""^ 
permit  me  to  be  home  with 
the  children  and  still  earn 
enough  to  help  pay  the  family 
expenses.  I've  been  working 
12  hours  a  week  averaging 
well  over  $11.00  an  hour." 

Mrs.  J.  P.,  Canada 

Salesman,  Full-Time 

"For  the  last 
two  months,  I 
averaged  $537 
weekly  .  .  . 
but  more  im- 
p  o  r  t  a  n  t  ,  I  'ffe  i, 
found  many 
wonderful  op- 
portunities to 
bring  spiritual  blessing  to 
others  ...  for  20  years  this 
work  has  been  the  answer  to 
my  prayers  about  financial 
needs  and  a  chance  to  help 
others  know  of  God's  Word." 
C.  E.,  Pennsylvania 


JOHN  RUDIN  &  COMPANY,  Dept.   LP-570 

22  West  Madison  Street,  Chicago,  III.  60602 

Yes!  Please  rush  your  free  booklet  and  all  facts  about  the  Rudin 

Income  Plan. 
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Must  I  Believe 
In  The  Virgin  Birth  ? 


A  PROMINENT  RELIGIOUS 
leader  in  Louisville,  Ken- 
tucky, recently  made  this 
statement,  "Speaking  personally,  I 
don't  think  it  is  absolutely  neces- 
sary for  a  Christian  to  believe  in 
the  virgin  birth  of  Christ.  I  date 
my  religious  feelings  from  the  time 
I  was  eight  years  old.  At  that  time, 
I  didn't  even  know  what  a  virgin 
was." 

Christ's  entry  into  the  world  was 
not  like  that  of  an  ordinary  man, 
for  it  was  both  the  birth  of  a  man 
and  the  incarnation  of  the  Son 
of  God.  It  is  only  natural  to  see 
that  the  circumstances  of  His  con- 
ception and  birth  would  be  un- 
usual and  would  not  follow  the 
normal  pattern.  The  New  Testa- 
ment does  not  say  a  great  deal 
about  it,  nor  does  it  give  much  de- 


By  ROSS  M.   HAYES 

tail.  However,  two  narratives  of 
His  birth  deal  definitely  and  clear- 
ly with  the  truth  of  this  doctrine. 

"The  central  miracle  asserted  by 
the  Christians  is  the  Incarnation," 
said  C.  S.  Lewis.  The  Virgin  Birth 
was  a  part  of  this  process  of  the 
Incarnation.  This  was  a  special 
operation  of  the  Holy  Spirit  and  a 
part  of  the  total  miracle  which 
Mr.  Lewis  again  has  termed  the 
"grand  miracle!"  I  cannot  under- 
stand it  fully  any  more  than  I  can 
understand  the  mysterious  work- 
ings of  an  omnipotent  God. 

I  can  agree  that  an  eight-year- 
old  boy  could  be  a  Christian  and 
at  the  same  time  be  in  ignorance 
of  the  doctrine  of  the  Virgin  Birth. 
It  is  belief  on  Jesus  Christ  that 
saves  us,  and  not  a  belief  on  any 
particular    doctrine;    but    by    the 


same  token  I  do  not  see  how,  when 
I  am  confronted  by  the  teaching 
as  found  in  the  Gospel  stories, 
that  I  can  deny  it. 

As  far  as  I  am  concerned  only 
the  New  Testament  doctrine  of  the 
Virgin  Birth  is  adequate  as  a 
means  of  seeking  an  understand- 
ing of  the  incarnation  of  the  Son 
of  God.  I  admit  that  the  whole 
miracle  of  the  Incarnation  does 
not  permit  human  explanation. 
How  one  person  could  be  both  hu- 
man and  divine  is  beyond  my  com- 
prehension, but  it  is  not  beyond 
my  acceptance.  Speaking  person- 
ally as  a  Christian  of  physiological 
maturity,  I  find  it  not  only  neces- 
sary but  satisfying  to  believe  in 
the  Virgin  Birth,  along  with  all  of 
Christ's  miraculous  deeds  and 
words.   • 
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THIS  NON-POSTAGE  STAMP 

IS  A  VALUABLE  AND  EFFECTIVE  INSTRUMENT  FOR 

SERVING  GOD  AND  COUNTRY 


Just  Peel  and  Apply 

No  Moistening  Required 

Pressure  Sensitized 


fifnlij  Sfbk 


"Worshipping  families.founded, 

and  are  now  developing 

the  United  States."  © 


Children  Love  These 
Effectively  Appealing 
blue,  black,  gold  stamps 


DISCOVER  OUR  NATION 
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3  cents  each 
Only  $20  per  Thousand 

*  David  Moffatt  McConnell,  former  Ambassador  of  the  United  States  of  America 
and  Special  Advisor,  The  United  Nations  Economic  and  Social  Council:  "The 
non-postage  Holy  Bible  Stamps  are  a  convenient  and  apt  reminder  of  the  spir- 
itual sourcing  of  the  American  constitutional  heritage.  They  will  be  a  con- 
tinuing reminder  to  people  in  their  daily  walks  of  life  of  the  real  strengths 
which  bind  Americans  together  and  cause  us  to  have  a  unique  message  for 
mankind.  .  ." 

These  beautiful  stamps  are  symbolic  of  the  patriotism  of  many  families  in  each 
of  the  United  States,  and  their  profound  message  below  the  return  address 
on  outgoing  mail  can  make  a  definite  contribution  to  the  reduction  of  crime 
in  every  state. 

^General  Paul  R.  Yottnts,  former  President  National  Association  of  Postmasters: 
"Knowing  something  about  the  value  of  stamps  on  mail,  it  appears  to  me  that 
non-postage  Holy  Bible  Stamps  can  have  an  influential  impact  on  the  thinking 
of  people  everywhere  on  earth.  .  ." 

*  Reverend  David  L.  Lemons,  Superintendent,  Church  of  God  in  North  Caro- 
lina: "Enclosed  is  our  check  for  $20.00  in  payment  of  the  repeat  order  for 
1,000  non-postage  Holy  Bible  Stamps.  .  ." 

To  develop  an  idea,  however,  and  to  distribute  a  new  product  on  a  national 
basis  requires  more  invested  capital  than  we  have.  Therefore,  we  will  use  the 
proceeds  from  the  response  of  concerned  citizens  to  this  message  to  advertise 
non-postage  Holy  Bible  Stamps  locally  in  the  areas  which  respond  to  this 
advertisement. 

We  cordially  invite  civic,  patriotic  and  religious  organizations  of  every  denom- 
ination to  join  the  non-postage  Holy  Bible  Stamps  program  by  writing  for  the 
wholesale  price  with  free  samples,  and  the  attractive  self-sealing  stamp  pad 
cover.  We  are  prepared  to  make  immediate  delivery  to  individuals  ami  organi- 
zations in  any  quantity. 


DONT  DELAY,  WHITE  TODAY 


DISCOVER  OUR  NATION,  INC. 

1204  Baugh  Building 
P.   O.   Box  2506 
Charlotte,   N.   C.   28201 
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Church  of  God  Youth  Camps 


suu- 

Location 

Speaker 

Alabama 

Campground 
SprlngvlUe,  Alabama 

Rachel  Qulnley   (Junior  Camp) 
Paul  Lombard    (Intermediate   Camp) 
O.    V.    Sewell    (Junlor-Hl   Camp) 

Arkansas 

Arkansas  Baptist  Assembly  Camp 
Slloam  Springs,  Arkansas 

Mrs.  Marine  Woods  (Junior  Camp) 
Raymond  Culpepper  (Senior  Camp) 

California- 
Nevada     (Southern) 

Idyllwlld   Pines  Camp 
Idyllwlld,  California 

Marlon   Tripp    (Junior   Camp) 
Paul  Conn   (Senior  Camp) 

Colorado- Wyoming 

Quaker  Ridge  Church  Camp 
Woodland  Park,  Colorado 

Mrs.  Mary  Graves   (Junior  Camp) 
Ray  Sanders   (Senior  Camp) 

Florida 

Campground 
Wlmauma,  Florida 

Mrs.  Walter  (Bobble)  Lauster  (Junior  Camp) 
Raymond  Culpepper  (Intermediate  Camp) 
Carl  H.  Richardson   (Teen  Camp) 

Hawaii 

Puu  Kahea  Baptist  Assembly 
Walanae,   Oahu,   Hawaii 

David  S.  Bishop  (Junior/Senior  Camp) 

Indiana 

Campground,  Fruitdale,  Indiana 
Flat  Bock   YMCA   Camp 
St.   Paul,   Indiana 

Dale  Denham   (Junior/Intermediate  Camp) 
Robert   May    (Teen   Camp) 

Kentucky 

Levi  Jackson  State  Park 

Don  Combs    (Junior  Camp) 

State  Youth   Board    (Junlor-Hl   Camp) 

Jeffery  Simpson   (Senior  Camp) 

Randy  and  Annette  Watson  (Senlor-Hl  Camp) 

Louisiana 

Camp  Klwanls 

Near   Alexandria,  Louisiana 

Mrs.  E.  L.  Miller    (Junior  Camp) 
Larry  Tlmmerman  (Young  Teen  Camp) 
Walter  Atkinson  (Senior- HI  Camp) 

Maryland- 
Delaware,  D.C. 

Campground 
Slmpsouvllle,  Maryland 

Mrs.   Bernlce    Woodard    (Junior    Camp) 

Michigan 

Campground 
Fenton,  Michigan 

Vivian    Cagle    (Junior   Camp) 

Minnesota 

Sibley  State  Park 
Wlllmar,  Minnesota 

David  Beatty 

Missouri 

Campground 
Leadwood,   Missouri 

Stephen  Conn   (Senior  Camp) 
Jerry   Young    (Junior    Camp) 

Montana 

EUB  Campsite  on  the  Boulder 
McLeod,  Montana 

Garland  Rogers 

North  Carolina 

Campground 

Charlotte,  North  Carolina 

Doyle  Stanfleld  (Junior  Co-ed  Camp) 
Four  State  Directors  (Junlor-Hl  Camp) 
Paul  Henson  (Senlor-Hl  Camp) 

Ohio 

Not  Confirmed 

Mrs.  Elizabeth  Amburgy  (Junior  Camp) 
Everett  Steele  (Young  Teen  Camp) 
Dr.  Horace  Ward  (Teen  Camp) 

Oklahoma 

Camp   Central 
Guthrie,  Oklahoma 
Camp  Hudgens 
McAlester,  Oklahoma 

Mary  McDonald  (Junior  Camp) 

Raymond  Culpepper  (Junlor-Hl  Camp) 
James  Madison   (Senlor-Hl  Camp) 

Oregon 

Camp    Canby    Grove 
Canby,  Oregon 

Gary  Tygart  (Junior  Camp) 
Edwin   King    (Senior   Camp) 

Pennsylvania 

Edgewood  Grove 
Somerset,  Pennsylvania 

Mrs.  D.  DeFlno  (Junior  Camp) 

Mrs.  D.  DeFlno  (Intermediate  Camp) 

R.   H.   Gause   (Senior   Camp) 

South  Carolina 

Campground 

Mauldln,   South  Carolina 

Youth  Board  (Junior  Camp) 
David  Beatty  (Young  Teen  Camp) 
P.  E.  Dawsey   (Teen  Camp) 

Texas 

Campground 
Weatherford,  Texas 

Camp   Mohawk 

E.  M.  Smith   (Junior  Camp) 
Mack  Streun  (Intermediate  Camp) 
Paul   Conn    (Senior  Camp) 
Ole   Olds    (Gulf   Coast   Camp) 

Virginia 

Campground 
Roanoke,  Virginia 

Billy  J.  O'Neal  (Junior  Camp) 
Raymond  Culpepper  (Intermediate  Camp) 
Bill  Sheeks  (Senior  Camp) 

West  Virginia 

Beckwlth  4-H  Camp 
Fayetteville,  West  Virginia 

Reverend  and  Mrs.  R.  H.  Prlchard  (Junior  Camp) 
John  E.  Black  (Young  Teen  Camp) 
Harold  E.  Stevens  (Teen  Camp) 

Western  Canada 

Western   Youth   Camp 
at  Cypress  Hills  Park 
Eastern   Youth   Camp 
at   Echo   Lake 

Rev.   Robert   J.   Reesor 
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Texas  Improves  Youth 

Camp  Facilities  by  cecil  r.  guiles 


THE  SUCCESS  OF  the  Texas 
Youth  Camp  can  be  traced 
to  the  cooperative  effort  of 
ministers  and  laity,  dedicated 
to  the  task  of  minister  ing  to 
youth.  Under  the  able  leadership 
of  State  Sunday  School  and  Youth 
Director  Troy  A.  Baggett  and  State 
Overseer  M.  H.  Kennedy,  the  State 
Sunday  School  and  Youth  Board, 
State  Council,  the  Texas  Ministers 
and  laity  have  constructed  a  new 
girls'  domitory  and  have  remodeled 
the  girls'  old  domitory. 

Enthusiasm,  according  to  State 
Director  Troy  A.  Baggett,  ran  high 
across  the  campground  as  the 
sound  of  hammers  and  the  buzzing 
of  saws  broke  the  silence  of  the 
campground  life.  In  just  a  few 
weeks  the  new  dormitory  was  com- 
pleted and  the  old  dormitory  was 
remodeled.  The  dormitory  is  brick 
veneer  and  has  paneled  walls  and 
water-type  air-conditioning.  The 
new  building  has  eight  rooms  for 
campers,  quarters  for  a  nurse  and 
head  counselor,  storage  room,  and 
rest  rooms.  Each  camper's  room  is 
equipped  with  closet  space  and 
wall  mirrors.  The  new  dormitory 
and  the  remodeled  dormitory  have 
added  much  to  the  beautification 
of   the   lovely   Texas   campground. 

Texas  has  also  provided  new 
quality  playground  equipment  for 
the  enjoyment  of  their  youth  who 
attend  camp.  Believing  that  name 
brand  companies  manufacture 
sturdier  and  more  durable  recrea- 
tional equipment,  they  have  in- 
stalled a  heavy-duty  merry-go- 
round  and  swing  set.  Two  new 
backstops  have  been  erected  on  the 


ball  field;  six  new  concrete  shuffle- 
board  slabs  have  been  installed; 
and  they  have  purchased  five  new 
Ping-Pong  tables. 

It  is  apparent  that  the  Texas 
ministers  and  laity  realize  the  im- 
portance of  a  good  recreational 
youth  camp  program.  The  new 
playground  equipment  will  greatly 
augment  their  recreational  pro- 
gram. They  know  that  recreation 
can  strengthen  the  moral  and  re- 
ligious life  of  campers  through  the 
practice  of  self-control,  obedience, 
reverence,  clean  living,  coopera- 
tion, and  goodwill.  The  new  play- 
ground equipment  will  provide  an 
opportunity  for  young  people  to 
participate  in  worthwhile  experi- 
ences which  they  may  enjoy  to- 
gether or  individually.  And  too,  the 
ministers  and  laity  realize  that  a 
well-planned  recreation  camp  pro- 
gram can  be  instrumental  in  char- 
acter building.  In  youth  camp, 
character  is  not  taught  per  se!  It 
is  something  that  must  be  caught 
from  dedicated,  mature  leadership 
influence.  Basically  campers  are 
imitators.  They  tend  to  become  like 
those  whom  they  admire. 

Reporting  on  the  1969  Texas 
Youth  Camps,  Karleen  McCarn, 
writes:  "When  the  1969  Youth 
Camps  became  history,  all  previous 
records  for  the  State  of  Texas  had 
been  broken.  A  total  of  717  at- 
tended the  youth  camps  in  Texas. 
The  camp  spirit  was  great  and  the 
spiritual  results  were  rewarding. 
Ninety-five  persons  received  the 
Holy  Ghost  and  122  were  baptized 
in  water.  There  was  genuine  re- 
vival in  all  four  camps."  • 


GOSPEL  TENTS  FOR  SALE 
10%   discount  to   Evangelists    and 
Chwrchot.    For    complete    informo* 
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Send  for  this  colorful  28-page  booklet 
before  you  get  into  the  planning  stage. 
It  contains  examples  of  how  laminated 
wood  systems  are  saving  time  and 
money  in  new  church  construction. 
For  free  copy,  fill  in  and  mail  coupon. 
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750  Koppers  Bldg.,  Pgh.,  Pa.  15219 
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Reds 
Affecting  Pulpit 


By  J.    EDGAR   HOOVER 


THE  COMMUNISTS  are 
I  spraying  the  world  today 
with  ideological  and  propa- 
ganda missiles  designed  to  create  a 
deadly  radioactive  cloud  of  Marx- 
ism-Lenninism.  From  bases  behind 
the  Iron  Curtain  and  in  the  non- 
Communist  world,  this  cloud  of 
Communist  propaganda  is  drench- 
ing many  lands  with  a  particular- 
ly heavy  fallout  in  this  nation. 

The  deadliest  of  these  Commu- 
nist missiles — whose  warheads  are 
exceptionally  heavy — are  being  di- 
rected against  the  Christian  pul- 
pit. Communist  gunners,  with  spe- 
cial ideological  training  and 
schooled  in  atheistic  perversity,  are 
"sighting  in"  the  clergy,  hoping  to 
shatter,  immobilize,  and  confuse 
this  powerful  forum  of  idealism, 
morality,  and  civic  virtue. 

No  assignment  is  more  strategic 
in  the  Communist  world  today 
than  the  disruption  of  the  church 
of  God,  both  within  and  outside 
the  Iron  Curtain. 

Why  does  the  church,  which  has 
no  military  forces,  merit  the  most 
explosive  of  Communist  rockets,  the 
most  venomous  of  Communist  hate, 
the  most  vituperative  of  Commu- 
nist scorn? 


The  Communists  realize  that  un- 
less the  Christian  pulpit,  that 
mighty  fortress  of  God,  is  liqui- 
dated pitilessly,  mercilessly,  and  fi- 
nally, the  very  existence  of  Com- 
munism itself  stands  in  jeopardy. 

The  spiritual  firepower  of  the 
Christian  church,  based  on  the  love 
of  God,  is  sufficient  to  destroy  all 
the  Soviet  man-made  missiles  and 
rockets  and  to  extirpate  this  twen- 
tieth-century aberration. 

And  the  Communists  know  it, 
and  fear  it. 

The  basic  Communist  weapon  is 
the  materialism  of  the  Communist 
dialectic.  Communism  is  atheistic, 
utterly  denying  God.  This  has  been 
a  fundamental  premise  of  Commu- 
nism since  the  days  of  Marx  and 
remains  so  today  under  the  menda- 
cious huckstering  of  Communist 
dictators. 

Just  why,  we  may  ask,  does  the 
party  rely  so  greatly  on  these  mis- 
siles of  atheism?  Just  why  do  oth- 
er phases  of  Communist  strategy 
alter,  but  never  the  dependence  on 
this  weapon? 

The  answer  is  simple  and  funda- 
mental to  any  progress  which  Com- 
munism hopes  to  achieve.  Atheism 
is  an  all-out  weapon  of  highly  de- 


structive and  devastating  power. 

If  properly  launched,  atheistic 
missiles  can  mangle,  cut,  and  ob- 
literate the  spiritual  tendons  of 
life— belief  in  God,  faith  in  Chris- 
tian values,  love  of  the  church. 

However,  we  note  that,  in 
launching  these  missiles  of  atheism 
toward  America,  the  Communists 
are  experiencing  considerable  trou- 
ble. These  mighty  missiles  seem  to 
burn  up  as  they  approach  the  at- 
mosphere of  America,  a  proud 
Christian  land. 

In  simple  language,  here  is  the 
problem  of  party  strategists:  How 
can  an  atheistic  Communist  party 
operate  in  the  United  States,  where 
the  vast  majority  of  people  believe 
in  God? 

The  Communist  answer:  Employ 
a  strategy  of  deceit— a  technique 
designed  to  hoodwink  non-Com- 
munists. This  is  today  one  of  the 
party's  most  potent  attacks  against 
the  Christian  pulpit. 

The  Communists  falsely  claim 
that  they  stand  for  tolerance  of 
religion. 

The  party's  tactic  in  the  Chris- 
tian world  is  to  de-emphasize  the 
importance  of  religion,  to  talk  and 
write  little  about  it,  and  to  empha- 
size other  topics,  such  as  social, 
economic,  and  political  issues. 

If  questions  are  asked,  Commu- 
nists pose  as  being  tolerant  and 
say  that  religion  is  a  private  mat- 
ter for  the  individual. 

Actually,  however,  religion  is  not 
a  private  affair  for  the  Commu- 
nists. As  a  Marxist,  he  must  be  an 
atheist.  He  has  absolutely  no  per- 
sonal choice.  Their  aim  is  to 
achieve  a  mutuality  of  agreement 
with  the  Christian  pulpit  on  com- 
mon issues  as  defined  by  the  Com- 
munists. 

This  tactic  is  being  actively  pur- 
sued by  the  Communist  party,  in 
the  United  States  of  America,  to- 
day. 

"Look,"  the  Communists  are  say- 
ing, "we  are  tolerant  of  religion, 
we  do  not  want  to  attack  your 
faith.  Rather,  let's  work  together 
on  issues  in  which  we  are  both  in- 
terested—peace, civil  liberties,  eco- 
nomic justice,  and  the  brotherhood 
of  man.  We,  too,  want  a  world 
of  peace   and  good  will.  Let's  not 
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fight  but  work  together." 

Here  is  the  deadly  come-along  of 
Communism,  directed  today  at  the 
Christian  pulpit.  This  enables  the 
party  to  move  close  to  unsuspect- 
ing ministers  and  laymen  who  see 
only  the  exterior  verbiage  and  not 
the  concealed  danger. 

At  the  same  time  the  party, 
through  infiltration  tactics,  is  at- 
tempting to  reach  inside  the 
churches. 

Most  important,  of  course,  is  the 
youth  field.  A  national  party  lead- 
er recently  commented  that  Com- 
munist youth  must  find  common 
ground  with  church  youth  groups, 
not  only  for  ideological  reasons  but 
also  for  the  use  of  their  facilities. 
They  then  exploit  the  church  for 
their  own  Communist  ends. 

This  brotherliness  of  Commu- 
nists is  most  purposive:  The  Com- 
munists want  to  hitch  as  much 
of  the  influence  of  the  Christian 
church  as  they  can  capture  to  the 
party's  cause. 

This  means  that  if  clergymen  or 
laymen  participate  (knowingly  or 
unknowingly)  in  fronts,  sign  Com- 
munist-sponsored petitions,  speak 
favorably  of  Communist  objectives 
— these  points  must  be  exploited  to 
strengthen  the  party's  position. 

To  the  Communists  any  support 
gained  from  church  circles  enables 
them  to  break  down  the  antipathy 
of  the  community  and  gives  them 
a  desperately  desired  respectability. 

Hence,  this  strategy  of  Commu- 
nist deceit  is  aimed  to  undermine, 
hoodwink,  and  exploit  the  Chris- 
tian pulpit. 

The  Christian  pulpit  is  today  one 
of  America's  most  formidable  bar- 
riers against  Communism.  The 
spiritual  dedication  of  thousands 
of  clergymen,  in  large  and  small 
churches  across  the  nation,  is  a 
powerful  antidote  to  the  danger. 
America  owes  a  great  deal  of  grati- 
tude to  the  stalwart  example  of  our 
religious  leadership. 

Yet,  in  our  nation  one  of  Com- 
munism's most  potent  allies  is  ap- 
athy toward  and  lack  of  knowl- 
edge of  Communism. 

Very  strangely,  many  citizens 
will  be  highly  conversant  about  the 
diseases  of  azaleas,  the  weathering 
qualities  of  automobile  paints,  the 


latest  ways  to  play  a  new  card 
game — yet  know  nothing  about 
Communism,  that  deadly  plague 
which  threatens  to  extinguish  our 
way  of  life.  That  is  one  of  the 
anomalies — and  tragedies — of  mod- 
ern-day America. 

Communism  is  not  a  monstrosi- 
ty to  be  hidden  from  sight,  never 
spoken  about  publicly,  or  shunted 
into  a  side  closet. 

Like  an  epidemic  of  polio,  the 
solution  lies  not  in  minimizing  the 
danger  or  overlooking  the  prob- 
lem— but  rapidly,  positively,  and 
courageously  finding  an  anti-polio 
serum. 

We  in  America  have  this  anti- 
Communism  serum — the  answer  to 
the  Communist  challenge.  It  lies  in 
the  strength  of  Christian  tradition, 
in  the  power  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
working  in  men. 

Too  frequently,  both  clergy  and 


laymen  do  not  realize  the  full  re- 
sources at  their  command  in  the 
Christian  tradition — in  the  tremen- 
dous power  of  God  to  turn  men 
toward  God  and  to  make  person- 
alities bloom  with  the  living  cour- 
age of  sainted  men. 

The  job  of  you  as  clergymen  is 
to  help  channel  this  divine  power 
into  the  hearts,  minds,  and  souls 
of  men. 

No  greater  challenge  has  ever 
faced  the  Christian  church.  As 
spokesmen  for  God,  your  task  is  to 
enable  men  to  know  the  truth,  so 
the  truth  will  set  them  free.  • 


FOR  SALE:  GOSPEL  TENTS 

Special  prices  to  ministers.  For  com- 
plete   information    write 

VAIDOSTA  TENT 

MANUFACTURING  CO. 

P.    0.    Box    248,    Valdosta,    Georgia 

31601 

Phone  242-0730 


$50.00  CASH  every  time  10  members  of  your 
group  each  sell  10  cans  of  Gran-Ma's  Pride 
Black  Pepper  at  $1.00  per  can!  Quality 
guaranteed!  Pure  grcund  with  Imitation 
for  EXTRA  STRENGTH! 
100%  PROFIT!  Half -Pound  cans  of  Black 
Pepper  cost  your  group  only  50c  each — 
Sell  for  $1.00!  Our  "50-50"  plan  means 
more    profit. 

SEND  NO  MONEY!  Order  100  to  500  cans 
today.  Take  up  to  30  days  to  send  payment. 
Give  your  name,  title,  phone  number  and 
complete  address,  the  name,  address,  etc. 
of  2nd  officer,  name  of  church,  school  or 
club,  quantity  desired  and  nearest  Freight 
Office  (No  Parcel  Post).  We  ship  F.O.B., 
Birmingham  with  EXTRAS  INCLUDED 
FREE  to  cover  shipping  ccst.  Orders  ac- 
cepted  groups  only. 


VERNE  COLLIER 


BAPTISTRIES -SPIRES 

•  Unit-Molded 
Fiberglass 

•  Accessories  |^'K  > 

Box  672  Dept.  J5,  Muscatine,  Iowa 


WOLFE  BROS.  &  CO. 

PINEY  FLATS,  TENN 


Sinct     1888.  Write     for    frt*     estlmatt. 


J  ACCORDIONS'/; OFF 


SHE  UPTO  H  OFF  PRICES  OF  COMPARABLE  ACCORDIORS 

40  New  Models— Easy  Terms 

Jnst  arrived!  More  than  40  exciting 
new  modelBl  Many  new  electronic 
accordions-  amplifiers!  Packed 
with  new  ideas,  new  styling,  new 
features!  Buy  direct  from  world  a 
largest  exclusive  accordion 

dealer!  Importer-To -Yon  Prlceil 
Ew  Terms:  LOW  DOWN  PAY- 
MENT.  Mone7Back  Guarantee. 
FREE  BONUS  GIFTS!  Trade-tea 
welcomed-FREE  Color  Catalog! I 

iTwrion^r^HtFoToriiniiTlcal  DeptLP-50 

2003  W.Chicago  Ave.,  Chicago  22,  lit.  I 

Send  *>«•  CotoJoee— Spaotal  Ditcount  Prict  1AM. 

„..;:::rr"~™:™  i 

Cin I0RE STATE | 

PJ  Check  here  If  too  hare  •  Trade-In. 
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AVAILABLE  FOR  CHRISTIAN  SERVICE 


By  HOYT   E.   STONE 


&, 


Lee  College  lists  183  seniors  for  this  semester.  Of 
these  students  approximately  56  percent  are  in  the 
division  of  Arts  and  Sciences,  23  percent  in  Religion, 
and  21  percent  in  Teacher-Education.  Any  student 
majoring  in  religion  and  planning  to  go  into  full- 
time  Christian  service  work  must  find  a  place  to 
work  through  the  church. 

If  there  are  State  Overseers,  pastors,  or  other 
church  officials  interested  in  securing  qualified  young 


men  and  women  for  certain  positions  in  the  church, 
they  may  find  the  following  items  of  information 
helpful. 

Pictured  on  this  page  are  a  few  of  Lee's  graduates 
for  this  summer.  If  you  would  like  further  informa- 
tion on  any  of  these  students,  contact  the  Reverend 
Edwin  Tull,  director  of  Christian  Services;  or  the 
Reverend  Hollis  Gause,  chairmen,  Division  of  Re- 
ligion,   Lee   College. 


<"'    9    P  O  n    <"<   Ci    (B 


(?  »:  p  e  Oft  r?  <5 


ALEX  ELIAS  AWAD— Bethlehem,  Jordan.  Single.  Biblical  educa- 
tion major.  Minor  In  history.  Alex's  ambition  Is  to  teach  the 
gospel  of  Christ,  to  be  a  missionary,  or  to  do  social  and  religious 
work   among   underdeveloped   groups. 

DANIEL  F.  BOLING— Cleveland,  Tennessee.  Married.  Desires  pas- 
torate or  teaching  position  In  biblical  studies.  Majored  In  biblical 
education.  Hopes  to  do  graduate  work.  Is  interested  in  associate 
pastor  position   near  seminary. 

CHARLES  WILLIAM  CORNWELL— Columbus,  Ohio.  Married.  Ma- 
jored in  biblical  education.  Desires  a  pastorate  or  will  accept 
evangelistic  work  in  New  England,  Ohio,  or  Kentucky.  Has  previ- 
ously worked  as  a  pastor  and  as  assistant  pastor  at  the  Joyce 
Avenue  Church  of  God,  Columbus,  Ohio 

BILLY  RAY  FRASIER— Port  Payne,  Alabama.  Married.  Biblical  ed- 
ucation major.  Desires  work  either  as  an  evangelist  or  pastor, 
preferably   In    Alabama.    Will    consider   others. 

SHARON  ELIZABETH  HARMON— Newberry,  South  Carolina.  Single. 
Christian  education  major.  Desires  full-time  Christian  service 
work.  Has  worked  as  faculty  secretary  and  dormitory  supervisor. 
Lists  no  preference  as  to  work  location.  A  pianist. 
GERALD  LEE  HOLLOWAY— Chattanooga,  Tennessee.  Married.  Ma- 
jored in  religious  education.  Member  of  Pi  Delta  Omicron  Honor 
Society.  Desires  the  full-time  ministry.  No  preference  as  to  loca- 
tion. Served  in  the  United  States  Air  Force  from  December  '59 
to    October    '63. 

RAY  EDWARD  HURT— Richmond,  Kentucky.  Single.  Music  educa- 
tion major.  Seeks  the  full-time  ministry,  preferably  In  Kentucky. 
Active  In  Lee  College  Pioneers  for  Christ.  Interest  and  objectives  in 
life  center  around  one  goal:  to  be  used  of  God. 
JAMES  ALLEN  JONES— Orangeburg,  South  Carolina.  Single. 
Majored  in  biblical  education.  Has  led  two  summer  programs  for 
Pioneers  for  Christ.  Member  of  Circle  K  and  student  govern- 
ment. Received  the  Christian  Service  Award.  Voted  Mr.  Lee  Col- 
lege. Plans  to  enter  the  ministry  with  emphasis  on  youth,  Chris- 
tian education,  and  music.  No  preference  as  to  work  location. 
JAMES  MACK  LANDRETH— Cleveland,  Tennessee.  Married.  Music 
education  major.  Excellent  organist.  Seeks  work  both  In  public 
school  music  department  and  church.  Prefers  Cleveland  area  for 
another  year.  Is  interested  in  teaching  piano  and  organ. 
VICTOR  M.  PAGAN— Saint  Just,  Puerto  Rico.  Married.  Majored  in 
biblical  education.  Desires  work  as  a  Bible  school  teacher  or  pas- 
tor. No  location  restriction.  Holds  a  Bachelor  of  Arts  degree  from 


the  University  of  Puerto  Rico  also.  Served  as  vice-president  of  the 
International  Club   at  Lee  College. 

NATHAN  CLEMENT  RIDGEWAY— Cleveland,  Tennessee.  Married. 
Hopes  to  be  an  assistant  pastor  or  evangelist.  Prefers  Southeastern 
United  States  but  will  consider  other  localities.  Earned  his  way 
through  college.  Has  worked  at  the  Church  of  God  Sunday  School 
and  Youth  Department,  Art  Mart  Signs,  Inc.,  and  the  Church  of 
God  Publishing  House. 

ALVIS  EUGENE  SMILEY— Cleveland,  Tennessee.  Married.  Majored 
in  biblical  education.  Seeks  a  pastorate  or  an  assistant  pastorate. 
Will  consider  evangelizing.  Prefers  to  work  somewhere  other  than 
In  the  Southeast.  Hopes  to  attend  graduate  school  in  theology 
later.  Goal  is  to  be  a  capable  pastor,  hoping  to  establish  churches 
with  complete  programs  Involving  lay  Involvement  In  all  minis- 
tries. 

DAVID  LYNN  TILSON — Cleveland,  Tennessee.  Married.  Majored  in 
Christian  education.  Seeks  work  as  a  director  of  Christian  educa- 
tion or  a  pastor.  Prefers  southern  states,  but  will  consider  others. 
Chief  desire  is  to  serve  as  a  pastor  but  would  like  extra  experience 
serving  under  a  concerned  minister.  Has  worked  in  the  Lee  College 
Library  and  the  Pathway  Book  Store.  Plays  the  piano  and  organ. 
EMERSON  HARMON  TILLER — Cleveland,  Tennessee.  Married.  Ma- 
jored in  Christian  education  and  Bible.  Seeks  work  as  assistant 
pastor  or  pastor.  Prefers  Illinois,  Ohio,  Indiana,  or  Pennsylvania, 
but  wiU  consider  any  state.  Member  of  Pi  Delta  Omicron  Honor 
Society,  President  of  the  Lee  College  Ministerial  Association.  Is 
interested  in  working  with  young  people.  Has  had  two  years  pas- 
toral   experience. 

PAULINE  PARTHENIA  WASHINGTON— Washington,  D.C.  Single. 
Majored  In  Christian  education.  Would  like  to  be  a  Bible  college 
teacher  or  a  Christian  education  director.  Prefers  the  Washington, 
D.C,  area.  Has  worked  as  a  clerk  at  the  Columbia  Lighthouse  for 
the  Blind. 

JOHN  EDWARD  GREEN— Cleveland,  Tennessee.  Married.  Biblical 
education  major.  Seeks  pastorate  or  evangelistic  work.  Served  two 
years  in  the  United  States  Army  as  M.P.  Has  worked  at  the 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House. 

SAMUEL  LANE  SARGENT — Cleveland,  Tennessee.  Married.  Majored 
in  Religion.  Served  in  Navy  from  '62-'66.  Entering  the  full-time 
ministry  is  his  goal.  No  preference  as  to  work  location.  Served  as 
vice-president  of  Ministerial  Club  at  Lee.  Has  worked  at  the 
South    Cleveland   Church    of   God    and    at    General    Headquarters. 
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Contemplations  on 

Creation 


By  ARTHUR  B.   WINTER 


AS  SCIENCE  AND  its  tech- 
nology opens  up  more  and 
more  wonders,  we  think 
back  to  the  creation  of  our  vast 
universe.  The  scientific  marvels, 
the  new  discoveries  of  earth,  sea, 
and  air,  even  the  recent  space 
flight  to  the  moon,  all  make  the 
vast  magnitude  of  creation  more 
and    more    apparent. 

The  Bible  has  a  simple  and  very 
satisfactory  explanation:  "In  the 
beginning  God  created  heaven  and 
earth"    (Genesis   1:1). 

Science  with  remarkable  math- 
ematical processes  has  weighed  the 
earth  and  the  other  planets.  It  has 
plotted  the  course  of  thousands  of 
stars.  It  knows  to  the  minute  the 
time  of  each  eclipse  of  the  sun  and 
the  moon. 

It  has  filled  many  books  on  the 
various  phenomena  of  the  uni- 
verse's unswerving  regularities.  It 
has  unraveled  the  complex  plan  by 
which  the  various  heavenly  bodies 
move. 

But,  if  we  turn  to  the  Bible,  we 
read,  "The  heavens  declare  the 
glory  of  God;  and  the  firmament 
sheweth  his  handy  work"  (Psalm 
19:1). 

How  humble  man  must  feel  as 
he  studies  God's  creation.  What  can 
he  boast  of  that  he  has  accom- 
plished, that  can  even  begin  to 
compare  with  this  stupendous  feat? 

From  creation  we  learn  the  pur- 
poses, plans,  and  promises  of  the 
Creator.  From  Him,  who  holds  pow- 
er over  all  the  universe,  we  re- 
ceive infinite  blessings.  If  we  were 
all  obedient  to  the  laws  of  Jesus, 
as  is  creation  to  the  laws  by  which 
the  material  universe  is  governed, 
would  not  there  be  everlasting 
peace  among  all  peoples? 

Psalm    104    portrays    vividly    the 


enormity  of  the  creative  process. 
Can  man  really  fathom  this?  Man 
must  always  build  from  something. 
God  builds  from  nothing.  If  one 
can  understand  this,  it  helps  to 
realize  the  vastness  of  God's  crea- 
tion. 

As  the  astronauts  gazed  at  the 
earth  from  the  vicinity  of  the 
moon,  they  formed  a  true  concep- 
tion of  our  globe.  It  was  one  world 
and  all  its  peoples  were  brothers. 

Think  of  the  many  planets 
created!  For  example,  Jupiter  is 
reputed  to  be  the  size  of  three  hun- 
dred and  twenty-two  earths,  and 
Saturn  the  size  of  seven  hundred 
and  seventy. 

Think  again  of  the  order  and 
precision  of  the  movement  of  these 
heavenly  bodies.  When  we  consid- 
er this,  can  we  doubt  the  wisdom 
of  obedience  to  His  sovereign  will? 
Can  we  realize  how  puny  man  and 
his  accomplishments  are  in  the 
face  of  creation? 

Psalm  19  contrasts  our  time  with 
God's  time.  When  man's  work  be- 
comes more  lasting  and  can  re- 
main significant  through  time  then 
can  it  become  more  godlike. 

In  six  periods  of  time,  so  our 
Bible  tells  us,  God  created.  Perhaps 
these  "days"  were  not  each  of 
twenty-four  hours'  duration.  God 
in  His  creation  was  not  dependent 
on  light.  After  His  six  periods  of 
work,  He  rested  and  established 
the  Sabbath,  which  we  must  give 
over  to  Him. 

God  carries  forward  His  design 
and  has  time  for  them.  He  will 
finish  what  He  started.  "It  is  not 
for  you  to  know  the  times  or  the 
seasons,  which  the  Father  hath  put 
in  his  own  power"   (Acts  1:7). 

From  Him,  infinite  love  can  be 
ours.  "My  words  shall  not  pass 
away,"  said  the  Lord.  • 


SOUTH   CAROLINA 
AWARENESS  STAMP 

By  Floyd  D.  Carey 

The  "awareness  stamp"  feature 
is  designed  to  stimulate  a  greater 
interest  in,  and  an  in-depth  un- 
derstanding of,  the  total  ministry 
of  the  Sunday  school.  The  purpose 
of  the  Sunday  school  is  to  change 
persons  for  God  into  the  likeness 
of  Jesus  through  Holy-Ghost-direc- 
ted  teaching.  When  this  purpose 
is  fully  understood,  church  mem- 
bers and  workers  will  view  the 
Sunday  school  in  a  new  dimension 
and  with  a  Spirit-derived  determi- 
nation to  make  it  grow  and  pro- 
duce fruit. 

For  the  next  twelve  months  a 
new  Sunday  school  "awareness 
stamp"  will  be  featured  each 
month  in  South  Carolina. 


Explanation  of  art  work.  The  dove  repre- 
sents the  Holy  Spirit  (first  picture)— work- 
ing in  the  church  (second  picture)— wit- 
nessing of  Christ  through  the  taught  Word 
(inside  second  picture)— and  producing 
fruit  (third  picture)— in  the  dally  activities 
of  Sunday  school  scholars  (four  arrows 
pointing  north,  east,  south  and  west). 


Explanation  of  art  work.  The  two  large 
S's  represent  the  Sunday  school.  The  Sun- 
day school  serves  the  community  (top  pic- 
ture, first  S)  and  individual  families  (bot- 
tom picture,  second  S)  by  sharing  the  truth 
about  the  persons  and  work  of  the  Holy 
Trinity  (triangle,  torch,  and  cross— bottom 
picture,  first  S)  which  In  turn  shapes  lives 
In  the  likeness  of  Christ  and  establishes 
assurance  and  hope  (heart,  triangle,  and 
anchor — top  picture,  second  S). 
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FOR  HIS 


TOM  WORNER,  HIS  arms 
filled  with  bulging  grocery 
bags,  was  striding  toward 
his  car  in  the  parking  lot. 

"Hi,  Tom!"  Bill  Shidler  called. 
His  neighbor's  pudgy  figure 
emerged  from  the  row  of  parked 
cars.  "Have  you  heard  the  news? 
That  Mitchell  house  between  our 
properties  has  been  sold.  A  man 
and  a  woman  with  twelve  kids 
bought  it.  Believe  you  me,  Tom, 
I'm  erecting  a  twelve-foot  fence 
around  our  place.  No  twelve  kids 
are  going  to  ruin  our  property." 

Tom,  a  lean,  spectacled  man,  was 
not  given  to  violent  outbursts.  In- 
wardly he  was  seething.  He  and 
Eleanor  had  waited  a  long  time  to 
buy  their  "quiet  place  in  the  coun- 
try" and  had  invested  plenty  in 
the  shrubs  and  flowers  and  grading 
of  the  place.  "When  did  you  hear 
this?"  he  demanded  quietly. 

"Man,  I  didn't  hear  nothing!" 
Bill  exclaimed.  "I  passed  the  Mitch- 
ell place  on  my  way  to  the  shop- 
ping center  here  this  morning. 
They  were  moving  in,  and  there 
were  twelve  teen-age  boys.  I  count- 
ed them.  Y'know  what  I  think — 
they're  OYC's.  That's  worse  than  a 
family." 

"What  are  OYC's?"  Tom  asked. 

"The  Ohio  Youth  Commission,  of 
course.  Y'see,  Tom,  these  delin- 
quents  come   out  of  their  correc- 


tional institutions  and  they've  got 
to  be  ushered  back  with  velvet 
gloves  to  society.  So  our  Uncle  Sam 
pays  a  couple  to  give  the  young 
punks  tender  loving  care.  That 
OYC  is  operating  in  eighteen  coun- 
ties in  our  state.  I  tell  you,  you 
have  to  be  crooked  to  get  the 
preferential  treatment.  I  don't 
want  those  delinquents  next  to  me. 
I  gather  you  don't  either.  Let's  get 
up  a  petition  to  oust  them." 

"First,  we'd  better  get  in  touch 
with  someone  who  knows  the  law," 
Tom  said  evasively.  "We  could  talk 
to  Held — he's  an  attorney.  I'll  be 
seeing  you,  Bill." 

Like  a  black  ghost  riding  his 
back,  Tom  felt  his  past  crowd 
down  upon  him.  He'd  been  one  of 
those  delinquents — in  a  reforma- 
tory at  fourteen.  No  one  knew 
though,  not  even  Eleanor.  It  had 
been  another  state,  another  life 
entirely. 

There  had  been  no  youth  com- 
missions in  his  day.  He  had  run 
from  the  gang  and  the  neighbor- 
hood that  had  got  him  into  trou- 
ble in  the  beginning.  He  had  run 
from  his  stepfather  who  had  nev- 
er really  counted  him  as  one  of 
his  family.  He  had  taken  a  new 
name  and  had  gone  to  a  new  city 
where  he  had  worked  at  anything. 
He  had  lied  about  his  age  to  get 
into  the  Army,  had  served,  and  had 


been  honorably  discharged  with 
some  mighty  good  training  and 
experience.  Fortune  had  smiled  up- 
on him  the  day  he  had  walked 
into  that  sand  blast  and  metalliz- 
ing company  and  had  been 
promptly  hired  by  old  Harley  Van 
Horn. 

Van  Horn  had  made  him  his 
right-hand  man,  paid  for  his  eve- 
ning courses  at  the  university,  ev- 
en introduced  him  to  his  niece, 
Eleanor.  He  had  had  twenty  years 
of  marriage  to  Eleanor — h  a  p  p  y 
years  of  rich  fulfillment.  They  had 
a  son,  Harley,  named  for  the  old 
man,  in  his  first  year  at  the  State 
University. 

Tom  drove  to  the  stately  colonial 
home  he  had  bought  five  years  be- 
fore with  its  sweeping  lawns  and 
shade  trees  and  border  beds  of 
choice  flowers — a  show  place,  the 
status  symbol  of  his  success. 

"The  Mitchell  place  has  been 
sold,"  he  greeted  Eleanor  in  the 
kitchen.  "I  met  Bill  Shidler  at  the 
shopping  center.  Bill  thinks  they're 
a  couple  with  OYC's." 

"I  know."  Eleanor's  calm  gray 
eyes  beneath  her  ash  blonde  hair 
regarded  him  thoughtfully.  'Tve 
already  been  over  with  a  tray  of 
sandwiches.  I  didn't  know  if  their 
utilities  had  been  turned  on  or  not. 
You  should  have  seen  those  boys 
working.    The    couple,   Dan   Vance 
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and  his  wife  Linda,  are  trained 
psychologists  with  a  long  record  in 
youth  work.  Oh,  Tom,  I  wish  we 
could  take  boys  in  like  they  have." 

"We've  had  no  training,"  Tom 
muttered. 

"Oh,  I'm  sure  the  work  we've 
done  with  young  people  in  our 
church  would  count  for  something. 
After  all,  it  is  the  love  and  home 
environment  that  these  boys  need." 

"Bill  wants  to  get  up  a  petition 
to  oust  them." 

"The  very  idea!  We'll  have  no 
part  of  that.  Bill  is  a  member  of 
our  church.  What  is  he  thinking 
about  anyway?" 

"This  is  a  socially-minded  com- 
munity, Eleanor." 

"The  Christian  consideration 
should  come  first.  'For  His  sake' — 
we  always  have  said  that,  haven't 
we,  Tom?" 

Only  since  I  met  you,  Tom  want- 
ed to  reply.  From  the  very  begin- 
ning Eleanor  had  taught  him  that 
their  wills,  united  with  the  will  of 
God,  would  lead  them  to  accept 
all  people  as  His  special  gift,  giv- 
en that  they  may  serve  Him  with 
ever-increasing  joy.  Sunday  school 
teaching,  foreign  missionary  work, 
community  projects — Tom  knew 
they  had  given  their  time,  their  ef- 
forts, and  their  money  to  all  of 
these. 

And  yet,  a  short  while  ago,  when 


Bill  had  told  him  of  those  boys, 
he  had  seen  only  a  threat  to  his 
property.  He  hadn't  spoken  up  for 
them  as  Eleanor  had  done.  He  had 
politely  excused  himself  from  the 
situation.  Coward  .  .  .  hypocrite  .  .  . 
he  was  both  of  these. 

"The  phone's  ringing,"  said  El- 
eanor breaking  into  his  gloomy 
musings.  "It's  probably  Avis  Shid- 
ler  to  tell  us  about  Bill's  prospec- 
tive petition.  I'll  put  an  end  to 
that.  Will  you  finish  storing  the 
meat  in  the  freezing  compartment, 
dear — and  the  butter  in  the  butter 
compartment?"  Eleanor  darted  off. 

Tom  placed  the  meat  in  bags 
and  shoved  them  on  the  freezing 
shelf.  He  was  closing  the  refrig- 
erator door  when  a  knock  sound- 
ed on  the  back  door.  Through  the 
screen  he  saw  a  scrawny  kid,  a 
tray  in  his  hand.  "Something  you 
want?"  he  asked. 

"I'm  just  returning  Mrs.  Worn- 
er's  tray.  We're  all  grateful  for  the 
sandwiches.  They  were  super."  The 
boy  held  out  the  tray,  and  Tom 
opened  the  door. 

"Come  on  in,"  he  invited,  staring 
at  the  thin  eager  face,  so  like  his 
own  a  good  thirty  years  ago. 

"I  can't.  I've  got  to  get  back  and 
help  set  up  the  bunk  beds,  Mr. 
Worner.  This  time,  I  want  to  make 
it — see?  I  never  want  to  go  back 
to   that   place    I   came   from.   But 


maybe  that's  a  little  hard  for  some- 
one like  you  to  understand." 

"I  understand,"  Tom  replied.  "I 
was  in  the  Perryville  Reformatory 
for  two  years.  I  made  it." 

The  dark  eyes  widened  in  sur- 
prise. "Wow!  I  never  thought  a 
man  who  lived  in  a  house  like 
this—" 

"Could  live  down  a  reformatory 
stretch — is  that  what  you  were  go- 
ing to  say?  Well,  he  can.  As  soon 
as  you're  settled,  I'll  be  over  to  talk 
to  you  and  the  other  fellows.  May- 
be we  can  line  up  some  summer 
jobs." 

"Thanks,  Mr.  Worner — t  hanks 
loads."  The  boy  departed,  grinning 
widely. 

Tom  felt  Eleanor's  hand  on  his 
arm.  So  silently  she  had  come  up 
behind  him.  "Why  didn't  you  ever 
tell  me  about  Perryville?"  she  ques- 
tioned. 

"Shame,  guilt,  pride.  I  was  liv- 
ing a  lie  by  my  silence,  wasn't  I? 
It  wasn't  till  I  saw  that  boy  and 
found  myself.  I'm  sorry,  Eleanor- 
sorrier  than  you'll  ever  know." 

"Don't  be."  She  squeezed  his  arm. 
"Jesus  will  use  that  experience  of 
yours  now  to  help  them.  I'm  glad 
the  Vances  have  arrived  with  their 
OYC  boys.  Tom,  we  need  them. 
That's  exactly  what  I  told  Avis 
Shidler  just  now  and— she  agreed 
with  me."  • 
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A  Bold   Look   Into   the 

Challenging  World  of  Twentieth-Century  Youth. 


Candid  Expressions  About  the 

Youth  Rebellion 

and  its  impact  on  the  Church. 


II 


How  Christian  Teens  Are  Affected 
by  the  Drug  Problem 

James  Maynard:  I've  had  kids  at 
school  to  try  to  get  me  to  take 
speed,  STP,  or  some  other  kind  of 
drug.  But  I  thought  of  what  it 
would  do  to  my  family  and  my 
Christian  life.  I  never  will  take 
drugs  or  any  of  that  kind  of  stuff 
because  I  love  the  Lord,  my  family, 
and  my  church.  I've  had  kids  to  ask 
me,  "Have  you  got  any  speed,  or 
do  you  know  where  I  can  get 
some?"  They  call  us  chicken  if  we 
won't  indulge.  But,  I'd  rather  be 
chicken  than  dead.  I'd   rather  be 


It  has  been  reported  that  the  average 
age  of  youths  who  use  drugs  has  declined 
from  sixteen  or  seventeen  years-old  in  1961 
to  eleven  or  twelve  years-old  in  1969. 

The  Department  of  Health,  Education, 
and  Welfare  report  that  from  5  to  7  million 
persons  in  the  United  States  have  used  mar- 
ijuana. HEW  lists  these  other  drug-use 
statistics:  One  million  persons  have  used 
nonbarblturate  sedatives,  including  LSD; 
400,000  have  used  barbiturates  and  am- 
phetamines; and  100,000  are  known  nar- 
cotics addicts. 

The  Law  and  Order  magazine  reports 
that  there  are  enough  pep  pills  being  legally 
manufactured  in  the  United  States  today 
to  provide  fifty  doses  during  one  year  for 
every  man,  woman,  and  child  in  the  coun- 
try. It  is  estimated  that  over  half  of  these 
end  up  In  the  black  market  for  the  "speed- 
freaks." 

"What  would  you  most  like  changed  in 
your  home  life?"  "More  religion,"  "more  to- 
gether as  a  family,"  and  "better  communi- 
cations," were  the  three  most  frequent  re- 
plies in  a  survey  of  more  than  2,000  teen- 
agers sponsored  by  Millard  J.  Bienvenu, 
Northwestern    State    College    of    Louisiana. 

"How  are  you  going  to  stop  children  from 
drinking  eyewash,  from  smoking  crushed 
aspirin,  from  injecting  themselves  with  hy- 
podermic needles  filled  with  deodorant, 
mayonnaise,  or  peanut  butter."  asked  Art 
Llnkletter  In  an  address  to  the  Conference  of 
Governors  at  the  White  House.  The  truth 
is,  kids  can  get  chemicals  everywhere,  and 
we  cannot  stop  them.  So  what  we  have  to 
do  is  to  somehow  get  them  turned  back  on 
to  live  and  to  produce  for  them  a  quality 
of  life  in  this  country  that  will  make  them 
want  to  be  turned  on  by  it  instead  of  drugs. 


chicken    than   lose    my   experience 
with  Christ. 

Katie  Virginia  Thomas :  Hi  there ! 
My  name  is  Katie  Virginia 
Thomas.  I  am  a  student  at  James 
Island  High— the  home  of  the 
mighty  Rams.  Personally,  I  don't 
think  Christian  teen-agers  are  af- 
fected by  the  drug  craze.  On  sec- 
ond thought,  however,  being 
around  persons  that  use  them  at 
school  can  become  a  problem.  The 
Scriptures  state,  "My  people  are 
destroyed  for  the  lack  of  knowl- 
edge" (Hosea  4:6).  I  use  this  scrip- 
ture to  refer  to  parents  who  are  so 
concerned  about  everything  else, 
but  ignore  the  habits  of  their  chil- 
dren. They  do  not  spend  any  time 
in  discussing  the  problems  of  dan- 
gerous drugs  with  their  children. 
Many  youth  experiment  with  drugs 
right  under  their  parents'  noses. 
Am  I  concerned?  Yes,  to  the  ex- 
tent that  my  heart  goes  out  to  the 
teen-agers  who  take  drugs  instead 
of  going  to  Jesus  Christ  with  their 
problems.  As  a  Christian  teen-ager 
in  the  Church  of  God,  I  can  say 
that  if  a  teen-ager  will  give  his 
heart  to  God,  the  problems  of  drug 
traffic  will  vanish  away.  In  my 
heart,    I    am    affected,    and    will 


spend  more  time  in  prayer  for 
teens  who  seek  chemical  answers  to 
their  problems. 

Cindie  Johnson:  I've  got  at  least 
four  friends  at  school  who  are 
hooked  on  either  speed  or  acid. 
They  say  that  drugs  are  a  god  to 
them.  In  the  same  way  that  we 
witness  about  Christ  and  try  to  win 
people  to  Him,  they  witness  about 
drugs  and  try  to  win  people  to 
them.  When  they  find  out  that 
someone  is  a  Christian,  they  try 
harder  to  get  him  to  experiment 
with  drugs.  I've  been  asked  to  go  to 
pot  parties,  and  I  have  been  told 
that  drugs  are  a  great  way  to 
"escape"  when  you're  feeling  down 
or  when  school  gets  to  be  too  much. 
I  will  have  to  admit  that  it  sounds 
pretty  tempting,  but  then  I  stop 
and  think  that  I  don't  need  drugs 
to  cheer  me  up  because  I've  got 
God.  No  drug  can  bring  me  more 
peace  of  mind  than  God  can.  It  is 
a  hard  battle,  but  with  faith  and 
trust  in  God  we  teen-agers  can  be 
a  winner. 

Jenny  Thomas:  Teen-agers  like 
to  be  a  part  of  the  "crowd."  Don't 
ask  me  why;  they  just  do!  Chris- 
tian youth  are  sometimes  ridiculed 
or  teased  because  they  will  not  be 
a  part  of  the  crowd  that  takes  mar- 
ijuana or  speed.  Most  youth  feel 
that  drugs  will  solve  their  prob- 
lems. They  forget  that  God  can 
solve  their  problems  and  provide 
fulfillment.  I  want  to  try  and  help 
them  by  showing  how  God  is  al- 
ways with  me  and  that  He  gives 
me  real  "go  power"  and  "uplifting 
peace." 
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David  Mims:  Many  of  us  teen- 
agers, as  well  as  adults,  are  con- 
fronted and  affected  by  the  drug 
problem.  Christian  young  people 
are  affected  to  a  greater  degree, 
however,  because  they  are  around 
it  almost  every  day.  One  of  the 
most  heartbreaking  experiences  a 
young  person  can  have  is  to  find 
out  that  one  of  his  friends  at 
school  is  smoking  pot  or  taking 
speed.  Teen-agers  want  a  "kick" 
out  of  life,  and  they  think  drugs 
are  the  answer.  I  think  that  it  is 
the  duty  of  every  Christian  to  try 
to  help  them  by  letting  the  life 
they  live  show  that  taking  drugs  is 
not  the  biggest  "kick,"  but  that 
there  is  something  bigger,  deeper, 
and  wider — that  is,  a  life  in  orbit 
around  Jesus  Christ  the  Son  of 
God. 

Harriet  Booth:  Would  you  take 
drugs?  Many  teens  say  they  would 
not;  but  when  they  are  confront- 
ed, they  go  along  with  the  crowd. 
We  read  about  drugs  in  the  paper 
and  in  magazines,  youth  are  con- 
fronted on  every  side  by  the  drug 
issue.  Teens  who  take  drugs  are 
rebelling  against  authority,  al- 
though they  say  they  are  taking 
them  to  feel  free  and  happy.  Drugs 
may  make  you  feel  happy  for  a 
while;  but  when  Christ  comes  into 
your  heart,  He  gives  you  ever-abid- 
ing peace  —  a  peace  that  no  drug 
can  give. 

Herbie  Spear:  Teens  are  affected 
by  the  drug  traffic  because  teens 
like  to  be  noticed  and  be  popular. 
Taking  drugs,  rioting,  and  rebell- 
ing are  ways  in  which  some  teen- 
agers get  attention.  It  is  an  unfair 
and  dangerous  way,  but  it  is  used 
by  many  teens  today.  Taking  drugs 
may  seem  to  be  fun  at  first,  but 
then  the  desire  increases  until  a 
person  is  finally  hooked — hooked  to 
a  habit  with  no  future.  I'm  glad 
that  I'm  hooked  to  Christ — a  life 
with  freshness  and  hope. 


INCITE 

How  do  you  feel  about  Christian  youth 
and  the  drug  problem?  Send  in  your  com- 
ments, a  topic  for  consideration,  or  a  cool 
rib-tickler  to  this  address:  Lighted  Pathway, 

Montgomery   Avenue.   Cleveland,   Tennessee 
37311. 


Unity 

The  Strength  of  the 

Church 


By  R.   W.   HAYSLIP 


AS  THE  SPOKES  of  the 
wheel  approach  their  cen- 
ter, they  become  nearer  to 
each  other.  So  also,  when  men 
have  Christ  at  the  center  of  their 
individual  lives  they  are  drawn 
each  toward  the  other  in  a 
brotherly  relationship  that  causes 
them  to  stand  side  by  side  in  Chris- 
tian unity. 

This  unity  is  also  illustrated  in 
the  field  of  magnetism.  The  mag- 
net not  only  attracts  the  nails  to 
itself  by  its  electrical  influence,  but 
this  same  power  unites  them  one 
to  the  other.  So  is  the  power  of 
the  union  of  Christians  to  their 
Lord  and  to  each  other. 

Unity  does  not  have  to  mean  uni- 
formity. Human  nature  refuses  to 
be  limited  by  uniformity.  There  are 
too  many  differences  in  human 
personalities.  These  human  person- 
alities come  from  God,  who  certain- 
ly is  not  the  God  of  uniformity  but 
rather  of  splendid  and  great  va- 
riety. Each  blade  of  grass  that 
graces  the  earth  is  different.  Each 
flake  of  snow  that  flutters  down 
in  winter  has  its  own  individual 
design.  God  loves  unity,  but  cer- 
tainly He  does  not  practice  uni- 
formity  in  his   universe. 

Unity  is  spiritual  and  inward 
rather  than  mechanical  and  out- 
ward. Unity  comes  from  above, 
while  uniformity  is  too  often  the 
design  of  men.  Pentecost  gives  us 
the  perfect  picture  of  unity.  They 


were  according  to  the  scripture  all 
with  one  accord.  In  this  church 
there  were  Jew  and  Greek,  Ro- 
man and  barbarian,  the  slave  and 
the  free  man,  the  educated  and  the 
untutored.  In  all  other  relation- 
ships of  society  these  differences 
formed  impassable  barriers;  yet  in 
the  church  they  no  longer  kept 
men  apart.  The  differences  re- 
mained, but  in  spite  of  them  a 
sweet  yet  strong  bond  of  unity 
bound  them  together  into  a  spiri- 
tual community. 

It  was  the  unity  displayed  by  this 
new  community  that  caused  the 
church  to  make  its  impact  upon 
the  world  of  its  day.  If  it  had  been 
merely  the  teacher  of  a  new  phi- 
losophy it  would  have  gained  little 
notice.  The  Roman  Empire  was 
filled  with  religious  sects  and  prac- 
ticed tolerance  toward  all  of  them. 
But  this  group  was  not  content 
with  mere  teaching.  In  the  midst 
of  the  hard  caste-organized  society 
of  that  day,  there  suddenly  ap- 
peared these  groups  of  fellowship. 
It  was  something  more  than  hu- 
man. It  was  more  than  a  creation 
of  natural  goodness  in  the  human 
heart.  It  was  an  invasion  of  eter- 
nal love  and  peace  that  had  es- 
tablished what  Paul  termed  "col- 
onies of  heaven." 

This  is  why  men  like  Tertullian 
were  able  to  exclaim,  "See  how 
these  Christians  love  one  another!" 
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I   SAT  ALONE  in  the  small  waiting  room  at  the 
end  of  the  hospital  corridor.  I  had  never  felt  so 
completely  alone  in  all  my  life.  She  was  gone. 
The    one    person    in    all    the   world    who,   I    took    for 
si.  would  always  be  there  when  I  needed  her. 
There  was  always  the  knowledge  that  everyone  else 
'urn  against  me  but  not  her — not  my  sweet, 
wonderful   mother;    not   that   indestructible   fountain 
that  I  had  always  known  would  flow  on  for- 
ever. 

I  sat  on  and  on  in  utter  dejection  as  the  flood  of  my 
great  loss  washed  over  me.  Tears  raced  down  my 
cheeks.  I  watched  in  idle  fascination  as  they  dripped 
off  my   chin   and   spattered   onto   my   folded   hands. 

It  was  then  the  elderly  little  lady  walked  into 
the  room.  At  a  glance  I  could  see  her  head  was  high 
with  courage.  Only  her  eyes  mirrored  her  grief  as  she 
entered  the  room.  Seeing  me  there,  she  walked  over 
and  put  her  arm  tenderly  around  my  shoulder. 

I  opened  my  mouth  to  speak.  To  cry  out  against  the 
fate  that  had  snatched  my  loved  one  from  me.  Before 
I  could  get  the  words  out  she  said  softly,  "Don't  try  to 
talk,  dear.  I  already  know  what  is  in  your  heart.  I 
know  all  your  questions.  Why  did  it  happen?  Why 
couldn't  the  doctors  have  done  more?  I  know  all 
the  "ifs"  that  are  torturing  your  mind  at  this  very 
moment.  I  have  the  same  questions  pounding  in  my 
own  ears.  I  do  not  know  any  of  the  answers.  I  only 
know  that  God  does." 

Then  she  gave  me  a  gentle  little  hug  and  an  angelic 
smile  touched  her  lips  before  she  turned  and  walked 
away 

I  had  never  seen  this  kind,  gracious  lady  before, 
nor  have  I  ever  seen  her  since.  I  do  not  know  her 
name,  so  I  will  never  have  the  opportunity  to  thank 
her  for  her  kind  words  of  comfort  at  my  time  of 
need.  I  do  often  think  of  how  thoughtful  and  kind  of 
her  it  was  to  take  the  time  to  console  me — at  a  time 
when  no  doubt  her  own  grief  was  equivalent  to  my 
own. 

— No7-a  Ann  Kuehn 
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Editorial 


Clyne  W.  Buxton 


THE  PROGENITORS  OF  the 
American  Indians  migrated 
from  Asia,  it  is  believed, 
crossing  in  the  area  of  the  Bering 
strait.  Archeologists  have  uncover- 
ed evidences  in  this  country  of  hu- 
man habitation  dating  back  as 
far  as  fifteen  thousand  years  ago. 
Dry  cave  excavations  in  the  south- 
west have  unearthed  many  proofs 
of  a  culture  there  as  far  back  as 
8,000  B.C. 

They  did  basketry  and  netting 
and  they  used  the  atlatl  (throwing 
stick)  for  both  hunting  and  pro- 
tection purposes.  Such  items  as  dig- 
ging sticks,  wooden  clubs,  sandals 
and  flat  milling  stones  have  also 
been  found. 

Population  increased  as  centur- 
ies passed,  and  by  A.D.  1200,  there 
were  an  estimated  twelve  million 
Indians  in  North  America.  Today 
they  are  much  fewer  than  that 
number;  however,  they  are  not 
thought  of  as  a  vanishing  race. 
There  are  523,000  Indians  in  the 
United  States. 

The  religion  of  these  aboriginal 
North  Americans  is  closely  allied 
to  nature.  Power  from  guardian 
spirits  is  received  in  the  guise  of 
birds  or  animals,  they  say,  and 
groups  within  their  society  develop 
close  relations  with  certain  animals 
and  plants,  as  is  evidenced  by  the 
carvings    on    their    totem    poles. 

Indians  worship  the  sun,  the  coy- 
ote, and  the  thunderbird.  They 
sometimes  fast  and  pray  alone  in 
the  woods  or  mountains  as  they 
seek  for  a  guardian  spirit.  Not 
knowing  Christ  they  worship  the 
coyote  and  not  knowing  the  Holy 
Spirit  they  search  for  a  so-called 
guardian  spirit. 

We  may  well  ask  why  the  Amer- 
ican   Indians    do    not    know    more 


Reaehin 

the 

Ameri 


about  the  true  God.  Why  has  not 
Christian  America  been  more 
faithful  in  evangelizing  them?  Not 
only  have  we  ignored  them  socially 
and  economically,  but  even  worse, 
we  have  largely  ignored  them  spir- 
itually. Just  as  America  has  spent 
millions  of  dollars  evangelizing 
the  blacks  of  Africa,  while  often 
paying  only  little  attention  to  the 
spiritual  needs  of  the  black  man 
living  all  about  us,  we  likewise  have 
overlooked  the  appalling  need  to 
evangelize   the   Indians. 

We  have  won  some  of  them,  but 
we  should  have  reached  many 
more.  Since  the  Eighteenth  Cen- 
tury we  have  known  that  they 
would  respond  to  the  gospel.  Men 
like  Brainerd  and  Eliot  demon- 
strated that  truth  to  us.  They 
showed  us  that  once  the  Indians 
find  God  they  love  Him,  and  wor- 
ship Him  and  follow  Him. 

Though  late,  the  Church  of  God 
has  awakened  to  its  responsibility 
to  evangelize  the  Indians.  We  have 
been  reaching  some  of  them  for 
years  in  the  Dakotas,  Arizona, 
New  Mexico,  North  Carolina,  Flor- 
ida, and  in  some  other  states.  Re- 
cently, however,  we  have  acceler- 
ated our  efforts  by  training  several 
Indians  in  our  Bible  colleges  and 
then  sending  them  to  evangelize 
their  people. 

Further,  the  states  just  named 
are  launching  other  efforts  to 
reach  the  Indians.  North  Carolina 
has  a  strong  Indian  work  among 
the     Lumbees     where     there     are 


thirteen  congregations.  Florida  has 
a  director  of  evangelism  to  the 
Indians  and  the  program  is  meet- 
ing good  success.  Within  the  last 
few  months  that  state  has  orga- 
nized three  new  Indian  churches 
and  it  also  has  two  Indian  mis- 
sions. Arizona  and  New  Mexico  are 
starting  new  congregations  and 
building  new  church  buildings. 

The  Church  of  God  is  also  en- 
deavoring to  reach  Indians  with- 
in our  cities.  About  one-third  of 
America's  Indians  have  migrated 
to  cities  where  they  find  work. 
Adjusting  from  tribal  life  to  urban 
living  is  difficult,  and  many  of 
them  become  alcoholics.  Also  sui- 
cide is  higher  among  Indians  than 
in  any  other  segment  of  our  society. 

However,  in  Baltimore,  God  is 
helping  the  Church  of  God  to 
reach  some  of  the  city's  Indians 
with  the  message  of  Christ.  For 
example,  the  East  Baltimore 
church  is  a  thriving  Indian  con- 
gregation with  an  Indian  pastor, 
and  that  local  church  is  ever 
reaching  out  into  the  community 
and  saving  other  Indians. 

This  year  the  Youth  World  Evan- 
gelism Appeal  (YWEA)  project  is 
to  build  a  Bible  institute  for  In- 
dians in  Gallup,  New  Mexico.  The 
estimated  cost  of  the  complex  is 
a  hundred  thousand  dollars. 
Church  of  God  youth  are  raising 
the  money  for  the  building,  which, 
when  finished,  will  be  used  to  train 
American  Indians  to  reach  their 
people  for  Christ.    • 
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Paul  F.  Henson, 
general  Sunday 
school  and 
youth  director, 
has  an  intense 
interest  in 
the  American 
Indian. 


Cecil  Guiles  (left),  assistant  general 
Sunday  school  and  youth  director, 
joined  the  state  Sunday  school  and 
youth  directors  in  doing  manual  labor 
on   the   new   Indian   Bible   school. 


A  Navajo  Indian  Boy 

who  attended  one  of  our  summer  Bible 

Schools 


The  American  Indian 

7970  YOUTH  WORLD  EVANGELISM  APPEAL 

By   PAUL   F.    HENSON 


For  the  first  time  in  the  ten- 
year  history  of  the  program, 
YWEA  has  focused  upon  a  home 
missions  project  as  the  challenge 
for  1970 — the  construction  of  a 
Bible  school  for  the  American  In- 
dians. 

The  Plight 

Some  80  percent  of  the  500,000 
Indians  in  the  United  States  live 
on  approximately  two  hundred  res- 
ervations in  twenty-six  states.  Re- 
cent studies  reveal  that  the  res- 
ervations exist  as  poverty-stricken 
islands  surrounded  by  an  ocean  of 
American    bountifulness.    In    fact, 


the  conditions  among  the  Ameri- 
can Indian  of  today  match  the 
plight  of  any  foreign  mission  field 
anywhere  in  areas  such  as  poverty, 
housing,  health,  and  education. 
Truly,  the  American  Indian  has 
earned  the  sobering  title,  "the  for- 
gotten American." 

The  Progress 
The  Church  of  God  presently 
has  over  fifty  missionaries,  work- 
ers, and  pastors  among  the  In- 
dians. The  greatest  concentrations 
are  in  North  Carolina,  sponsored 
by  the  Church  of  God  in  North 
Carolina,  and  in  the  Dakotas  and 


New  Mexico,  sponsored  by  the 
Evangelism  and  Home  Missions  De- 
partment. These  territories  have 
full-time  supervisors.  New  church- 
es are  also  being  organized  among 
the  Indians  in  Florida  by  the 
Church  of  God. 

The  Church  of  God  now  has 
more  than  twenty-five  churches, 
missions,  and  preaching  stations 
ministering  to  the  American  In- 
dians. Each  year,  several  camp 
meetings  and  revivals  are  conduct- 
ed across  the  nation.  Summer 
Bible  schools  are  conducted  with 
gratifying  results.  A  number  of  In- 


dian  youth  have  been  sponsored  as 
students  at  Lee  College  and  North- 
west Bible  College;  thereby,  upon 
graduation  they  are  able  to  accept 
responsible  positions  of  leadership 
in  the  Indian  churches.  The  stage 
is  set  for  a  vital  program  of  evan- 
gelism among  the  Indians  by  the 
Church  of  God. 

The  Project 

The  biggest  single  need  is  a 
permanent  Bible  school  for  all 
American  Indians.  The  method  of 
training  native  workers,  who  have 
no  language  or  cultural  barriers, 
to  evangelize  and  pastor  their  own 
people  has  been  successfully  imple- 
mented in  several  countries 
around  the  world.  This  is  the  New 
Testament  pattern,  and  it  can  ulti- 
mately lead  to  an  indigenous 
church  among  the  Indians. 

The    proposed    project    can    also 


serve  as  a  mission  compound  for 
the  work  among  the  166,000  In- 
dians of  New  Mexico  and  Arizona. 
The  facilities  will  thus  become  a 
permanent,  church-owned  focal 
point  for  ministering  to  the  In- 
dians in  that  area. 

A  large  tract  of  land  on  Inter- 
state 40  and  Highway  66  near  Gal- 
lup, New  Mexico,  the  Indian  cap- 
ital of  the  world,  has  been  pur- 
chased. Architectural  drawings  are 
being  finalized.  The  Evangelism 
and  Home  Missions  Department 
has  accepted  the  big  responsibility 
of  constructing  the  building  and 
operating  the  school. 

The  Challenge 

Only  a  small  percentage  of 
American  Indians  have  heard  the 
Christian  message  and  fewer  still 
have  received  the  "grace  of  God 
that     bringeth     salvation     to     all 


men."  The  religion  of  the  masses 
includes  colorful  but  pagan  cere- 
monies, and  also  the  medicine  man 
with  his  bag  of  turquoise  heads, 
beads,  arrowheads,  and  corn  tas- 
sels. Memories  of  forced  migra- 
tion, victimization,  exploitation, 
and  broken  trust,  coupled  with 
their  plight  of  poverty  and  calam- 
ity, have  driven  thousands  to  at- 
tempt an  escape  through  alcohol- 
ism and  peyote,  a  mind-expand- 
ing drug.  The  provisions  of  Cal- 
vary, however,  are  available  for 
every  Indian  who  will  believe.  We 
need,  only,  to  reach  them  with  the 
message  of  God's  love. 

The  youth  of  North  America  are 
responding;  the  challenge  is  being 
met.  A  new  day  of  effective  evan- 
gelism and  Christian  nurture  has 
dawned  upon  the  church's  minis- 
try to  the  American  Indian.    • 


This  modern  complex  is  the  Church  of  God  Bible  School  now  under   construction    in    Gallup,    New   Mexico.     Money    raised    by 
Church  of  God  youth  of  America  is  paying  for  the  project. 
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NAVAJO  CHRISTIANS 

They  Worship  Him  in  Spirit 


But  the  hour  cometh,  and  now  is,  when  the  true 
worshippers  shall  ivorship  the  Father  in  spirit  and  in 
truth:  for  the  Father  seeketh  such  to  ivorship  him. 
God  is  a  Spirit:  and  they  that  worship  him  must 
ivorship  him  in  spirit  and  in  truth   (John  4:23,  24). 


Mr.  Charles  Beach,  language 
professor  at  Lee  College,  has 
visited  the  Indians  several 
times,  showing  an  intense 
interest  in  their  spiritual  needs. 

A  FEW  YEARS  ago,  soon  af- 
j_\_  ter  the  Navajo  Indian 
Church  at  Rocky  Point  had 
affiliated  with  the  Church  of  God, 
I  was  sitting  in  a  cafe  in  Gallup, 
New  Mexico,  the  Indian  capital  of 
this  nation.  Obviously  this  cafe 
was  a  popular  eating  place  for  Na- 
vajos.  While  awaiting  my  food, 
served  by  a  Navajo  Indian  wait- 
ress, a  stack  of  small  newspapers 
caught  my  eye.  I  picked  up  a  copy 
and  noticed  at  once  that  it  was  an 


By  CHARLES   BEACH 


Indian  periodical  printed  exclusive- 
ly for  the  almost  forgotten  Ameri- 
can. 

After  looking  casually  over  the 
Indian  newspaper,  I  would  have  put 
it  down  except  for  one  short  let- 
ter-type article  which  somewhat 
startled  me  and  burned  itself  deep- 
ly into   my   mind: 

To  my  blood  brothers  in  the 
West,  I  send  you  greetings  from 
your  blood  brothers  in  the  East.  I 
hear    that    many    of    our    western 


The  foster  mother  of  two 
Indian  evangelists,  Mary 
Moore  played  a  major 
role  in  the  establishment 
of  the  Rocky  Point 
church. 


brothers  are  now  taking  up  the 
white  man's  religion  and  forgetting 
the  religions  and  the  Great  Spirit 
of  our  forefathers.  Do  not  take  up 
the  white  man's  religion  because 
the  Great  Spirit  of  the  Indians'  re- 
ligion is  coming  back  soon  and  will 
restore  to  the  Indian  his  hunting 
grounds,  his  fishing  streams,  his 
animals  for  food,  and  his  privi- 
leges which  the  white  man  has 
taken  away.  The  Great  Spirit  will 
return  soon. 


A  tent   revival   being   conducted   near   Gallup,    New   Mexico. 


The    new    Pine    Springs    church    building    where    Navajo    Indians 
worship. 


One  of  the  things  that  startled 
me  was  that  even  the  devil  knows 
that  Jesus  is  coming  soon.  Even 
among  non-Christians  there  is  a 
feeling  that  some  great  spiritual 
change,  of  one  sort  or  another,  is 
imminent.  The  second  thing  that 
struck  me  fostered  a  mental  con- 
cept that  began  then  and  has 
since  been  repeatedly  reinforced: 
The  Indian  exhibits  great  interest 
in  and  places  great  emphasis  on 
things  spiritual  in  his  religious 
worship. 

Fortunately,  for  them,  many  of 
the  western  Indians  are  turning  to 
the  true  Great  Spirit,  to  the  true 
God,  to  the  true  Saviour,  Jesus  of 
Nazareth  —  to  the  so-called  white 
man's  religion.  And  some  of  those 
who  are  helping  their  fellow  In- 
dians find  the  true  Saviour  are  the 
pastors,  evangelists,  and  members 
of  the  Red  Rock  Church  of  God,  the 
Pine  Springs  Church  of  God,  the 
Church  Rock  Church  of  God,  the 
Water  Flow  Church  of  God,  and 
especially  the  Rocky  Point  Church 
of  God — all  located  at  one  place  or 
another  on  the  vast  Navajo  Indi- 
an Reservation  in  New  Mexico. 

They  are  winning  many  through 
their  worship  in  the  Spirit  and 
through  the  works  of  the  Spirit, 
after  the  manner  of  Paul:  "And 
my  speech  and  my  preaching  was 
not  with  enticing  words  of  man's 
wisdom,   but    in    demonstration    of 


the  Spirit  and  of  power"  (1  Corin- 
thians 2:4). 

It  is  this  emphasis  on  worship- 
ing "in  spirit  and  in  truth" — an 
emphasis  long  since  lost  in  the  ma- 
jority of  the  white  brethren's 
churches,  even  in  those  called  Pen- 
tecostal— that  strikes  one  as  being 
so  outstandingly  different  in  the 
Indian  church.  His  worship  of  God 
is  sincere,  quite  spiritual,  and  al- 
ways unhastened. 

This  fact  of  Indian  worship  was 
most  apparent  in  one  of  my  re- 
cent visits  to  the  Navajo  Churches 
of  God.  The  spirited  song  service, 
with  organ  and  guitar  accompani- 
ment, with  ample  opportunity  for 
all  requests  and  for  all  who  de- 
sired to  sing  specials,  continued 
until  after  9  p.m. 

Next,  every  Indian  who  had  been 
especially  blessed  of  God  was  then 
permitted  to  testify  and  to  tell 
what  the  Lord  had  done  for  him. 
These  spiritually  worshipful  testi- 
monies— not  sermonettes,  not  the 
uninspired  popcorn  type — were 
filled  with  thankfulness  to  a  living 
Saviour  who  had  given  His  all  for 
their  salvation  and  who  had  sent 
someone  to  tell  them  of  His  saving 
grace.  The  testimonies  lasted  until 
11  p.m. 

Even  the  taking  of  the  offering 
was  a  spiritual  and  worshipful  ex- 
perience, with  each  Indian  Chris- 
tian bringing  his  gift  to  God  and 


laying  it  on  the  altar.  The  re- 
ceiving of  the  offering  was  com- 
pleted by  11:20  p.m.  The  sermon — 
biblically  based,  inspiring,  well  con- 
structed, convicting,  effective — 
was,  including  the  altar  call,  al- 
most an  hour  and  a  half  long.  Af- 
ter prayer  for  the  sick,  which  is 
always  a  part  of  Navajo  Indian 
worship  and  during  which  many 
are  touched  of  the  Lord,  the  ser- 
vice finally  concluded  at  a  bit  be- 
fore one  o'clock  in  the  morning. 
These  same  Indians  were  back 
for  another  just  such  spiritual  ser- 
vice the  following  night. 

A  real  "demonstration  of  the 
Spirit  and  of  power"  occurred  dur- 
ing a  pre-Easter  revival  at  the 
Rocky  Point  Church  of  God  just  a 
few  weeks  ago.  At  least  seven  of 
the  people  who  were  converted  had 
been  either  aids  to  medicine  men  or 
under  their  superhuman,  satanic 
powers.  These  converts  brought  to 
the  church  and  burned  their  mag- 
ic charms,  objects,  and  materials 
used  in  over  twenty  different  Nav- 
ajo magic  rituals  and  ceremonies. 
These  objects  included  carved  im- 
ages, feathers,  corn  pollen,  and 
peyote.  The  corn  pollen  is  used  by 
the  Indians  to  rub  on  or  to  anoint 
themselves  in  order  that  they  might 
receive  certain  blessings.  These 
same  Indians,  before  conversion, 
had  prayed  to  the  sun,  to  the 
moon,  and  to  the  earth,  the  latter 
as  the  mother  creator. 

The  peyote,  a  drug  which  pro- 
duces a  reaction  similar  to  that  of 
LSD,  has  become  a  most  serious 
problem  among  reservation  Indi- 
ans. A  cult  has  grown  up  around 
its  use  and,  according  to  the  Rev- 
erend Harry  Begay,  pastor  of  the 
Rocky  Point  Church  of  God,  has 
almost  reached  the  stature  of  a  re- 
ligious sect.  But  the  Lord  has  lift- 
ed "up  a  standard"  against  this 
another  enemy  in  the  form  of 
Spirit-filled  Christian  Navajo  Indi- 
ans "who  worship  God  in  the  spirit, 
and  rejoice  in  Jesus  Christ,"  and 
who  through  their  worship  with  a 
spiritual  emphasis  are  winning 
many,  delivering  them  from  the 
power  of  darkness,  and  translating 
them  "into  the  kingdom  of  his 
dear  Son."    • 


Those  old 
Mission  Fields 
Back  Home 


By   SAMUEL   FARINA 


FOUR  HUNDRED  AND  fifty 
years  ago  nearly  one  million 
American  Indians  inhabited 
what  is  now  called  the  United 
States.  By  the  close  of  the  nine- 
teenth century — often  referred  to  as 
a  "century  of  shame" — government- 
al legislation  and  other  factors  have 
reduced  the  population  to  approxi- 
mately 235,000. 

Most  of  us  are  generally  familiar 
with  the  historical  facts.  The  Amer- 
ican Indians  were  literally  driven 
out  of  their  territory,  while  hun- 
dreds of  treaties  were  broken  or  ig- 
nored by  the  white  man.  This  led 
to  the  Indians'  distrust — and  even 
hatred — of  the  "white  invader." 

Six  Hundred  Thousand  Indians 

Since  1900,  however,  the  Indian 
population  has  grown  to  over 
600,000  (some  estimate  700,000). 
Some  think  perhaps  that  by  1975 
they  will  have  reached  their  origi- 
nal population. 

American  Indians  comprise  one  of 
the  fastest  growing  ethnic  groups 
in  this  country.  Many  have  left  the 
reservation — mostly  for  economic 
reasons — and  have  settled  in  large 
industrial  centers  in  the  United 
States.  New  York,  for  example,  has 
26,000  Indians.  Chicago,  Dallas,  Los 
Angeles,  Oakland,  and  Portland 
have  considerable  numbers  of  Indi- 
ans. Indians  in  Minnesota  describe 
Minneapolis  as  their  "biggest  reser- 
vation." According  to  observers  in 
the  Southwest,  where  the  largest 
share  of  the  Indian  population  re- 
sides, there  is  great  discussions 
about  Indians  "going  urban." 
Evangelization 

While  there  have  been  a  few  suc- 
cessful attempts  to  evangelize  the 
American  Indian,  the  results  have 
not   been   overwhelmingly   success- 


ful. Most  Indians  still  live  in  rank 
heathenism,  fear,  and  superstition. 
It  is  said  that  60  percent  of  the 
Indians  living  on  reservations  still 
follow  ancestral  customs  of  wor- 
ship. Only  7  percent  are  Protestant, 
and  this  number  is  divided  among 
thirty-six  denominations.  A  recent 
Baptist  missionary  publication 
stated  that  50  percent  of  all  Ameri- 
can Indians  have  not  been  evan- 
gelized. 

There  are  many  reasons  why  we 
have  not  been  too  successful  in  our 
attempts  to  evangelize  the  Indi- 
ans. The  root  of  the  problem  can 
probably  be  traced  to  Colonial 
times  when  Indians  were  considered 
savages — scarcely  human — and  not 
worthy  of  the  "graces"  of  Christian- 
ity. 

There  were  a  few  stouthearted 
Christians  who  braved  this  prej- 
udiced thinking  and  tried  to  evan- 
gelize the  Indians — men  such  as 
John  Eliot  in  Massachusetts,  Roger 
Williams  in  Rhode  Island,  and  Da- 
vid Brainerd  and  David  Zeisberger, 
who  tried  to  prevent  the  forcible 
removal  of  the  Cherokees  from 
Georgia.  Other  names  stand  out: 
Isaac  McCoy,  Indiana;  Marcus  and 
Narcissa  Whitman,  Oregon;  Henry 
Herman  Spalding  and  the  McBeth 
Sisters,  Idaho;  and  Stephen  and 
Mary  Riggs,  who  translated  the  Bi- 
ble into  the  language  of  the  Sioux 
Indians. 

A  great  obstacle  in  the  evange- 
lization of  the  Indian  has  been  the 
attempt  of  white  missionaries  to  re- 
produce "white  Christians"  instead 
of  "Indian  Christians."  While  bring- 
ing the  gospel  to  our  first  Ameri- 
cans, many  missionaries — con- 
sciously or  unconsciously — have 
tried  to  change  the  Indian's  culture 


instead  of  his  heart.  Some  believe 
that  the  only  proper  way  to  wor- 
ship is  the  white  man's  way.  They 
failed  to  see  the  value  of  an  in- 
digenous church  within  the  frame- 
work of  Indian  culture  with  Indi- 
an leaders.  This  attitude  has  turned 
many  Indians  against  the  gospel 
since  they  feel  that  it  threatens 
their  culture  and  their  heritage, 
which  they  treasure  and  cling  to. 

Indians  Leave  the  Church 

James  Huffman,  in  an  interesting 
article  in  Christianity  Today  says: 
"Increased  self-awareness  has 
brought  new  understanding — and 
hatred — of  missionary  paternalism. 
'They  remember,'  said  one  church- 
man, 'the  white  pastor  making  an- 
nouncements as  he  poured  the  con- 
tents of  the  offering  plate  into  his 
coat  pocket.'  They  recall  that  white 
ministers  earned  salaries  while 
many  Indians  labored  for  free. 
They  view  clothing  boxes  as  an  in- 
sult." 

The  author  also  states  why  some 
"Christianized"  Indians  are  leaving 
the  church  today.  He  writes,  "A 
priest  researcher  in  South  Dakota, 
the  Reverend  Stanislaus  Mauldin, 
estimated  that  as  much  as  10  per- 
cent of  the  Indian  Christian  com- 
munity is  leaving  the  church  each 
year.  Conversations  with  Indians 
back  him  up.  Even  the  most  opti- 
mistic church  officials  will  say  on- 
ly, 'Maybe  we're  holding  our  own.' 

"Much  of  the  loss  is  through  mi- 
gration to  the  larger  cities,  where 
Christian  Indian  ministries  are 
rare.  But  a  substantial  number 
leave  because  of  disillusionment 
over  church  paternalism  and  hy- 
pocrisy. Father  Maudlin  tells  of  an 
archdeacon  in  the  Episcopal  Church 
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Indians,    proud   of   their   cultural    background,    join    in    a    parade. 


of  South  Dakota  who  left  'because 
I  had  to  choose  between  being  in 
the  church  and  being  an  Indian.'  " 

There  are  barriers  that  must  be 
broken  down  before  the  white  mis- 
sionary can  effectively  reach  the 
Indian  with  the  gospel. 

First,  he  must  know  the  Indian. 
He  must  recognize  his  uniqueness 
and  his  right  to  think  and  feel  like 
an  Indian.  The  missionary  must 
recognize  his  responsibility  to  con- 
vert the  Indian  to  Christ  instead  of 
trying  to  convert  him  to  the  white 
man's  way  of  life. 

Second,  he  must  learn  the  lan- 
guage of  the  Indian  if  he  is  to  ef- 
fectively communicate  the  message 
of  Christ  to  him.  If  the  tribe 
speaks  a  native  tongue,  the  mis- 
sionary would  do  well  to  learn  that 
language  at  any  cost. 

Also,  the  missionary  must  learn 
to  treat  the  Indian  as  an  equal,  not 
an  inferior  being.  Indians,  being  a 
proud  people,  will  not  stand  for  a 
condescending  attitude  or  a  pat- 
ernalistic spirit.  Indians,  when  con- 
verted and  trained,  have  the  same 
spiritual  potential  as  any  other  hu- 
man being. 

There  are  some  other  serious  ob- 


stacles to  overcome  in  ministering 
to  the  Indian.  We  will  deal  in  some 
length  with  only  three: 

Strange  Religious  Mixtures 

Many  Indians  are  confused  in 
their  understanding  of  the  Chris- 
tian faith.  There  is  a  strange  mix- 
ture of  Protestantism,  Catholicism, 
and  paganism  in  their  worship  rites. 
The  following  incident,  described  by 
a  missionary  to  the  Indians,  gives 
a  little  insight  into  their  worship 
pattern: 

"In  the  little  village  of  Guada- 
lupe in  Arizona  at  Easter  time,  the 
usual  festivities,  which  are  a  mix- 
ture of  Christianity  and  pagan- 
ism, took  place.  If  you  could  have 
accompanied  the  missionaries  and 
observed  the  activities,  you  would 
have  felt  as  they  did:  'Can  a  thing 
like  this  take  place  here  in  Ameri- 
ca?' 

"The  missionaries  saw  the  shrine 
the  Indians  had  built,  the  images, 
the  headdresses  (which  are  as  hid- 
eous as  those  worn  in  the  African 
jungles),  and  heard  the  wail  of 
their  chants.  An  area  about  the  size 
of  two  ordinary  city  lots  was 
turned  over  for  dances — if  they  can 
be  called  'dances.'  It  was  impossi- 


ble to  tell  who  was  taking  part, 
for  they  were  all  disguised.  There 
was  much  drinking.  They  had  made 
an  image  of  Christ  and  had  paint- 
ed it  black.  Kissing  its  feet,  they 
danced  and  kept  time  with  sticks 
and  drums. 

"All  week  before  Easter  this  rit- 
ual took  place  throughout  the  night 
and  most  of  the  day.  The  fiesta 
was  exciting  to  them.  It  was  an  an- 
nual event!  Many  of  the  'pale 
faces'  came  to  see.  The  night  be- 
fore Easter  they  made  a  stuffed 
dummy  representing  Judas  Iscariot 
which  they  put  in  the  bushes.  Then 
they  danced,  chanted,  and  drank. 
Finally  they  shot  the  dummy  full 
of  holes  and  burned  it.  No  picture 
taking  is  allowed  for  they  say  it  is 
bad  luck  to  them,  and  they  may 
mob  a  photographer  and  break  the 
camera  if  any  attempt  is  made  to 
take  pictures"  (Missionary  bulletin 
of  the  Assemblies  of  God). 
Peyote    Worship 

Peyote  worship  is  another  men- 
ace to  evangelism  among  the  Indi- 
ans. Those  who  indulge  in  peyote 
worship  use  the  name,  "The  Native 
Church  of  America,"  thus  de- 
fending   their    practice    with    the 


The  Navajo  Indians  are  famous 
for  their  beautiful  rugs  which 
are  still  handwoven. 


Constitutional  right  of  r  e  1  i  g  i  o  u  s 
freedom. 

The  peyote  is  a  small  mescal  from 
a  species  of  cactus  which  grows  in 
Texas  and  Mexico.  It  gives  the 
appearance  of  a  dried  apricot,  with 
a  cotton-like  center  which  is  re- 
moved before  it  is  eaten. 

Dr.  Moorman  P.  Prosser,  a  physi- 
cian, said  in  a  speech  about  the 
use  of  peyote: 

"Primarily  it  appears  to  af- 
fect the  mind  of  the  individual  who 
uses  it,  and  also  impairs  the  nor- 
mal functions  of  the  body.  The 
greatest  havoc  wreaked  by  the  drug 
is  the  deterioration  of  personality, 
the  lowering  of  moral  standards, 
the  impairment  of  social  conscious- 
ness and  the  loss  of  economic  in- 
dependence. These  changes  harm 
not  only  the  peyote  user  himself, 
but  they  have  an  injurious  and  de- 
grading effect  upon  the  communi- 
ty as  a  whole."  Perhaps  this  dan- 
gerous, hallucinatory  drug  is  the 
reason  why  there  are  three  times 
as  many  suicides  among  Indian 
young  people  than  among  white 
youths. 

There  are  many  legends  telling 
how  peyote  came  to  be  used.  One 


story  says  that  when  Jesus  died,  His 
blood  fell  on  the  ground  and  from 
it  grew  the  cactus  on  which  peyote 
grows.  It  says  this  was  God's  way 
for  providing  for  the  uneducated. 
The  peyote  user  claims  he  receives 
revelations  from  God  through  its 
use,  even  as  Christians  do  from 
reading  the  Bible  and  praying. 

Although  the  history  of  peyote 
worship  is  very  vague,  it  is  reported 
that  in  1918  a  white  man,  an 
ethnologist  who  was  studying  the 
Indians,  suggested  that  they  call 
their  addiction  a  religion.  As  a  re- 
sult those  who  participate  in  pey- 
ote worship  call  themselves  "The 
Native  Church  of  America."  This 
false  religion  is  the  devil's  coun- 
terpart for  the  truth  of  the  gos- 
pel and  many  Indians  are  caught 
in  its  dreadful  clutches. 
Mormonism 

Another  formidable  fee  in  the 
church's  ministry  to  the  Indians  is 
the  rising  interest  in  Mormonism. 
The  Mormon  Church  is  pouring 
thousands  of  dollars  and  hundreds 
of  full-time  workers  into  winning 
Indians.  They  are  taking  Indian 
children  into  their  homes  and  rais- 
ing them  to  be  Mormons.  They  are 
also  buying  trading  posts  which  are 
so  important  to  the  Indian's  wel- 
fare. Because  of  the  zealousness  of 
the  Mormon  missionaries,  many  In- 
dians are  being  won  to  their  way  of 
thinking. 

One  of  the  Mormons'  major  ap- 
peals is  to  the  Indian  ego.  They 
claim  the  setting  of  "The  Book  of 
Mormon"  is  among  the  ancient 
Americans  who  are  the  ancestors  of 
the  present-day  Indians.  Thus  the 
Indian  is  flattered  into  thinking 
that  the  book  was  written  by  his 
ancestors — a  very  appealing  aspect 
to  the  Indian  who  puts  such  great 
emphasis  on  tradition  and  ancestry. 

The  Mormon  writers  try  to  fit 
the  American  Indians  into  the  nar- 
rative of  "The  Book  of  Mormon." 
They  insist  that  the  Indians  are  the 
Lamanites,  who  exterminated  the 
Nephites  in  A.D.  421  and  then  de- 
teriorated into  the  "savages"  that 
were  found  in  America  when  the 
European  explorers  arrived  in  the 
fifteenth  century. 

Add  to  the  above  problems  al- 
coholism,   drug   addiction,   poverty, 


illiteracy,  superstition,  hatred  of  the 
white  man,  language  barriers,  diffi- 
culties involved  in  gaining  access  to 
Indian  reservations,  and  severe  op- 
position from  liberal  thinkers — po- 
litical and  religious — who  tell  the 
church  to  leave  well  enough  alone, 
and  you  have  a  small  idea  of  what 
a  tremendous  task  it  is  to  reach 
the  first  Americans  with  the  gos- 
pel. 

The  Church  Has  Made 
Some  Progress 

In  spite  of  the  difficulties  some 
progress  has  been  made.  Though 
the  missionary  may  sometimes  seem 
overwhelmed  by  the  task  and  frus- 
trated by  the  results,  there  is  still 
reason  for  hope.  The  gospel  has 
reached  many  Indians  who  are 
now,  in  turn,  reaching  their  own 
people.  Many  indigenous  churches 
have  been  built  with  Indians  in 
complete  charge. 

Another  bright  spot  has  been  the 
success  in  breaking  down  the  lan- 
guage barrier,  so  that  many  tribes 
can  now  hear  and  read  the  Word  of 
God  in  their  own  language.  In  the 
past  few  years  both  the  Apaches  and 
the  Navajos  have  had  the  New  Tes- 
tament translated  into  their  lan- 
guage. In  the  making  now  are  over 
one  dozen  new  translations  for 
various  Indian  tribes  by  the  Wy- 
cliffe  Translators.  Also,  Christian 
Literature  Foundation  now  has  a 
translation  of  the  New  Testament 
using  only  an  850-word  vocabulary 
which  will  be  helpful  on  reaching 
the  many  Indians  who  are  educa- 
tionally undeveloped. 

What  should  be  the  goal  of  the 
church  when  it  comes  to  evange- 
lizing the  Indian?  Perhaps  the  sim- 
ple statement  by  Dr.  E.  H.  Ban- 
croft really  borders  on  the  pro- 
found. He  says  that  the  church's 
mission  in  every  age  and  among 
every  people  is  "to  win  men  to 
Christ,  to  build  men  up  in  Christ, 
to  send  men  out  for  Christ."  As 
Christians  we  must  reevaluate  our 
ministry  to  the  Indians.  If  we  fail 
in  our  mission  to  the  first  Ameri- 
cans, we  have  failed  in  our  com- 
mission to  "preach  the  gospel  to  ev- 
ery creature!"  If  we  fail  in  our 
"Jerusalem,"  how  can  we  hope  to 
succeed  in  "the  uttermost  parts  of 
the   earth.?"     • 
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DAVID  BRAINERD 


Dean  of  Missionaries  to  the  American  Indians 


Excerpts  From  His  Diary 


Saturday,  July  30,  1743.  Just  at 
night,  moved  into  my  own  house 
(a  little  hut,  which  he  made  chief- 
ly by  his  own  hands,  by  long  and 
hard  labor),  and  lodged  there  that 
night;  found  it  much  better  spend- 
ing the  time  alone  than  in  the 
wigwam  where  I  was  before. 

Lord's  Day,  July  31,  1743.  Felt 
more  comfortably  than  some  days 
past.  Blessed  be  the  Lord  who  has 
now  given  me  a  place  of  retire- 
ment. Oh,  that  I  might  find  God  in 
it  and  that  He  would  dwell  with 
me  forever! 

Wednesday,  August  3,  1743.  Spent 
most  of  the  day  in  writing.  Enjoyed 


some  sense  of  religion.  Through  di- 
vine goodness  I  am  now  uninter- 
ruptedly alone  and  find  my  retire- 
ment comfortable.  I  have  enjoyed 
more  sense  of  divine  things  with- 
in a  few  days  last  past  than  for 
some  time  before.  I  longed  after 
holiness,  humility  and  meekness. 
Oh,  that  God  would  enable  me  to 
"Pass  the  time  of  my  sojourning 
here  in  his  fear,"  and  always  live 
to   Him! 

June  19,  1745.  Having  spent  most 
of  my  time  for  more  than  a  year 
past  among  the  Indians  in  the 
Forks  of  Delaware  in  Pennsyl- 
vania;   and    having    in    that    time 


made  two  journeys  to  Susquehan- 
nah  River,  far  back  in  that  prov- 
ince, in  order  to  treat  with  the  In- 
dians there  respecting  Christian- 
ity; and  not  having  had  any  con- 
siderable appearance  of  special 
success  in  either  of  those  places, 
which  damped  my  spirits  and  was 
not  a  little  discouraging  to  me;  up- 
on hearing  that  there  was  a  num- 
ber of  Indians  in  and  about  a  place 
called  (by  the  Indians)  Cross- 
weeksung  in  New  Jersey,  near  four- 
score miles  southeastward  from  the 
Forks  of  Delaware,  I  determined  to 
make  them  a  visit,  and  see  what 
might  be  done  towards  the  Chris- 


The    hogan    (house)    like    this    one    has    been    used    by    Navajo   Indians   for  years   and   years. 
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tianizing  of  them;  and  according- 
ly arrived  among  them  this  day. 

I  found  very  few  persons  at  the 
place  I  visited,  and  perceived  the 
Indians  in  these  parts  were  very 
much  scattered,  there  being  not 
more  than  two  or  three  families  in 
a  place,  and  these  small  settle- 
ments six,  ten,  fifteen,  twenty,  and 
thirty  miles,  and  some  more,  from 
the  place  I  was  then  at.  However, 
I  preached  to  those  few  I  found, 
who  appeared  well  disposed  and 
not  inclined  to  object  and  cavil,  as 
the  Indians  had  frequently  done 
elsewhere. 

When  I  had  concluded  my  dis- 
course, I  informed  them  (there  be- 
ing none  but  a  few  women  and 
children)  that  I  would  willingly 
visit  them  again  the  next  day. 
Whereupon  they  readily  set  out, 
and  traveled  ten  or  fifteen  miles, 
in  order  to  give  notice  to  some  of 
their  friends,  at  that  distance. 
These  women,  like  the  woman  of 
Samaria,  seemed  desirous  that  oth- 
ers might  "see  the  man  that  told 
them  what  they  had  done"  in  their 
lives  past,  and  the  misery  that 
attended  their  idolatrous  ways. 

June  20,  1745.  Visited  and 
preached  to  the  Indians  again  as 
I  proposed.  Numbers  more  were 
gathered  at  the  invitations  of  their 
friends,  who  heard  me  the  day 
before.  These  also  appeared  as  at- 
tentive, orderly,  and  well  disposed 
as  the  others.  And  none  made  any 
objection,  as  Indians  in  other 
places  have  usually  done. 

June  22,  1745.  Preached  to  the 
Indians  again.  Their  number  which 
at  first  consisted  of  about  seven 
or  eight  persons,  was  now  in- 
creased to  near  thirty.  There  was 
not  only  a  solemn  attention 
among  them,  but  some  consider- 
able impressions,  it  was  apparent, 
were  made  upon  their  minds  by 
divine  truths.  Some  began  to  feel 
their  misery  and  perishing  state, 
and  appeared  concerned  for  a  de- 
liverance from  it. 

Lord's  Day,  June  23,  1745. 
Preached  to  the  Indians  and  spent 
the  day  with  them.  Their  number 
still  increased;  and  all  with  one 
consent  seemed  to  rejoice  in  my 
coming   among  them.  Not  a  word 


of  opposition  was  heard  from  any 
of  them  against  Christianity,  al- 
though in  times  past  they  had 
been  as  opposite  to  anything  of 
that  nature,  as  any  Indians  what- 
soever. And  some  of  them  not 
many  months  before  were  enraged 
with  my  interpreter,  because  he  at- 
tempted to  teach  them  something 
of  Christianity. 

June  24,  1745.  Preached  to  the 
Indians  at  their  desire,  and  upon 
their  own  motion.  To  see  poor  pa- 
gans desirous  of  hearing  the  gos- 
pel of  Christ,  animated  me  to  dis- 
course to  them,  although  I  was 
now  very  weakly  and  my  spirits 
much  exhausted.  They  attended 
with  the  greatest  seriousness  and 
diligence,  and  there  was  some  con- 
cern for  their  souls'  salvation  ap- 
parent among  them. 

June  27,  1745.  Visited  and 
preached  to  the  Indians  again. 
Their  number  now  amounted  to 
about  forty  persons.  Their  solemni- 
ty and  attention  still  continued, 
and  a  considerable  concern  for 
their  souls  became  very  apparent 
among  sundry  of  them. 

June  28,  1745.  The  Indians  being 
now  gathered,  a  considerable  num- 
ber of  them,  from  their  several  and 
distant  habitations,  requested  me 
to  preach  twice  a  day  to  them,  be- 
ing desirous  to  hear  as  much  as 
they  possibly  could  while  I  was 
with  them.  I  cheerfully  complied 
with  their  motion,  and  could  not 
but  admire  the  goodness  of  God, 
who,  I  was  persuaded,  had  in- 
clined them  thus  to  inquire  after 
the  way  of  salvation. 

June  29,  1745.  Preached  again 
twice  to  the  Indians.  Saw,  as  I 
thought,  the  hand  of  God  very  evi- 
dently, and  in  a  manner  some- 
what remarkable,  making  provision 
for  their  subsistence  together,  in 
order  to  their  being  instructed  in 
divine  things.  For  this  day  and  the 
day  before,  with  only  walking  a 
little  way  from  the  place  of  our 
daily  meeting,  they  killed  three 
deer,  which  were  a  seasonable  sup- 
ply for  their  wants,  and  without 
which,  it  seems,  they  could  not 
have  subsisted  together  in  order  to 
attend  the  means  of  grace. 

Lord's      Day,      June      30,      1745. 


Preached  twice  this  day  also.  Ob- 
served yet  more  concern  and  af- 
fection among  the  poor  heathens 
than  ever;  so  that  they  even  con- 
strained me  to  tarry  yet  longer 
with  them;  although  my  constitu- 
tion was  exceedingly  worn  out,  and 
my  health  much  impaired  by  my 
late  fatigues  and  labors,  and  espe- 
cially by  my  late  journey  to  Sus- 
quehannah  in  May  last,  in  which 
I  lodged  on  the  ground  for  several 
weeks  together. 

July  1,  1745.  Preached  again  twice 
to  a  very  serious  and  attentive  as- 
sembly of  Indians,  they  having 
now  learned  to  attend  the  worship 
of  God  with  Christian  decency  in 
all  respects.  There  were  now  be- 
tween forty  and  fifty  persons  of 
them  present,  old  and  young.  I 
spent  some  considerable  time  in 
discoursing  with  them  in  a  more 
private  way,  inquiring  of  them 
what  they  remembered  of  the  great 
truths  that  had  been  taught  them 
from  day  to  day;  and  may  just- 
ly say,  it  was  amazing  to  see  how 
they  had  received  and  retained  the 
instructions  given  them,  and  what 
a  measure  of  knowledge  some  of 
them  had  acquired  in  a  few  days. 

July  2,  1745.  Was  obliged  to  leave 
these  Indians  at  Crossweeksung, 
thinking  it  my  duty,  as  soon  as 
health  would  admit,  again  to  visit 
those  at  the  Forks  of  Delaware. 
When  I  came  to  take  leave  of  them, 
and  spoke  something  particularly 
to  each  of  them,  they  all  earnest- 
ly inquired  when  I  would  come 
again,  and  expressed  a  great  de- 
sire of  being  further  instructed. 
And  of  their  own  accord  agreed, 
that  when  I  should  come  again, 
they  would  all  meet  and  live  to- 
gether during  my  continuance  with 
them;  and  that  they  would  do  their 
utmost  endeavors  to  gather  all  the 
other  Indians  in  these  parts  that 
were  yet  further  remote.  And  when 
I  parted,  one  told  me  with  many 
tears,  "She  wished  God  would 
change  her  heart";  another,  that 
"she  wanted  to  find  Christ";  and 
an  old  man  that  had  been  one  of 
their  chiefs,  wept  bitterly  with  con- 
cern for  his  soul. 

I  then  promised  them  to  return 
as    speedily    as    my    health,    and 
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business  elsewhere  would  admit, 
and  felt  not  a  little  concerned  at 
parting,  lest  the  good  impressions 
then  apparent  upon  numbers  of 
them,  might  decline  and  wear  off, 
when  the  means  came  to  cease; 
and  yet  could  not  but  hope  that 
He  who,  I  trusted,  had  begun  a 
work  among  them,  and  who  I  knew 
did  not  stand  in  need  of  means  to 
carry  it  on,  would  maintain  and 
promote  it. 

At  the  same  time,  I  must  con- 
fess that  I  had  often  seen  encour- 
aging appearances  among  the  In- 
dians elsewhere  prove  wholly  abor- 
tive; and  it  appeared  the  favor 
would  be  so  great,  if  God  should 
now,  after  I  had  passed  through 
so  considerable  a  series  of  almost 
fruitless  labors  and  fatigues,  and 
after  my  rising  hopes  had  been  so 
often  frustrated  among  these  poor 
pagans,  give  me  any  special  suc- 
cess in  my  labors  with  them.  I 
could  not  believe,  and  scarce  dared 
to  hope  that  the  event  would  be 
so  happy,  and  scarce  ever  found 
myself  more  suspended  between 
hope  and  fear,  in  any  affair,  or  at 
any  time,  than   this. 

This  encouraging  disposition  and 
readiness  to  receive  instruction, 
now  apparent  among  these  Indians, 
seems  to  have  been  the  happy  ef- 
fect of  the  conviction  that  one  or 
two  of  them  met  with  some  time 
since  at  the  Forks  of  Delaware, 
who  have  since  endeavored  to  show 
their  friends  the  evil  of  idolatry. 
And  although  the  other  Indians 
seemed  but  little  to  regard,  but 
rather  to  deride  them,  yet  this,  per- 
haps, has  put  them  into  a  think- 
ing posture  of  mind,  or  at  least, 
given  them  some  thoughts  about 
Christianity,  and  excited  in  some 
of  them  a  curiosity  to  hear,  and 
so  made  way  for  the  present  en- 
couraging attention. 

An  apprehension  that  this  might 
be  the  case  here,  has  given  me 
encouragement  that  God  may  in 
such  a  manner  bless  the  means  I 
have  used  with  Indians  in  other 
places,  where  there  is  as  yet  no 
appearance  of  it.  If  so,  may  His 
name  have  the  glory  of  it;  for  I 
have  learned  by  experience  that  He 
only  can  open  the  ear,  engage  the 


For  centuries  Indians  have  made  clay  pottery. 
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attention,  and  incline  the  heart  of 
poor  benighted,  prejudiced  pagans 
to  receive  instruction. 

June  19,  1746.  Visited  my  people 
with  two  of  the  reverend  corres- 
pondents. Spent  some  time  in  con- 
versation with  some  of  them  upon 
spiritual  things;  and  took  some 
care  of  their  worldly  concerns. 

This   day  makes  up   a   complete 


year  from  the  first  time  of  my 
preaching  to  these  Indians  in  New 
Jersey.  What  amazing  things  has 
God  wrought  in  this  space  of  time 
for  these  poor  people!  What  a  sur- 
prising change  appears  in  their 
tempers  and  behavior!  How  are 
morose  and  savage  pagans  in  this 
short  space  of  time  transformed 
into  agreeable,  affectionate,  and 
humble  Christians,  and  their 
drunken  and  pagan  howlings 
turned  into  devout  and  fervent 
prayers  and  praises  to  God! 

They  "who  were  sometimes  dark- 
ness are  now  become  light  in  the 
Lord."  May  they  walk  as  children 
of  the  light  and  of  the  day.  And 
now  to  Him  that  is  of  power  to 
stablish  them  according  to  the  gos- 
pel, and  the  preaching  of  Christ — 
to  God  only  wise,  be  glory,  through 
Jesus  Christ,  for  ever  and  ever. 
Amen.     • 
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He  Loved  Indians 


By   CHARLES    LUDWIG 


HIS  HEART  thumped  wild- 
ly as  he  watched  the  pas- 
sengers boarding  the  tall- 
masted  Lyon — the  finest  ship  ly- 
ing at  anchor  in  the  Bristol  har- 
bor. 

Soon  it  would  be  his  turn  to  go 
up  the  gangplank!  It  was  wonder- 
ful; but  there  was  a  catch  in  his 
throat,  for  his  beloved  Hannah 
was  not  with  him.  Nevertheless, 
she  could  follow  in  another  ship. 
Maybe  by  then  he  could  have  a 
house  built  for  her  in  the  new 
land. 

News  from  those  who  had 
crossed  on  the  Mayflower  a  few 
years  before  was  good.  He  would 
be  able  to  preach  what  was  in  his 
heart.  Never  again  would  he  be 
called  a  heretic  or  have  to  fear  a 
king!  Still,  he  loved  England,  the 
land  of  his  birth.  His  brown  eyes 
lingered  on  the  wharf.  He  watched 
the  heavily  loaded  carts  and  the 
people  milling  around  them.  He 
wanted  to  fill  his  mind  with 
pleasant  memories,  for  he  planned 
never  to  return. 

He  had  just  started  up  the 
creaky  steps  when  a  musket  was 
jammed  in  his  chest.  "John  Eliot!" 
barked  the  officer,  his  voice  ex- 
ploding like  a  pistol,  "you  are 
under  arrest!  Follow  us." 

"You  worked  with  Thomas 
Hooker,"  snapped  the  armed  man 
the  moment  the  door  was  closed. 
"Where  is  he,  now?" 

John's  mouth  went  dry.  Ever 
since  he  had  left  London  a  week 
before,  he  had  dreaded  that  this 
might  happen.  "Yes,  I — I  was  his 
assistant  at  the  Little  Baddow 
School.  The  last  time  I  saw  him, 
he  said  he  was  going  to  London." 

In  addition,  Hooker  had  said  that 
he  would  continue  on  to  Holland, 
but  John  was  careful  not  to  men- 
tion this. 

"He   did   not   go   to   London.   He 


went  to  Holland!"  The  uniformed 
man  stared  at  him  accusingly. 

"So  I  heard." 

"How  did  he  get  out  of  the  coun- 
try?" 

"I — I   don't   know." 

After  a  few  more  difficult  ques- 
tions, John  was  allowed  to  return 
to  the  ship.  He  knew  now  more 
than  ever  that  Archbishop  Laud 
was  a  very  determined  man!  As 
the   ship   sailed   into   the   Atlantic, 


John  gripped  the  rail  with  a  new 
and  even  stronger  determination 
than  he  had  had  before.  He  vowed 
that  he  would  fight  intolerance 
with  all  the  strength  he  had! 

On  November  2  the  Lyon's  an- 
chor rattled  down  at  Deer  Island 
just  outside  the  Charles  River. 
Here  in  Massachusetts,  John  Eliot 
stepped  onto  the  beaches  of  the 
New  World  for  the  first  time.  He 
was  thankful  for  the  warm  greet- 


John  Eliot  loved  the  Indian  and  yearned  to  lead   him  to  Christ. 
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ings  and  many  invitations  to  din- 
ner. But  deep  in  his  mind  he  was 
wondering  when  he  would  see  the 
first  Indians,  and  what  those  In- 
dians would  be  like.  Would  they  be 
like  the  olive-skinned  gypsies  who 
lived  near  the  place  of  his  birth 
on  the  edge  of  the  Essex  forest,  and 
could  they  be  reached  with  the 
gospel? 

As  soon  as  he  could  manage  it, 
John  made  a  trip  with  Governor 
Winthrop  to  Spot  Pond  where  there 
was  a  large  Indian  village.  His 
eager  eyes  took  in  everything.  There 
were  long  grapevines  reaching  to 
the  tops  of  the  trees,  thick  clumps 
of  blackberry  and  gooseberry  bush- 
es, and  signs  of  many  wild  ani- 
mals. They  even  saw  some  fresh 
bear  tracks. 

The  village  chief  had  prepared 
for  their  coming.  His  bronze  face 
was  newly  painted  with  red  and 
black  and  white  stripes.  There  was 
a  fine  colored  headdress  on  his 
head  made  of  the  finest  feathers 
John  had  ever  seen.  And  his  smil- 
ing people  stood  around  in  the 
most  friendly  fashion. 

The  chief  was  glad  to  see  them, 
and  presented  the  Governor  with 
many  fine  gifts.  John  was  more 
interested  in  the  names  of  the  gifts 
than  in  the  items  themselves. 
"What  is  the  name  of  that?"  he 
asked,  pointing  to  a  tomahawk 
and  then  to  a  flint-tipped  arrow. 
He  wrote  all  the  names  down  in 
a  little  book  and  kept  repeating 
them  so  that  he  would  have  the 
right  pronunciation. 

From  an  ancient  powwow  he 
learned  something  about  their  re- 
ligion. The  god  they  worshiped  was 
known  as  Manito.  But  they  also 
firmly  believed  in  an  evil  spirit 
called  Chepian  who  was  said  often 
to  take  the  form  of  a  snake. 

Back  in  the  pulpit  of  the  little 
church  in  Boston  where  he  was 
filling  in,  John  preached  a  rous- 
ing missionary  sermon  based  on 
Jesus'  words:  "Behold,  I  send  you 
forth  as  sheep  in  the  midst  of 
wolves:  be  ye  therefore  as  wise  as 
serpents,  and  as  harmless  as  doves" 
(Matthew  10:16). 

He  compared  the  wolves  to  In- 
dians. And  he  preached  that  it  was 


the  congregation's  duty  to  take  the 
Word  of  God  to  them.  John  was  an 
interesting  speaker.  He  knew  how 
to  put  life  in  a  sermon — to  keep 
the  people  awake.  The  elders  at 
Boston  were  anxious  for  him  to  re- 
main with  them.  But  he  had  al- 
ready agreed  to  go  to  nearby  Rox- 
bury.  Moreover,  his  new  house  was 
going  up  there,  and  he  was  ex- 
pecting Hannah  to  be  sailing  for 
America  soon. 

In  a  short  time  Hannah  was  by 
his  side.  Their  wedding,  performed 
on  October  5,  was  the  first  wed- 
ding in  Roxbury  and  it  caused  a  lot 
of  excitement.  Even  the  Governor 
attended!  The  happy  couple  start- 
ed housekeeping  with  the  usual 
things  employed  by  pioneers.  There 
were  two  horses,  three  cows,  some 
goats,  and  a  flock  of  chickens. 
Sharing  John's  zeal  for  souls,  Han- 
nah took  full  charge  of  the  house 
and  livestock  while  John  did  the 
preaching  and  visiting. 

She  washed  the  clothes  by 
pounding  them  in  a  barrel  with  a 
pestle.  She  dipped  candles,  manu- 
factured soap,  spun  flax  into 
thread,  wove  cloth,  and  designed 
and  sewed  their  clothes. 

Running  a  house  in  the  1630s 
was  hard  work! 

The  congregation  grew  in  num- 
bers and  in  wealth.  The  people 
liked  to  come  to  church  in  the 
latest  finery.  The  men  wore  tall 
hats  and  kept  them  on  during  the 
services.  The  women  donned  sim- 
ple bonnets  and  kept  them  in  place 
with  shawls.  They  wore  fancy  rib- 
bons and  veils.  But  no  woman  was 
allowed  to  wear  silk  unless  she  was 
worth  a  minimum  of  two  hundred 
pounds.  And  sometimes  the  silk- 
wearing  ladies  were  challenged 
to  prove  that  they  were  worth  that 
much! 

John  pled  the  cause  of  the  In- 
dians, and  often  he  was  success- 
ful. He  rescued  many  of  them  from 
slavery  and  got  others  out  of  pris- 
on. But  he  longed  to  do  something 
that  would  help  them  long  af- 
ter he  was  gone.  He  decided  that 
the  best  thing  he  could  do  was  to 
translate  the  Bible  into  their  lan- 
guage. The  Word  would  endure! 

"But  you  could  never  do  it!"  ar- 


gued a  friend.  "It's  completely  im- 
possible. Indeed,  you  could  never 
even  learn  to  speak  it — " 

"I  know  how  difficult  it  is,"  in- 
terrupted John,  "for  the  Indians 
have  a  curious  way  of  combining 
verbs  and  nouns.  However,  I  mas- 
tered Greek  and  Hebrew  at  Cam- 
bridge, but  they're  baby  talk  in 
comparison  to  Indian  language.  But 
these  Indians  need  the  Word  of 
God,  and  they  shall  have  it!" 

John  Eliot  continued  to  learn 
the  language.  Whenever  possible  he 
visited  the  villages  and  preached 
in  the  wigwams.  He  also  did  a  lot 
of  personal  work.  He  loved  to  talk 
to  an  Indian  brave  about  his  soul. 
Each  time  one  of  them  accepted 
the  Lord,  he  was  inspired  to  work 
that  much  harder. 

As  he  continued  to  study  the  lan- 
guage, his  circuit  of  preaching 
places  grew  larger.  The  Indians 
were  fond  of  going  to  the  Merri- 
mack Falls  to  fish.  This  was  a 
good  place  to  witness,  and  so  Eliot 
went  there  and  preached.  By  con- 
stantly associating  with  them,  he 
learned  the  fine  and  various  mean- 
ings of  their  words. 

But  translating  the  entire  Bible 
would  take  years.  In  the  mean- 
time, the  Indians  should  know  the 
way  of  salvation!  By  working  lat- 
er than  ever,  Eliot  managed  to  fin- 
ish a  little  book  in  1654.  He  called 
it  The  Indian  Primer  and  signed  it 
simply  J.  E. 

The  little  book  was  very  useful 
and  it  had  to  be  printed  again 
and  again.  Six  years  later,  the 
New  Testament  had  been  trans- 
lated and  a  small  edition  printed. 
By  1663  the  complete  Bible  was 
done  and  was  in  the  hands  of  the 
Indians!   This  was  Eliot's  triumph. 

Now  with  the  Word  of  God  in  his 
hand,  and  with  many  Indians  who 
could  read,  he  spent  more  and 
more  time  evangelizing  them.  By 
the  time  of  his  passing  on  May  20, 
1690,  he  is  said  to  have  won  over 
three  thousand  Indian  converts. 
And  the  best  part  is  that  many  of 
these  converts  won  others. 

John  Eliot's  translation  contin- 
ued to  be  a  beacon  light  in  wig- 
wams all  over  the  colonies  for 
many  years  after  his  death.    • 
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Man's  Incredible  Journey 


By   FLOYD   L.    McCLUNG 


THE  TITLE  OF  this  article 
is  taken  from  a  story  by 
Sheila  Brunford  entitled 
"The  Incredible  Journey,"  which  is 
is  the  account  of  two  dogs  and  a 
cat  who  lost  their  master  and 
searched  for  him  on  a  250-mile 
trek  through  the  Canadian  wilder- 
ness. 

For  six  thousand  years  man  has 
been  on  a  journey  searching,  ever 
searching,  for  a  better  life — a  full, 
happy,  satisfying  life.  The  progress 
being  made  in  the  physical  and 
material  realm  is  nothing  less 
than  incredible. 

As  we  note  this  progress,  it  is 
interesting  to  observe  some  incon- 
ceivable advancements  along  the 
way.  Man  has  advanced  from  liv- 
ing in  a  cave,  with  only  crude 
hand  weapons  of  defense,  to  walk- 
ing on  the  moon.  He  has  super- 
powered  weapons  which  have  the 
capability  of  destroying  most  of 
the  world's  population.  Man  has 
advanced  from  living  in  a  dis- 
eased-ridden village,  where  a 
plague  could  easily  destroy  the  en- 
tire populace,  to  the  present  time 
when  a  controlled  program  lessens 
the  impact  of  such  plagues.  Prog- 
ress is  being  made  daily  in  isola- 
ting and  controlling  the  killing 
effects  of   sickness   and   disease. 

Man  has  advanced  from  primi- 
tive isolation  to  a  cosmopolitan 
status  with  modern  methods  of 
communication  for  connecting 
him  with  his  neighbors  in  all  parts 
of  the  world.  Tel  Star  brings  scenes 
into  our  living  rooms  that  are  hap- 
pening on  the  other  side  of  the 
world.  Yes,  it  is  indeed  incredible. 

Man  has  advanced  from  dwell- 
ing in  the  cave,  the  hovel,  the  hut, 
and  the  log  cabin  to  living  in  mod- 
ern, air-conditioned,  nicely  fur- 
nished homes  with  carpeted  floors, 
push-button  appliances,  and  col- 
or television  for  his  comfort  and 
entertainment.  He  had  advanced 
from  walking  by  foot  and  riding  in 
oxcarts  to  traveling  on  modern  ex- 


pressways, where  the  super  high- 
speed automobile  carries  him 
along  at  speeds  of  eighty  to  a  hun- 
dred miles  per  hour.  Man  today  is 
living  in  the  jet  age  where  literally 
hundreds  of  people  are  airborne 
on  one  plane  and  carried  to  any 
part  of  the  world  in  a  matter  of 
hours. 

In  contrast  to  former  days,  the 
pace  of  life  has  increased  consid- 
erably. If  Grandpa  had  missed  the 
stagecoach,  he  merely  would  have 
shrugged  his  shoulders  and  said, 
"Oh,  well,  there  will  be  another  one 
by  in  a  couple  of  weeks."  Today, 
if  a  person  misses  his  turn  in  a 
revolving  door,  he  may  become  very 
disturbed.  If  a  traffic  light  turns 
green,  before  a  driver  can  move  on, 
impatient  drivers  behind  him  start 
honking  their  horns. 

Recently  I  heard  a  lady  com- 
plaining about  the  jet  plane  on 
which  she  was  a  passenger  be- 
ing a  few  minutes  late  for  its  an- 
nounced schedule.  She  was  travel- 
ing five  hundred  miles  an  hour  at 
an  altitude  of  thirty-five  thousand 
feet,  and  yet  she  was  not  satisfied. 

The  progress  being  made  in  the 
physical  and  the  material  realm 
staggers  the  imagination.  We  are 
moving  at  a  fast  pace  on  the  mod- 
ern expressway  of  time.  That 
which  was  modern  and  convenient 
yesterday  is  obsolete  today.  Man  is 
ever  evolving  upward  in  his  desire 
to  create  a  modern  utopia  with- 
out war,  poverty,  and  sickness.  The 
frontiers  have  changed  from  earth 
to  space,  from  land  to  air,  and 
from  horsepower  to  nuclear  power. 

It  is  generally  accepted  that  the 
future  belongs  to  the  scientist.  In 
regard  to  transportation,  time  will 
shrink  to  almost  nothing  as  rocket 
ships  transport  travelers  from  New 
York  to  London  in  less  than  an 
hour.  Someday  we  may  live  in 
plastic  houses,  completely  open  to 
the  out  of  doors  and  heated  by 
solar  energy.  Advancements  in 
food  processing  will   enable   us,  to 


enjoy  exotic  delicacies  from  all 
parts  of  the  earth.  Communication 
advances  will  provide  electronic 
telephones  which  we  will  carry  in 
our  pockets  and  purses.  Our  news- 
papers will  roll  out  of  a  facsimile 
machine  and  will  be  available  in 
our  homes  through  television. 

The  incredible  past  and  the 
planning  for  an  incredible  future, 
however,  has  one  fatal  flaw!  It  is 
too  prone  to  feature  only  a  ma- 
terialistic-humanistic effort.  It 
does  not  take  into  account  man's 
moral  sickness,  and  it  makes  very 
little  provision  for  God.  Man  con- 
tinues to  eat  of  the  tree  of  knowl- 
edge but  will  not  eat  of  the  tree  of 
life.  He  is  still  laboring  under  the 
delusion  that  he  will  eventually  be 
like  God. 

President  Theodore  Roosevelt 
said,  "When  you  educate  a  man  in 
mind  and  not  in  morals,  you  edu- 
cate a  menace  to  society."  Such  is 
the  scene  before  us  today.  Science 
is  learning  to  control  everything 
but  man.  The  problems  of  lust, 
hatred,  greed,  racial  bitterness, 
social  injustices,  and  war  still  hang 
heavy  over  our  heads.  Crime  in- 
creases daily  and  violence  is 
abroad  in  the  land.  It  is  time  that 
we  look  within  and  seek  to  find 
the  cause   and  then  the   cure. 

In  Isaiah  1:4-6  the  prophet  gives 
a  graphic  description  of  this  con- 
dition: "Ah  sinful  nation,  a  peo- 
ple laden  with  iniquity,  a  seed  of 
evildoers,  children  that  are  cor- 
rupters: they  have  forsaken  the 
Lord,  they  have  provoked  the  Holy 
One  of  Israel  unto  anger,  they  are 
gone  away  backwards."  He  states 
that  because  of  their  sin,  "the 
whole  head  is  sick,  and  the  whole 
heart  faint,  From  the  sole  of  the 
foot  even  unto  the  head  there  is 
no  soundness  in  it;  but  wounds, 
and  bruises,  and  putrifying  sores: 
they  have  not  been  closed,  neither 
bound  up,  neither  mollified  with 
ointment"  (Isaiah  1:5-6). 

What  then  is  the   cure  for  this 
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uar  very  eyesv  ±iaroi 
said,  "There  are  many 
every  one  of  us,  pulling  in  opposite 
directions,  many  clamorous  voices 
in  the  town  meeting  of  the  mind, 
with  no  gavel  in  the  hands  of  a 
powerful  chairman  to  bring  them 
to  order." 
No  gavel,  no  chairman — that  is, 
<n  '--'st  takes  o— 
changes  everything.  He  brings  or- 
der out  of  disorder.  He  brings 
health  instead  of  sickness.  He 
gives  beauty  instead  of  the  ashes 
of  a  wasted  life.  He  gives  joy  rath- 
er than  a  spirit  of  heaviness. 
~Ie  gives  freed 
«"\   He  calm* 


fellowship  of  a  loving  and  forgiv- 
"ather. 


than  t... 
le  Prophet 


feremiah   asked 


l  Gilead;  is  there  no  physician 
mere?  Why  then  is  not  the  health 
of  the  daughter  of  my  people  re- 
covered?"   (Jeremiah    8:22).    As    a 

ue     prophet    of     God     he    saw 

mrough  the   apparent  troubles  of 

the    people    and    diagnosed    their 

true   stateness    What  he   saw   filled 

ind  compassion 
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true     proph 
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through  tht 
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him  with  ar 
He  knew  th 
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,n  incredible 
.rogress  that 
i  short-lived 


the  emptiness  and  anxiety  of  the 
soul.  The  wise  man  said,  "Vs 

nf  vanities  nil    is   vanity"    (Ec- 

f,    fron, 
Jesus 


Hoyt  E.  Stone,  an  ordained 
minister,  is  director  of  alumni 
affairs  at  Lee  College,  Cleve- 
land, Tennessee. 
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Nudging     MlM 
Your  Prayers      'j 


By   HOYT   E.    STONE 


T  WAS  ON  a  Saturday  night 
in  1955  that  Neil  first  told  me 
about  his  secret  method  for 
getting  a  prayer  answered.  I  have 
never  forgotten. 

My  wife  and  I  were  living  in 
Ellis  Hall,  a  Lee  College  dormitory 
for  married  students,  and  Neil  had 
come  by  to  tell  us  his  good  news. 

Neil  wore  his  coveralls,  unbut- 
toned at  the  neck  and  with  a  blue 
shirt  underneath.  As  he  pulled  up 
a  chair  and  seated  his  two  hun- 
dred and  thirty  pounds  at  the 
table,  I  saw  his  hands  scrubbed 
raw  and  the  knuckles  bleeding 
where  he  had  used  strong  detergent 
on   the  grease. 

"I  got  the  job,"  Neil  said  between 
bites;  "eighty  cents  an  hour,  too. 
No  question  about  it  now.  Here  is 
where  the  Lord  wants  me." 

Blanche  and  I  shared  Neil's  hap- 
piness and  the  little  one-room 
apartment  glowed  with  the  joy  of 
feeling    God's   presence. 

Deciding  to  go  to  college  had  not 
been  easy  for  Neil.  Until  a  few 
months  before,  the  only  thing  he 
had  wanted  in  life  was  to  purchase 
a  service  station  and  go  into  bus- 
iness. The  one  thing  he  never 
dreamed  of  doing  was  entering  the 
ministry. 

Neil  had  not  been  the  best  of 
scholars  in  high  school.  He  had 
given  far  more  time  to  working 
and  driving  a  school  bus  and  play- 
ing a  guitar  than  to  studying.  Still, 


'No  question  about  it  now.  Here  is  where  the  Lord  war 


he  had  been  praying  for  God's  will 
in  his  life  and  college  kept  com- 
ing back  as  the  answer.  Finally, 
Neil  had  decided  to  enroll  if  he 
could  somehow  work  and  pay  his 
own  way. 

Registration  week  ran  by  swift- 
ly. There  were  long  lines,  cards, 
schedules,  interviews  and  finally 
the  business  office  where  Neil 
told  the  girls  he  was  responsible  for 
his    own    account. 

"A  third  down,  the  rest  in 
monthly  payments,"  Neil  said.  "Like 
the  catalogue  suggests." 

"Do  you  have  a  job?"  the  girl 
asked. 

"Not  yet." 

"Do  you  have  promise  of  a  job?" 

"Not  yet,"  Neil  answered.  There 
was  irritation  in  his  voice.  "But 
don't  worry,  I'll  get  one  and  you'll 
get  your  money." 

Friday  afternoon  Neil  went  job 
hunting.  He  called  it  casing  the 
town.  He  drove  all  over  in  his  old 
Plymouth,  looking  at  service  sta- 
tions and  asking  himself  and  the 
Lord  which  would  be  the  best 
place  to  work.  He  decided  on  a 
Gulf  Station  at  the  corner  of  Third 
and  Ocoee,  parked  and  told  the 
owner  he  wanted  a  job. 

"Sorry,  Son,"  Mr.  Bearden  said. 
He  was  kind  but  busy.  "I  just 
don't  need  any  help.  Boys  are  a 
dime  a  dozen  around  here." 

Mr.  Bearden  went  out  to  take 
care  of  a  customer.  Neil   followed. 


He  listened  to  the  hum  of  the  gas 
pump  and  the  pleasant  exchanges 
between  customers.  The  station 
was  busy.  Neil  stood  over  by  the 
drink  machine  and  watched.  Work 
shifts  were  changing  at  the  stove 
foundry  and  the  station  was 
catching  about  all  the  traffic  it 
could  handle.  Some  boys  were 
washing  cars.  Another  boy  was  in 
the  grease  pit.  Neil  glanced  at  his 
watch. 

Business  slowed  and  Mr.  Bearden 
went  back  inside. 

"Mr.  Bearden,  you've  got  enough 
boys  all  right.  Maybe  more  than 
enough.  But  what  you  need  is 
some  experienced  help." 

Mr.  Bearden  went  on  with  his 
work  behind  the  cash  register. 
He   seemed   to   pay   Neil   no   mind. 

"I've  been  working  in  a  service 
station  for  five  years,"  Neil  said. 
"Started  when  I  was  thirteen.  I 
can  grease,  change  oil,  fix  flats,  do 
minor  repairs,  take  care  of  the 
front  and  even  handle  the  cash 
register  when  you  want  to  be  off 
a  few  hours." 

The  cash  register  bell  clanged. 
Neil  moved  up  closer. 

"Now  take  that  tire  the  boys 
changed  awhile  ago.  It  took  both 
of  them  thirty  minutes.  I  could 
have  easily  done  it  in  fifteen — all 
by  myself.  And  you  know  how 
many  minutes  your  pit  man  takes 
to  do  a  grease  job?  I  timed  him. 
You  aren't  making  one  cent  prof- 
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it." 

Mr.  Bearden  closed  the  cash  reg- 
ister and  dropped  the  key  in  his 
pocket.  "Okay,  kid,  you  want  a  job, 
come  in  at  seven  in  the  morning." 

"How  much  do  you  pay?"  Neil 
asked. 

"Fifty  cents  an  hour." 

"I'll  work  for  eighty,"  Neil  said. 
There  was  a  long  pause.  Mr. 
Bearden  and  Neil  just  stared  into 
one  another's  eyes. 

"You're  paying  guys  who  don't 
know  a  thing  fifty  cents,  Mr. 
Bearden.  Surely  experienced  help 
is  worth  more.  Besides,  I  was  get- 
ting seventy-five  cents  the  last 
place.    I'm    due    a   raise." 

"Get  out  of  here,  boy!  You  mind 
your  business  and  I'll  take  care  of 
mine." 

Neil  left.  That  night  he  totaled 
up  the  hours  he  could  work  and 
fifty  cents  would  not  do;  eighty 
came  out  just  right.  He  knelt  be- 
side his  bed  in  Walker  Hall  and 
prayed  again.  Next  morning,  bright 
and  early  and  dressed  in  his  work 
clothes,  Neil  was  at  Mr.  Bearden's 
Gulf  Station. 

Mr.  Bearden  did  not  speak.  He 
unlocked  the  door  and  started  put- 
ting out  displays  for  the  day.  Neil 
helped  him. 

"I'll  tell  you  what,  Mr.  Bearden," 
Neil  said,  "I  don't  have  anything 
to  do  today.  If  you'll  let  me,  I'll 
work  all  day  for  nothing.  When 
closing  times  comes,  if  you  think 
I'm  worth  eighty  cents  an  hour, 
I  get  the  job.  If  not,  you  get  a  free 
day's   labor.   Fair   enough?" 

That  was  the  story  Neil  told  me 
that  night. 

"I  know  God  answers  prayer," 
Neil  said,  "it's  like  maybe  some- 
times God  has  the  answer  ready 
and  waiting  and  all  that's 
needed  is  a  little  nudging  on  our 
part." 

Neil  has  been  dead  a  couple  of 
years  now.  Sometimes  the  pain  of 
his  leaving  churns  up  again  deep 
inside  me,  but  more  often  I  think 
of  such  little  things  and  tender 
moments  my  brother  and  I  shared. 
And  when  I  get  in  a  corner  and 
can  go  no  further,  I  pray  and  re- 
member Neil  and  just  keep  nudg- 
ing until  a  door  opens. 


SHUT  THAT 
DOOR 


By  ROSS  W.   HAYSLI 


ESUS      ADMONISHED      HIS 

people  to  enter  their  closets 

for  prayer   and   to   shut  the 

'his  door  not  only  gives  se- 

1  of  the  soul  for  fellowship 

11  God,  but  it  shuts  the  world 

The  surrounding  worldly   at- 

e  is  not  conducive  to  pray- 

id  communion  with  God. 

e  men,  like  the  Apostle  Paul, 

;o    pray.    Paul    was    always 

speaking  with  God.  His  prayerful- 
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Our  vocational  demands  keep 
knocking  at  our  door  clamoring 
,for  our  attention.  Stretching  the 
income    dollar    to    meet   the    food. 


clothing,  and  rent  budgets  is  very 

difficult.  The  inflationary  e( 

ic   climate    of   our   day   k°° 

pressure   on  the  wage  e: 

to  let  up  for  a  moment  i: 

fort     to     keep     the     well     Knoi 

wolf  from  the  door. 

Even  our  church  acth 
be  a  decided  deterrent  to  o 
er  lives.  It  is  all  too  possit 
we  can  become  so  involved  \ 
ligious  routine  that  we  are  to 
busy  to  pray.  We  can  be  so  con- 
cerned with  good  things  like  our 
Sunday  school  teaching,  our  visi- 
tation program,  and  our  building 
projects  that  in  doing  good  w 
miss  the  best. 

It  is  not  easy  to  get  the  door 
shut.  It  will  demand  a  bit  of  time 
to  concentrate  our  thoughts  on 
God.  Perhaps  the  reading  of  a  pas- 
sage from  God's  Word  will  bene- 
"^  ^  >   .  *  +0  clean  out 

„iind  in  or- 
der that  we  may  approach  God's 
throne  room. 

We   must   choose   the   best   time 


ily  and  friends.  Sometimes  we 
cannot  find  this  time  and  place. 
When   this   is   the.  case,   God   can 


kitchen  sink  to  menta 

life's  problems  and  fr 

we  attempt  to  reach  upward  toward 

God.    If  we  make  an  honest  effort 

to  close  the  door,  we  wi11  v        -    » 

ished   at    the   help   Go_. 


KNOW   YOUR   CHAPLAIN 


Chaplain  (LT)  Hugo  S.  Hammond  is  the  son  of  Mrs. 
P.  H.  Hammond  of  Savannah,  Georgia,  and  the  late 
Reverend   P.  H.   Hammond. 

He  is  a  graduate  of  the  junior  divisio?i  of  Lee 
College.  He  received  his  B.A.  degree  from  Oglethorpe 
University  and  his  B.D.  degree  from  Candler  School 
of  Theology  of  Emory  University  in  1962. 

Chaplain  Hammond  has  pastored  several  churches 
in  the  State  of  Georgia.  Prior  to  his  entering  the 
service,  he  served  as  pastor  of  the  Baxley,  Georgia, 
Church.  The  church  realized  a  tremendous  growth 
during  his  tenure  as  pastor. 

Because  of  his  varied  circumstances,  the  deci- 
sion made  by  Chaplain  Hammond  to  enter  the  mili- 
tary was  truly  momentous.  God  has  utilized  his  tal- 
ents, and  the  church  is  grateful  for  his  dedication 
and  the  contribution  he  is  making  to  the  military. 
— C.  Raymond  Spain 
Executive  Director 


Hugo  S.  Hammond 


I    LIKE  THE  CHAPLAINCY 


By  LT.  HUGO  S.  HAMMOND 


I  received  what  I  considered  a 
definite  "call  to  the  military  chap- 
laincy in  1956.  I  had  completed 
four  years  of  enlisted  service  in 
the  Navy  and  had  enrolled  in  Lee 
College  in  January,  1955.  In  a  reg- 
ular chapel  service  an  Army  Chap- 
lain spoke  to  us  about  the  need 
for  Pentecostal  representation  in 
the  armed  services.  At  that  time 
the  Church  of  God  had  no  military 
chaplains  and  as  this  man  spoke, 
I  felt  a  strong  conviction  that  this 
should  be  my  field  of  labor. 

When  I  graduated  from  Candler 
School  of  Theology  with  a  Bache- 
lor of  Divinity  degree  in  1962,  I 
had  met  the  educational  and  other 
basic  requirements  for  an  appoint- 
ment as  a  chaplain.  I  immediately 
applied  and  was  rejected  due  to  a 
medical  history  of  internal  bleed- 
ing. Twice  more  I  applied,  but  in 
each  instance  my  application  was 
rejected  since  "a  history  of  inter- 
nal bleeding  is  disqualifying."  I 
was  advised  to  work  in  other  areas 
of  the  ministry. 
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Extremely  disappointed  at  this 
turn  of  events,  I  accepted  a  church 
in  Monroe,  Georgia,  and  then  a 
year  later  moved  to  the  small 
town  of  Baxley,  in  South  Georgia, 
where  I  was  to  stay  for  six  years. 
God  really  blessed  my  work  for 
Him.  New  church  property  was 
purchased,  a  new  sanctuary  and 
educational  facilities  were  erect- 
ed, six  more  acres  were  bought,  a 
parsonage    was    built,    and    plans 


were  completed  for  a  new  educa- 
tional addition  when  I  entered  the 
Navy. 

It  was  in  January  of  1969  that 
Dr.  C.  Raymond  Spain,  general 
secretary-treasurer  of  the  Church 
of  God  and  Executive  Director  of 
the  Servicemen's  Department, 
asked  me  to  become  our  denom- 
ination's first  Navy  chaplain.  This 
was  a  shock  that  led  to  some  sin- 
cere soul-searching.  I  had  already 
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been  rejected  for  military  service 
three  times;  I  was  now  thirty-six 
years  of  age,  which  was  rather  old 
to  begin  a  military  career;  I  now 
had  a  wife  and  three  children  to 
consider;  and  it  would  mean  leav- 
ing the  active  pastorate,  a  type  of 
ministry  in  which  I  had  found 
happiness,  security,  and  success. 

Still  my  wife,  Letha,  and  I  could 
not  forget  the  "call"  that  I  had  re- 
ceived some  thirteen  years  ago. 
Perhaps  God's  time  table  had  been 
different  from  what  I  had  expect- 
ed. Maybe  1969  was  God's  time  for 
me  to  become  a  chaplain.  Our  de- 
cision was  that  if  I  were  accepted, 
after  those  three  prior  rejections, 
we  would  know  it  was  God's  will. 
I  immediately  applied  for  a  com- 
mission as  a  chaplain  in  the 
United  States  Navy. 

It  was  six  months  later,  in 
July,  that  I  received  a  call  from 
the  Chaplain's  Division  of  the  Bur- 
eau of  Naval  Personnel  in  Wash- 
ington, D.  C,  informing  me  that 
I  had  been  appointed  and  that  or- 
ders were  being  issued  for  me  to 
attend  Chaplain's  School  in  New- 
port, Rhode  Island,  beginning  July 
15.  I  asked  for  and  received  a  de- 
lay in  orders  so  that  I  could  have 
time  to  take  care  of  responsibili- 
ties to  the  church  which  I  had 
pastored  for  the  past  six  years. 

On  September  1,  I  reported  to 
Newport  and  after  completion  of 
eight  weeks  school,  I  was  ordered 
to  the  Naval  Hospital  at  Great 
Lakes,  Illinois,  where  my  family 
and  I  are  presently  living. 

This  hospital  is  a  large  modern, 
fully  equipped,  expertly  staffed 
hospital.  Its  fifteen  stories  provide 
approximately  fifteen  hundred 
beds  for  patients  from  all  branches 
of  the  military  and  their  depend- 
ents. Included  in  the  patient 
load  are  a  large  number  of  "med- 
evacs,"  men  flown  out  of  Vietnam 
for  treatment  here.  I,  along  with 
one  of  the  two  Catholic  chaplains, 
have  the  personal  responsibility 
for  some  sixteen  wards. 

In  addition  to  ward  coverage,  I 
have  counseling  appointments  with 
military  men  and  their  depend- 
ents in  my  office.  This  person-to- 
person   type   encounter  offers   one 


of  the  best  opportunities  for  Chris- 
tian ministry,  especially  since  the 
vast  majority  of  service  personnel 
are  in  the  young  adult  bracket, 
from  eighteen  to  twenty-four, 
which  is  so  filled  with  pressures 
and  problems. 

The  six  staff  chaplains  here  also 
have  responsibility  for  a  wide 
range  of  "divine  services.  The  Prot- 
estant chaplains  provide  three 
Sunday  morning  services  in  addi- 
tion to  other  special  religious  ser- 
vices. I  have  full  responsibility  for 
the  religious  program  at  All  Souls 
Chapel,  which  is  a  small  chapel  on 
the  hospital  compound.  In  addition 
to  this,  I  conduct  a  midweek  com- 
munion service  in  All  Faiths  Chap- 
el in  the  hospital  proper. 

There  are  many  opportunities 
for  the  chaplain's  wife  to  work  al- 
so. My  wife,  Letha,  has  been  able 
to  participate  in  our  regular  ser- 
vices by  providing  organ  music 
and  assisting  with  the  singing.  She 
also  serves  as  a  volunteer  worker 
at  the  hospital,  assisting  in  the 
surgical  clinic,  and  as  a  staff 
worker   in   the   navy   relief   office. 

In  addition  to  my  Navy  duties, 
I  have  been  active  in  our  local 
churches  in  this  area.  I  have 
preached  in  one  of  these  churches 
almost  every  Sunday  evening  since 
I've  been  here. 

I  have  been  gratified  at  the  ac- 
ceptance I  have  been  given  in  the 
Navy.  My  colleagues  have  been 
very  kind  and  helpful.  I  can  seri- 
ously say  that  these  days  have 
been  richly  rewarding.  I  feel  that 
I  have  been  able  to  help  many 
people  in  their  times  of  distress 
and  to  lead  some  to  Christ  who, 
had  I  not  been  here,  might  never 
have  found  Him. 

We  are  scheduled  for  reassign- 
ment this  summer.  There  are 
many  likely  areas  for  this  forth- 
coming eighteen-month  tour.  It 
could  be  with  some  seagoing  ship; 
the  United  States  Marine  Corp,  for 
whom  the  Navy  provides  chap- 
lains; or  at  a  foreign  duty  sta- 
tion. But  wherever  I  go,  I  am  con- 
fident that  I  will  be  in  God's  will. 
I  trust  that  you  will  continually 
pray  for  me  and  my  family  in 
this  vital  work.    • 


SO  RESTLESS, 
SO  LONELY 

A  true  missionary  story  from  the 
Canadian  North  by  BERNARD  PALMER 

Reads  like  a  novel,  but  this 
book  captures  the  actual  ex- 
periences of  one  man's 
battles  and  achievements  in 
bringing  God's  Word  to  a 
tribe  far  removed  from  civil- 
ization. 

at  your  bookstore 

]||pl    BETHANY  FELLOWSHIP,  INC. 


$50.00  CASH  every  time  10  members  of 
your  group  each  sell  10  cans  of  Kitchen- 
Fresh  Chocolettes  or  Cocoanettes  at  $1.00 
per  can. 

100%  MARK-UP!  This  delicious  candy 
costs  your  group  only  50c  each — sells  for 
$1.00!  Our  "50-50"  Plan  means  more 
profit! 

NO  INVESTMENT!  NOT  EVEN  lc!  Or- 
der 120  to  1200  cans  today.  Take  up  to  30 
days  to  send  payment.  Give  your  name, 
title,  phone  number  and  complete  address, 
the  name,  address,  etc.  of  2nd  officer, 
name  of  group,  quantity  of  each  desired, 
and  nearest  Freight  office  (no  parcel  post). 
Extras  sent  FREE  to  cover  shipping  cost 
east  of  Rockies.  OFFER  OPEN  TO 
GROUPS    ONLY!    ORDER    DIRECT    TO- 
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VERNE  COLLIER 


DEPT.  4-68 
900  No.  19th  St.,  Birmingham,  Alabama  35203; 
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THE 

HEART'S 

MEMORY 


By    IRMA   HEGEL 


T~    ORETTA  BROOKIN  entered 

I  the  darkened  Sunday  school 
A  J  room  in  search  of  a  few 
folders  that  she  wanted  to  keep. 
After  fifty  years  of  teaching,  she 
did  not  stop  to  switch  on  the 
light.  Feeling  her  way  easily  about 
the  familiar  room,  she  had  stopped 
by  her  desk  when  she  saw  lights 
flash  on  in  the  room  beyond. 
Voices  spoke. 

"So  she's  finally  retiring,"  came 
Hilda  Maier's  strident  tones.  "I 
don't  know  why  our  church  is  giv- 
ing her  a  farewell  dinner.  She 
should  have  quit  years  ago.  Miss 
Brookin  and  her  Bibles!  Anyone 
had  to  attend  her  Bible  class  five 
years  before  she  would  part  with 
one  of  her  cheap  Books,  and  what 
ceremony  she  made  of  presenting 
them." 

"Hilda,  that  isn't  fair."  The 
quiet  voice  belonged  to  Elsie 
Dietz.  "Miss  Brookin  paid  for  those 
Bibles  herself.  I  was  so  proud 
when  I  received  mine.  The  years 
when  Miss  Brookin  started  teach- 


ing, our  church  had  nothing  to 
give  the  children.  The  Bible  was 
an   award,  like   a  diploma." 

"Who  read  them?"  came  Hilda's 
rejoinder.  "You  might  have,  Elsie 
— you  taught  Sunday  school  and 
had  to.  But  I  imagine  most  kids 
tucked  them  in  a  trunk  or  on  a 
bookshelf  and  forgot  them." 

"Dr.  Bruce  Elliott  didn't  forget 
his  Book,  Hilda.  He  was  in  Miss 
Brookin 's  Bible  class,  and  he's  our 
speaker   for   tonight." 

Hilda  was  laughing.  "Well,  if  Dr. 
Elliott,  author,  lecturer,  and  one 
of  our  best  leaders  for  youth  gives 
any  credit  to  Loretta  Brookin  for 
that  cheap  Bible  she  handed  him 

The  lights  snapped  out  in  the 
room  beyond.  The  voices  drifted  to 
a  murmur  in  the  corridor.  Lor- 
etta's  thin  hands  clutched  her 
desk,  the  folders  forgotten.  Was  it 
like  Hilda  said,  she  wondered  .  .  . 
her  gift-Bibles  never  read.  Was  the 
inspiration  she  thought  she  had 
instilled  in  her  students  only  some- 


thing wished  for  and  not  realized 
at  all? 

She  smoothed  the  folds  of  her 
taffeta  dress  about  her  small 
sparse  figure.  Dr.  Elliott  had  sent 
her  roses  every  Christmas,  she  re- 
membered. His  twelve  books, 
gratefully  autographed,  were  on 
the  shelf  in  her  small  apartment 
living  room.  Had  he  merely  been 
showing  politeness  to  his  old  Sun- 
day school  teacher?  He  had  nev- 
er actually  mentioned  the  Bible  she 
had  given  him  so  many  years  ago. 

If  she  could  only  escape  the  hon- 
or dinner  .  .  .  no,  that  wouldn't  be 
kind.  Besides  her  coat  and  scarf 
were  in  the  cloakroom  below.  By 
this  time,  the  cloakroom  must  be 
jammed. 

Loretta  made  her  way  to  the 
lighted  corridor  to  meet  the  Rev- 
erend Albert  Manners.  "I've  been 
looking  for  you,"  the  minister  ex- 
claimed. "May  I  have  the  honor 
of  escorting  you  to  your  place  at 
the  table?" 

She  nodded,  suddenly  grateful 
for  this  strong  hand  tucked  un- 
der her  arm.  Dear,  dear,  there  were 
so  many  people  in  the  large  as- 
sembly hall  .  .  .  the  tables  were 
all  set  and  beautifully  decorated. 
Faces  smiled.  Hands  reached  out 
to  grasp  hers.  Dr.  Elliott,  hair  sil- 
vered and  heavier  than  when  she 
had  last  seen  him,  quickly  pulled 
out  a  chair  and  made  her  sit  be- 
side him.  "I  want  you  to  be  my 
guest  at  Tortoni's  tomorrow  and 
we'll  talk,"  he  promised  in  his 
low  voice. 

The  Reverend  Mr.  Manners  was 
rapping  for  silence  and  prayers. 
Excited  as  she  was,  Loretta  hardly 
heard  the  words.  And  then  what 
a  feast  the  women  of  the  church 
had  prepared,  and  how  deftly  they 
served!  Dr.  Elliott  piled  her  plate 
with  chicken,  mashed  potatoes  and 
peas,  adding  relish  and  olives  and 
biscuits.  She  couldn't  eat  it  all — 
she  simply  couldn't. 

The  presentations  followed  the 
meal:  the  yellow-gold  wristwatch 
from  the  Women's  Circle,  the  big 
card  signed  by  all  the  members  of 
the  church. 

Dr.  Elliott  was  standing  up.  "We 
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are  here  tonight  to  honor  Miss 
Loretta  Brookin  for  fifty  years  of 
Bible  instruction  in  our  Newton 
Church.  'The  answers  to  all  our 
problems  are  in  our  Bible,'  Miss 
Brookin  used  to  tell  us.  Especially 
blessed  are  those  among  us  who 
received  Miss  Brookin's  Bibles  for 
our  unbroken  attendance  record — 
as  if  we  needed  any  other  reward 
beside    her   inspired    teaching. 

Were  our  problems  answered  by 
the  Bible?  I  see  Keith  Allison  at 
the  end  of  our  table.  Keith  was  a 
veteran  of  the  Korean  War,  and 
he  could  tell  you  how  he  read  Miss 
Brookin's  Bible  in  an  Army  hospi- 
tal and  found  the  courage  to  live 
in  spite  of  his  handicap.  I  also  see 
Margaret  Thayer.  Margaret  lived 
for  four  years  in  a  South  Ameri- 
can jungle,  and  Margaret  could  re- 
late quite  a  story  of  Miss  Brook- 
in's Bible — what  it  meant  to  her, 
what  it  meant  to  others  with  her." 
Dr.  Elliott  paused  to  smile  down  at 
Loretta. 

"I  never  told  you,"  he  continued, 
"of  the  friend  your  Bible  was  to 
me  and  how  your  Book  changed 
the  course  of  my  life.  I  was  in  a 
city,  six  hundred  miles  from  here, 
a  brash  teen-ager  with  twenty  dol- 
lars in  my  billfold  and  nothing 
more.  A  mugging  happened  on  the 
street  that  night  of  my  arrival.  An 
elderly  man  was  robbed  of  twenty 
dollars.  I  was  picked  up  by  the 
police  and  my  money  was  believed 
to  be  the  stolen  twenty.  Of  course, 
I  was  taken  to  the  precinct  where 
I  had  to  confess  that  I  knew  ab- 
solutely no  one  who  could  testify 
as  to  my  character. 

I  was  from  Newton,  and  I  pulled 
out  my  Bible  for  five  years'  faith- 
ful class  attendance.  The  Irish 
sergeant  read  the  inscription  and 
said  to  the  policeman  who  had  ar- 
rested me,  'This  isn't  your  thief, 
officer.  A  boy  who's  attended  Bible 
class  for  five  years  couldn't  knock 
down  an  old  man  and  take  his 
money.  Hand  the  lad  back  his 
twenty  and  release  him.'  Back  at 
my  rooming  house  I  read  my  Bi- 
ble, and  I  kept  on  reading  my 
Book.  I  made  a  vow  to  God  that  I 
would  consecrate  my  life  to  bring- 


ing the  message  of  that  Book  to 
others." 

The  color  rose  in  Loretta's 
wrinkled  cheeks.  She  knew  now 
why  Dr.  Elliott  had  sent  her  roses 
every  Christmas  and  all  his  valu- 
able books.  "Dear  Lord,  thank 
You,"   she    whispered. 

Others  spoke,  and  wrapped 
packages  were  heaped  high  before 
her.  The  Sunday  school  students 
all  had  a  personal  gift  to  add  to 
the  array.  It  would  take  the  Rev- 
erend Mr.  Manners'  station  wagon 
to  carry  them  all  to  her  apart- 
ment. 

Loretta  was  at  the  door  when 
Hilda  Maier  came  hesitatingly  to- 
ward her.  Her  large  face  held  the 
crestfallen  expression  of  a  child's. 
"Miss  Brookin,  how  I  wish  I'd  been 
given  one  of  your  Bibles." 

Loretta  smiled.  "Now  I  know  you 
have  a  Bible  at  home,  Hilda — a 
much  better  Book  than  the  low- 
priced  edition  I  gave  to  my  stu- 
dents." 

"But  their  Bibles  were  earned 
through  their  attendance,  Miss 
Brookin — that  makes  all  the  dif- 
ference. Gratitude  is — well,  I've 
never  been  good  at  expressing  my- 
self— but  it  is  the  heart's  memory 
of  both  receiving  and  giving." 

"The  heart's  memory,"  Loretta 
repeated.  "Such  beautiful  words. 
Thank  you,  Hilda."  Friends  were 
pulling  her  along  with  them,  and 
she  thought  again  what  a  glorious 
evening  it  had  been.  Why,  even 
Hilda  had  given  her  something  to 
treasure  on  this  happiest  night  of 
her  life.    • 


•TISTRIES- SPIRES 

•  Unit-Molded 
Fiberglass 

•  Accessories  r^'IB  > 

Wiedemann  tfndutftieb,  tfnc. 

Box  672  Dept.  J5,  Muscatine,  Iowa 


WATER   HEATERS 

GAS  AND  ELECTRIC 

For  boptiitrlai,  church  khchani,  rest  rooms. 
Inaxptnslv*.  Completely  automatic.  Alio, 
fiborglau    baptittriot,    iplrai    and    crouot. 
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LITTLE  GIANT  MANUFACTURING  CO. 


SOUTHEASTERN  EQUIPMENT  CO. 


Chain  and  tablet  in  com- 
plete range  of  aizes  for  every 
Church  need.  Steel  and  wood 
folding  chain,  folding  ban- 
quet table*,  f  peaken*  star 
Alio  office  deik.  and 
chain.   Write  for  in  for- 
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RAI$E  MONEY 
the  EA$Y  WAY! 


CANDY  .  CARDS 

NOVELTIES  -  FLAVORING 

DISH   CLOTHS 

Ask    for   our    FREE    Caroloq 

LOVEJOY 

Drawer  E 
f  Madison,  fenn.   37115 


DOES  YOUR  CHURCH  NEED  MONEY  TO  BUILD? 

DID  YOU  KNOW? 

YOUR  CHURCH  COULD  HAVE  THE  MONEY  FOR 

SMALL  WEEKLY  PAYMENTS  LISTED  BELOW: 


"Your 

Church 

Can  Build 

Now!" 


$  75,000.00  for  $112.50  per  wk. 

100,000.00  for     150.00  per  wk. 

150,000.00  for  225.00  per  wk. 
Payments  on  any  amount 
furnished    on    Request. 


$10,000.00  for  $15.00  per  wk. 
15,000.04)  for  22.50  per  wk. 
25,000.00  for     37.50  per  wk. 

Get  Full  Information  on  the  New  Compounded  Interest  Bond 
Write  JAMES  W.  MORRIS 

or  P.  O.  Box  951  Pekin,  111.  61554 

Call  Phone:   (AC  309)  346-1092 


Facing  the  drug  craze: 


why 


HAVE  SO  MANY 
TURNED  ON? 


By  WILLIAM   J.    KRUTZA 


TURN  ON— TUNE  IN— drop 
out"  comes  the  chant  of  the 
psychedelic  pied  pipers. 
Turn  on  with  LSD  or  other  hal- 
lucinogenic drugs;  tune  in  to  drug- 
induced  excitement  and  mind  ex- 
pansion; drop  out  of  the  estab- 
lishment-controlled   society. 

The  massive  propaganda  for 
drug  usage  and  the  massive  as- 
saults upon  what  has  been  called 
"the  establishment"  have  won 
many  youths  into  practicing  drug 
abuse.  Drug  prophets  advocate 
drug  trips  as  a  means  of  protest 
against  any  social  evils  in  society. 
They  proclaim  that  youth  wants 
no  part  of  America's  whiskey- 
drinking,  middle-aged  culture;  our 
wars;  or  our  computerized,  deper- 
sonalized business  world.  They  ad- 
vocate a  drug  culture  as  the  dis- 
tinct youth  culture  of  the  coun- 
try. They  put  great  pride  in  call- 
ing this  drug  craze  youth's  own 
thing.  Drug  usage  is  the  mode  of 
baptism  into  youth's  new  way  of 
life. 

Drugs  are  like  light  switches, 
they  turn  the  user  on.  He  has  an 
experience  totally  different  from 
anything  a  drugless  square  exis- 
tence can  produce.  Some  call  it 
"kicks."  Some  call  it  "getting 
high."  Suddenly  the  user  is  living 
in  another  world — a  world  of  fan- 
tasy, a  world  of  nightmarish  ex- 
periences. 

Squarish  means  of  entertain- 
ment have  suddenly  become  bor- 
ing. Affluent  youth  have  tried  most 
modern  entertainments.  There's 
nothing  exciting  left.  Along  come 
the  drug  advocates  saying  that 
drugs     offer     instant     excitement 


with  little  effort  and  low  prices. 
Drugs  offer  a  dramatic  change 
from  adult-produced  amusements. 
Drugs  turn  a  party  into  a  psyche- 
delic freak  out.  And  according  to 
the  chief  priest  of  drug  abuse,  Dr. 
Timothy  Leary,  drugs  can  even 
produce  dynamic  religious  experi- 
ences without  the  trappings  of  re- 
ligious exercises. 

Looking  for  thrills,  young  peo- 
ple rarely  check  out  the  full  facts 
about  drugs.  They've  heard  from 
friends  that  an  exciting  experience 
awaits  them.  Drugs  can  take  them 
into  a  colorful  weird  world.  One's 
mind  expands.  One  is  able  to 
dream  up  new  life  philosophies,  en- 
vision great  artwork,  have  travel 
adventures  in  the  mind,  enjoy  in- 
tensified sexual  experience.  All 
that's  needed  is  a  couple  capsules 
or  a  sugar  cube  impregnated  with 
LSD. 

Beyond  the  thrill  seekers  are 
some  students  who  seriously  think 
that  drugs  are  the  best  means  for 
the  younger  generation  to  protest 
against  the  rule  of  the  older  gen- 
eration. Illogical  as  they  may  be, 
the  following  reasons  are  often 
purported  as  good  reasons  to  use 
drugs:  Protest  against  a  war  in 
Southeast  Asia,  protest  against  the 
army  drafting  system,  protest 
against  businesses  that  supply  war 
machinery,  protest  against  hypo- 
critical adults  entrenched  in  ma- 
terialism and  the  use  of  legalized 
drugs,  protest  against  the  deper- 
sonalization of  modern  technology, 
and  protest  against  injustices  to- 
ward the  poor. 

Instead  of  facing  these  issues,  in- 
stead   of    providing  positive    alter- 


natives, instead  of  developing  pro- 
grams to  alleviate  society's  ills,  in- 
stead of  deciding  not  to  live  hypo- 
critical lives,  instead  of  having 
clear  minds  to  think  through  soc- 
iety's problems  and  find  answers, 
many  have  simply  followed  the 
drug  advocates'  advice:  "Turn  on 
with  drugs,  drop  out  of  society." 

Marijuana  advocates  have  won 
the  largest  following.  Since  almost 
one  half  of  the  students  in  high 
school  and  colleges  smoke  tobacco, 
it  is  easy  to  get  many  to  try  grass. 
The  psychological  wallop  isn't  as 
great  and  possibly  will  go  unde- 
tected. And  since  effects  are  not 
as  powerful  as  those  of  other  hal- 
lucinogens, there  is  a  strong  push 
being  made  to  legalize  marijuana. 

One  of  these  arguments  is  that 
marijuana  isn't  any  more  danger- 
ous than  drinking  or  smoking. 
That  might  be  true,  but  it  doesn't 
say  much.  Alcohol  and  tobacco  di- 
rectly or  indirectly  cause  half  of 
the  deaths  in  America!  Besides,  re- 
cent research  has  revealed  that 
marijuana  isn't  so  innocent.  It 
causes  considerable  psychological 
damage. 

When  one  considers  all  the  dev- 
astation caused  by  drug  abuse,  no 
matter  what  reasons  drug  pushers 
give,  a  sensible  person  will  not  find 
one  reason  solid  enough  to  warrant 
taking  the  first  dose. 

There  are  far  more  legitimate 
ways  to  protest  against  the  evils 
in  our  society.  There  is  far  more 
pleasure  in  making  life  count  in 
this  world.  There  is  far  more  sat- 
isfaction in  living  a  life  free  from 
hyprocrlsy.  There  is  far  more  ex- 
citement in  using  the  mind  to  the 
fullest  extent  that  the  Creator  in- 
tended. 

Turning  on  simply  because  the 
drug  propagandists  have  latched 
on  to  a  way  to  promote  the  gen- 
eration gap  and  to  make  millions 
in  the  illegal  process  is  a  horren- 
dous reason  for  using  drugs.  Sure- 
ly, only  the  fool  would  submit  to 
such  hoodwinking. 

If  someone  tempts  you  to  turn 
on,  tune  in,  and  drop  out  with 
drugs — consider  the  lifetime  conse- 
quences and  politely  but  firmly 
say,  "No  thanks."    • 
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This  Old  House 


By      E.   J.    NELSON 


T  HAD  BEEN  ten  years  since 
I  had  been  back  to  see  our 
old  farm  in  northwestern 
North  Dakota.  The  years  had 
passed  slowly  after  my  husband 
Andrew  died.  I  stood  at  the  gate 
and  thought  of  how  he  had  said 
that  our  farmhouse  reflected  the 
happiness  of  the  family  that  lived 
within  its  walls. 

I  wanted  to  turn  away  and 
cry  out,  "Andrew,  I'm  so  lonely, 
so  lost  and  so  alone."  I  knew  this 
old  house  revealed  exactly  what  I 
had  become — old,  empty,  unat- 
tractive with  a  look  of  abandon- 
ment, desolate  from  disuse  and 
emptiness. 

Suddenly  I  realized  that  after 
Andrew  had  died  I  had  uncon- 
sciously shut  out  the  people  who 
were  once  very  near  and  dear  to 
me.  In  my  bitterness  and  loneli- 
ness I  wanted  only  my  memories, 
no  other  thing  or  no  one  else — not 
even  the  fellowship  and  comfort 
of  God. 

At  my  feet  lay  the  wooden  bar 
that  held  the  gate  to  the  farm- 
yard. I  bent  down  and  moved  it 
aside.  The  wood,  rotted  and  crum- 
bled with  the  years,  fell  apart  as 
it  struck  the  ground.  Silently  I 
prayed  that  God  would  break 
down  my  bitterness  and  cause  it  to 
rot  and  crumble. 

A  meadowlark  perched  on  a 
fence  post  at  the  west  end  of  the 
yard.  A  flood  of  wonderful  memo- 
ries came  with  the  cheerful  song 
of  that  bird!  Often  Andrew  and  I 
had  stood  here  looking  down  at 
the  rolling  hills  across  the  gentle 
valley  to  the  stream  below  us.  We 
would  stand  together,  arm  in  arm, 
drinking  in  the  quiet  stillness  of 
the  countryside,  and  as  we  listen- 
ed to  the  evening  song  of  that 
bird,  we  promised  that  we  would 
praise    God    in    sunshine    and    in 


rain,  even  as  the  meadowlark. 

I  blushed  the  crimson  red  of 
shame  as  I  remembered  the  self- 
pity  and  self-indulgence  that  had 
kept  me  from  praising  my  Lord 
even  in  sorrow.  I  had  wasted  ten 
years!  Ten  lonely  years  of  seclu- 
sion  and   misery. 

I  don't  remember  how  long  I 
stood  there,  but  I  poured  out  my 
heart  to  God.  I  thanked  Him  for 
the  memories  of  a  happy  life  and 
asked  His  forgiveness  for  the  wast- 
ed time. 

Now  I'm  back  at  the  farm  again 
this  summer.  The  meadowlark 
greets  me  with  a  deep-throated 
song  of  joy!  The  farm,  its  build- 
ings painted  and  repaired,  stand 
here  still,  a  quiet  memory;  but  the 
gates  are  open,  the  lawn  is  mowed, 
the  garden  flourishes,  and  grand- 
children run  up  and  down  the  hills 
to  and  from  the  stream  in  the  val- 
ley, calling  to  me  as  I  drive  up  the 
road. 

I  found  a  deep  and  inner  sat- 
isfaction in  refurbishing  an  "old 
homestead"  in  North  Dakota;  but, 
more  than  that,  I  found  an  un- 
ending joy  in  the  elation  of  a  new- 
found life  and  the  excitement  of 
every  new  day — young  and  alive 
again  in  Christ! 

The  shame  that  came  over  me 
that  day  last  summer  was  the 
knowledge  that  I  had  foolishly 
built   my   life   upon   the   sands   of 


memory  and  emotion.  Now,  this 
new  life  is  built  upon  a  rock.  The 
rains  of  sorrow  and  tragedy  will 
come  again,  no  doubt;  the  flood- 
tide  of  fear  may  almost  overwhelm 
me  at  times,  and  perhaps,  the 
storm  of  life  will  beat  upon  me  as 
some  wild  thing  that  insists  upon 
destruction;  but  I'll  know  that  the 
Bible  says,  "It  did  not  fall  because 
its  foundations  were  on  the  rock" 
(Matthew  7:25;  Philips).    • 


Notice  From  General 

Sunday  School  and 

Youth  Director 

Due  to  the  lack  of  interest  and 
participation  in  reporting-  Family 
Training  Hour  (YPE)  attendance 
in  THE  LIGHTED  PATHWAY,  the 
General  Sunday  School  and  Youth 
Board  has  voted  to  discontinue  it. 
It  was  the  concensus  of  the  Board 
that  instead  of  serving  as  a  Fam- 
ily Training  Hour  incentive,  this 
small  showing  of  our  Family  Train- 
ing Hour  (YPE)  strength  is  detri- 
mental. 


FOR  SALE:  GOSPEL  TENTS 

Special  prices  to  ministers.  For  com- 
plete   information    write 

VALDOSTA  TENT 

MANUFACTURING  CO. 

P.    0.    Box    248,    Valdosto,    Georgia 

31601 

Phone  242-0730 


WOLFE  BROS.  &  CO. 


PINEY  FIATS,  TENN 
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4  Bo/d  Look  Into 

the  Challenging  World  of 

Twentieth-Century  Youth 


By   FLOYD    D.    CAREY 


As  a  Christian  Young  Person,  Do 
You  Think  the  Voting  Age  Should 
Be  Lowered  to  Eighteen? 

Becky  Howard  (20) 
Youth  today  are  demanding  to 
be  heard!  The  eighteen-year-old 
wants  to  vote,  to  stand  up,  to  share 
the  decisions  that  affect  his  fate. 
His  demands  meet  friction.  Seem- 
ingly, the  hierarchy  of  govern- 
ment meets  the  controversial  issue 
by  attempting  to  defy  with  the 
caustic  question,  "Is  he  mature?" 
The  results  of  this  situation  have 
produced  demonstrations  and  rev- 
olutions staged  to  plead  the  cause 
of  being  heard  over  the  establish- 
ment— or  the  present  voice  of  au- 
thority. 
Without     doubt     responsibility 


and  the  essence  of  reality  fall 
heavier  and  heavier  upon  the 
shoulders  of  youth.  But  do  they  ac- 
cept this  responsibility?  Are  they 
defying  their  own  purpose?  By  the 
age  of  eighteen,  society  expects  the 
individual  to  have  self-control,  a 
goal-directed  future,  and  a  realiza- 
tion of  the  role  that  he  will  play 
in  the  future  of  the  lives  that  sur- 
round him. 

By  the  time  an  individual  reach- 
es this  age,  parental  guidance  no 
longer  formulates  the  concepts  of 
the  directions  in  which  most  deci- 
sions will  be  made.  It  is  the  in- 
dividual that  must  come  through. 
If  the  leaders  of  tomorrow  can  con- 
sult, seek,  and  receive  opinions 
and  advice  and  then  formulate 
their    judgments,    they    will    have 


found    a    valuable    future    asset. 

Prayerful  guidance,  understand- 
ing, and  knowledge  are  necessary 
to  make  a  valid  decision.  If  a 
young  man  is  knowledgeable 
enough  to  realize  the  importance 
of  a  decision  affecting  himself,  as 
well  as  his  fellowman,  then  by  all 
means  he  should  vote! 

"So  teach  us  to  number  our  days, 
that  we  may  apply  our  hearts  unto 
wisdom.  .  .  .  And  let  the  beauty  of 
the  Lord  our  God  be  upon  us:  and 
establish  thou  the  work  of  our 
hands  upon  us;  yea,  the  work  of 
our  hands  establish  thou  it" 
(Psalm  90:12,  17). 

Margaret  Loughlin    (20) 

The  way  the  country's  legisla- 
ture answers  this  issue  of  whether 
or  not  the  eighteen-year-old 
should  be  given  suffrage  undoubt- 
edly will  affect  the  outcome  of  this 
generation's  history.  This  issue 
goes  beyond  the  belief  that  if  a 
person  is  old  enough  to  die  for  his 
country,  then  he  should  have  the 
right  to  vote  for  those  who  rule 
the  country.  The  privilege  to  vote 
will  not  be  limited  to  those  who 
fight,  but  to  everyone. 

As  in  the  past  it  has  been  the 
forefathers  who  have  fought  for 
the  good  of  the  entire  nation,  not 
the  very  young,  who  still  have 
much  of  life  to  experience.  They 
need  time  to  adjust  to  positions  of 
authority.  Therefore,  I  believe  it 
would  be  a  mistake  to  lower  the 
voting  age. 

John  Wooten   (20) 

Reduce  the  voting  age  require- 
ment! The  average  age  of  the  pop- 
ulation today  practically  dictates 
that  the  young  must  be  given  a 
voice  in  the  affairs  of  running 
their  environment.  Government  is 
one  sphere  where  the  voice  of 
youth   definitely   should   be   heard. 

There  has  been  a  dangerous 
growth  of  distrust  of  government 
on  the  part  of  many  under  the 
age  of  twenty-one.  Voting  would 
be  a  means  of  getting  many  prac- 
tically involved  with  processes 
which  they  could  feel  constructive 
participants  of.  The  young  have 
something  to  offer.  This  has  been 
seen  in  areas  concerning  the  civil 
rights    issue    of    the    early    Sixties 
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and  the  pollution  problem  of  to- 
day. 

Most  of  those  who  would  vote 
would  do  so  because  of  personal 
interest.  This  interest  would  dic- 
tate that  they  be  as  informed  on 
the  issues  as  other  voters.  Those 
who  would  vote  would  mainly  be 
those  who  are  the  more  concerned 
and  more  intelligent. 

Joye  Brotherton   (21) 

Most  individuals  that  are  eigh- 
teen have  a  great  deal  of  knowl- 
edge about  voting.  Such  a  politi- 
cal awareness  is  necessary.  To  vote 
because  one  has  the  right  to  vote 
is  not  the  crux  of  the  issue.  Just 
being  able  to  mark  the  ballot 
seems  to  be  a  misconception  of  the 
public   of  the  younger  generation. 

Having  the  knowledge  of  various 
political  aspects,  and  the  aware- 
ness of  the  crucial  effects  that 
one's  decision  may  produce,  as  well 
as  being  able  to  give  life  the  ulti- 
mate all,  then  the  eighteen-year- 
old  is  old  enough  to  vote. 


Sixtj  percent  of  260.016  students  enter- 
ing their  freshman  year  at  390  colleges 
and  universities  indicated  that  they  be- 
lieve college  administrators  have  dealt  too 
easily    with    campus    protestors. 

"John  Doe  Is  a  nobody" 

There  are  nearly  eight  thousand  students 
at  over  two  thousand  colleges  and  uni- 
versities in  the  United  States. 

Chocolate  Is  not  related  to  acne  (facial 
blemishes),  asserts  Doctors  Fulton,  Plewig, 
and  KUgman,  following  an  Intensive  re- 
search in  which  they  studied  sixty-five  sub- 
jects. Including  thirty  teen-agers  suffering 
from  acne. 

What  did  the  choking  frog  say?  "Ahem, 
excuse  me!  I  must  have  a  people  In  my 
throat." 

An  opinion  project  by  the  American  So- 
ciety for  Personnel  Administration  and  Bu- 
reau of  National  Affairs  revealed  that  near- 
ly 80  percent  of  150  companies  surveyed 
regarded  a  male  applicant's  beard  as  a  rea- 
son for  not  hiring  him.  Mod  clothing  and 
long  hair  also  drew  negative  reactions. 

Show  me  a  teen-ager  that  has  been  fired 
three  times  and  I  will  show  you  a  big  gun 

in   industry. 


Websterism 
Ovaltine— fat  teen-ager 
Rust — metal   illness 
Debate — the  worms 
Extreme — a    dried    riverbed 


Conversation     from 

"THE  LIVING  ROOM" 


By  LUCILLE  WALKER 


Many  young  people  seem  to  have 
the  feeling:  "Man,  if  I  could  just 
get  to  New  York  City!  That's 
where  the  action  is.  I  would  real- 
ly find  freedom  and  happiness 
there."  „ 

But  here  are  some  quotations 
taken  from  actual  conversations  of 
young  people  in  New  York  City. 
These  remarks  express  the  feel- 
ings of  the  majority  of  the  seventy- 
five  to  one  hundred  young  people 
we  meet  each  evening  at  The  Liv- 
ing Room,  109  St.  Marks  Place, 
East  Village. 

"I  can't  stand  the  city.  I  couldn't 
stay  here  if  I  didn't  have  drugs. 
They  distort  the  city.  They  bend 
the  buildings  and  put  waves  in  the 
streets.  You  can't  see  the  garbage 
and  dirt  of  the  streets  when 
you're  tripping." 

"Heaven  to  me  would  be  to  have 
an  old  school  bus  and  load  up  my 
family  i  group)  and  travel  cross- 
country, say  to  Colorado  or  New 
Mexico    or   California." 

"The  Living  Room  is  soft;  the 
city  is  so  hard.  The  Living  Room 
is  warm  and  friendly." 

"I  heard  of  a  commune  in  Penn- 
sylvania that  has  already  bought 
land.  They  are  going  to  live  on  the 
farm  in  the  fresh  open  country. 
That  would  be  living." 

"We  had  so  many  roaches  in  our 
place  that  we  bought  fluorescent 
paint  and  painted  their  backs. 
Then  we  bought  a  black  light  and 
watched  the  roaches  while  we 
tripped." 

"I  know  people  get  robbed  and 
mugged  around  here  every  day,  but 
I'm  more  afraid  to  leave  the  city 
than  to  stay  here.  I'd  love  to  see 
America,  but  I've  heard  how  small 
towns  and  the  South  treat  black 
people — especially  people  with  long 
hair  and  beards." 

"Where  we  sleep,  someone  has 
to  stand  guard  or  we  would  wake 
up  and  find  someone  stealing  the 


shoes  off  our  feet." 

"Some  day  we're  going  to  get  up 
enough  money  to  go  to  Colorado. 
Man,  I  hate  the  city." 

"I  came  to  the  city  for  illegal 
purposes.  You  can't  get  drugs  in 
the  country." 

"What  I  dream  of  is  a  farm  with 
lots  of  acres.  I  could  live  with  al- 
most no  money,  very  little  food, 
and  very  little  other  things.  A 
friend  of  mine  is  trying  to  get  a 
big  house  where  we  can  all  come 
to  live." 

"You  are  so  happy  around  this 
place  (Living  Room).  I'd  like  to  be 
as  happy  as  you  are." 

"Do  you  remember  when  we  were 
small  and  we  got  to  go  to  an 
Amish  farm  in  Pennsylvania  in  the 
Fresh  Air  Summer  Program?  Yea. 
Wow!  I  got  to  go  to  the  PAL 
program." 

"Say,  The  Living  Room  ought  to 
stay  open  all  night.  Some  of  us  got 
no  pads  to  go  to.  You  need  places 
where  you  can  put  up  kids." 

"We  had  $168  saved  together  to 
get  a  car  and  go  to  Florida.  But  Joe 
got  robbed  of  it  all  last  night. 
Somebody  gave  us  a  dollar,  and 
we  bought  bread  and  cheese.  Can 
we   come   in   and   eat   it   here?" 

"Boy,  that  hot  chocolate  is  good. 
May  I  have  another  peanut  butter 
and  jelly  sandwich?  I  haven't  eat- 
en all  day." 

"The  doctor  told  me  today  that 
I  have  VD.  I  know  four  in  this 
room  now  with  VD." 

"I  have  hepatitis.  I  went  to  the 
hospital,  but  they  were  so  full  they 
told  me  to  come  back  next  week 
when  I  will  be  worse." 

"When  he  talks  about  God,  it's 
like  Christmas." 

"Did  you  find  all  that  in  religion? 
Sure  wish  something  like  that 
could  happen  to  me." 

"Good-night!  What  time  is  it  you 
open  tomorrow?"    • 
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THE  MEASURE  OF  A  MAN 

Or  his  color  :k,  or  white   - 

y  tall. 

id    looks   only   on  the  heart, 
i  one  docs  while  here  on  earth; 
If  one  lives  for  self  or  fellowman — 

the. measure  of  a  man's  true  worth! 

— Lena  Sprague 


PICK  A  STAR! 

Has  it  ever  occurred  to  you  that  you  are  destined 
to  be — something;  even  if  it's  just  a  king-size  flop? 
It's  inevitable.  As  long  as  life  lasts,  you  are  going  to 
take  up  a  little  space,  have  a  certain  amount  of  in- 
fluence on  those  around  you.  and  make  some  sort  of 
entry  in  your  personal  ledger  of  life.  You  actually 
have  no  choice  in  the  matter  of  "whether";  only  of 
"what." 

Poet  Robert  Frost  saddens  us  with  the  story  of  an 
aging  man  who  had  "nothing  to  look  backward  to 
with  pride,  and  nothing  to  look  forward  to  with  hope." 
Such    is    the    result    of    a    purposeless    life. 

Daily  we  face  choices:  Should  we  study  or  goof 
off.  Should  we  choose  physical  fitness  or  dissipation, 
concern  or  indifference,  moral  decency  or  lust.  We 
have  a  choice — but  we  must  choose.  Because  we  are 
endowed  with  the  God-given  ability  to  think. 

Certainly  the  self-disciplined  Christian  life  is  a  hap- 
pier life,  a  more  exciting  life,  a  healthier  life,  a  fuller 
life. 

Live  for  something;  have  a  purpose, 
And  that  purpose   keep   in   view. 
Drifting  like  a  helpless  vessel, 
Thou  can'st  ne'er  to  life  be  true. 

Half  the  ivrecks  that  streio  life's  ocean, 

If  some  star  had  been  their  guide, 

Might  have  still  been  riding  safely, 

But  they  drifted  with  the  tide. 

Have  you  picked  your  star?  Where  is  it  leading  you? 

— Don  Buck 
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THE  AMERICAN  SYSTEM  is  no  more  blessed 
of  God  than  is  Russia's,"  the  speaker  said. 
As  a  large  group  of  editors  listened,  he  con- 
tinued, "The  American  government  is  no  more  or  no 
less  guided  by  Providence  than  is  any  other  national 
government."  This  editor  winced.  Was  the  speaker 
correct?  The  orator  threw  in  another  point  to  the 
effect  that  many  of  America's  early  settlers  were  of 
questionable  character,  and  that  the  lives  of  men 
like  Washington  and  Franklin  have  been  whitewashed. 
He  emphasized  that  they  were  not  nearly  as  pure  and 
noble  as  we  have  been  made  to  believe. 

The  purity  of  motive  and  godly  devotion  of  some 
of  our  founding  fathers  may  have  been  overstated 
by  some  of  the  earlier  writers.  However,  it  is  a  fact 
that  a  goodly  number  of  them  did  recognize  God  and 
honor  Him.  For  example,  Washington's  pastor  stated, 
"I  have  often  been  at  Mount  Vernon  on  a  Sabbath 
morning  when  the  breakfast  table  was  filled  with 
guests,  but  to  Washington  they  furnished  no  pre- 
text for  his  neglecting  the  house  of  God;  he  invari- 
ably invited  them  to  accompany  him."  Washington 
did  attend  church.  But  who  has  ever  heard  of  Rus- 
sia's Khrushchev  leaving  the  breakfast  table,  or  any 
other  table,  to  go  to  church!  President  Nixon  regularly 
attends  worship  services  at  the  Whitehouse  on  Sun- 
days. Can  anyone  feature  Brezhnev  having  a  church 
service  in  the  Kremlin? 

No,  we  cannot  buy  that  speaker's  statement  to  the 
editors.  We  do  have  more  of  God  with  us.  True, 
many  of  our  statesmen  are  a  long  way  from  God, 
and  they  often  bring  shame  to  His  name.  Yet,  others 
stand  firm  for  God  and  right.  For  example,  a  speaker 
to  the  editors  who  preceded  the  one  under  discus- 
sion is  a  member  of  a  solid,  evangelical  church,  and 
he  is  a  man  of  prayer  and  dedication.  He  is  also  a 
member  of  the  United  States  House  of  Representatives 
from  Illinois.  A  few  years  ago  the  governor  of  Oregon 
spoke  to  the  National  Sunday  School  Association  Con- 
vention concerning  things  of  God.  Though  he  was 
very  busy  carrying  out  his  governmental  duties  at 
that  time,  he  regularly  taught  a  Sunday  school  class. 
Today  he  is  a  member  of  the  United  States  Senate. 

Some  radicals  to  the  contrary,  America  believes  in 
having  God  in  government.  Though  we  strongly  in- 
sist on  the  separation  of  church  and  state,  we  do 
not  at  all  insist  on  the  separation  of  state  and  God. 
We  still  have  chaplains  in  Congress  and  chaplains 
in  the  Armed  Forces.  We  still  carry  "In  God  We 
Trust"  on  our  coins.  America  has  not  completely 
turned  her  back  on  God. 


This  writer  sat  in  Neyland  Stadium  in  Knoxville  a 
few  nights  ago  where  more  than  75.000  people  had 
gathered  to  hear  Billy  Graham— and  President  Nixon. 
Many  of  us,  including  the  hecklers,  had  arrived  over 
one  and  a  half  hours  early  in  order  to  get  a  seat. 
The  demonstrators  started  their  ruckus  long  before 
the  worship  service  began,  and  they  continued  dur- 
ing the  service.  They  said  that  they  were  there  to 
protest  the  war.  Apparently  they  had  gotten  together 
for  the  occasion  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  for  they 
had  not  bathed,  shaved,  or  properly  dressed!  A  fore- 
boding filled  the  air.  One  person  was  heard  to  say 
that  she  was  scared.  It  did  give  one  a  nondescript 
feeling.  Their  chanting,  "One,  two,  three,  four;  we  don't 
want  Nixon's  war,"  was  out  of  key  to,  "How  Great 
Thou  Art." 

Whether  or  not  President  Nixon's  attendance  had 
political  overtones,  still  he  was  present  at  a  religious 
service.  Some  have  said  that  he  should  not  have  been 
there,  and  that  since  he  was,  the  demonstrators  had 
a  right  to  carry  on  as  they  did.  Others  question  that. 
They  had  a  right  to  be  at  church,  but  not  a  right 
to  disrupt  a  church  service — and  it  was  a  religious 
service.  They  did  not  have  a  right  to  take  an  offering 
cup  and  throw  it  through  the  crowd.  They  did  not 
have  a  right  to  chant,  "No,  No!"  in  unison  when  the 
one  leading  in  prayer  asked  God  to  bless  our  Presi- 
dent. 

Nixon,  the  chief  executive  of  our  country,  was  at  a 
worship  service,  and  many  were  glad  that  he  was 
there.  Since  when  did  some  people  decide  that  a 
President's  attendance  at  a  religious  service  was  purely 
for  his  own  aggrandizement?  Could  it  not  as  well 
be  argued  that  his  attendance  at  any  public  gathering, 
such  as,  say,  a  ball  game  would  be  for  the  same  pur- 
pose? The  President  upheld  God  that  night  both  in 
his  speech  and  by  the  very  fact  that  he  was  present. 
It  is  good  that  he  was  there  on  the  side  of  the  church 
rather  than  on  the  side  of  the  hecklers.  May  the 
day  never  come  when  the  sympathies  of  our  Chief 
Executive  would  be  with  those  who  might  shout  "No!" 
to  God  during  prayer  or  throw  the  offering  cup  when 
it  is  passed.  No,  many  of  us  just  cannot  agree  with 
the  speaker  to  the  editors.  America  does  have  the 
right  to  expect  the  favor  of  God  more  than  the  Rus- 
sians do,  simply  because  we  favor  God  more.  This  is 
not  to  say  that  God  is  pleased  with  all  of  our  actions, 
nor  is  it  to  say  that  He  will  not  punish  us  as  a  nation 
for  our  sins.  America  may  be  a  long  way  from  God. 
but  not  so  far  away  as  Russia.   # 


:> 


NO  BARGAIN  RATES 


ly    SAMUEL    FARINA 


ANYTHING  WORTHWHILE 
is  always  costly.  Some 
things  never  have  a  re- 
duced price  tag;  nor  are  they  fea- 
tured at  bargain  sales.  The  valuable 
things  in  life  come  at  a  great  ex- 
pense. 

America's  freedom  was  very  ex- 
pensive. Not  only  was  it  costly 
economically,  but  men  paid  for 
freedom  with  their  life's  blood. 

I  have  often  wondered  what  be- 
came of  the  courageous  men  who 
signed  their  names  to  the  Declara- 
tion of  Independence.  I  took  time 
to  find  out  and  what  I  discovered 
really  challenged  me.  Here  was  a 
group  of  well-educated  men  of 
means  who  knew  that  their  sig- 
natures on  such  a  document  would 
endanger  their  lives  and  the  lives 
of  those  they  loved.  They  were  not 
uncouth  rabble  rousers.  They  were 
men  intelligent  enough  to  count 
the  cost  of  signing,  and  yet  brave 
enough  to  sign  in  spite  of  the  great 
expense  involved. 

Carter  Braxton  of  Virginia,  a 
wealthy  planter  and  trader,  lost 
his  ships  to  the  British  Navy.  He 
had  to  sell  all  he  owned  to  pay 
his  debts,  and  he  died  a  pauper. 

Thomas  McKeam  was  forced  to 
move  his  family  constantly  in  or- 
der to  avoid  the  British,  who  were 
seeking  to  take  his  life.  He  and 
his  family  were  never  free  to  walk 
the  streets  in  safety;  they  had  to 
remain  in  hiding.  He  lost  all  of 
his  possessions  and  died  in  poverty. 

Francis  Lewis  lost  all  of  his  prop- 
erty—a very  considerable  loss.  The 
British  imprisoned  his  wife,  and 
she  died  within  a  few  months. 

John  Hart  and  his  thirteen  chil- 
dren were  dragged  from  the  bed- 
side of  Mrs.  Hart.  The  family  was 
scattered,  never  to  be  united  again. 
When  Hart  returned  from  the  war, 
his  wife  was  dead  and  his  children 
had  vanished.  He  died  a  few  weeks 
later,  a  heartbroken  man. 


Livingstone  and  Norris  suffered 
much  the  same  fate,  losing  all  their 
worldly  possessions  in  the  cause  of 
freedom.  Others  fared  no  better, 
for  their  property  was  lost  to  sol- 
diers and  vandals. 

A  striking  deed  of  courage 
marked  the  life  of  Thomas  Nelson, 
Jr.  The  British  General,  Cornwallis, 
had  taken  over  the  Nelson  home, 
using  it  for  his  field  office.  Gen- 
eral Washington  was  urged  by  Nel- 
son to  destroy  the  home  during  a 
raid.  Nelson  died  in  bankruptcy. 

The  price  tag  on  freedom  was 
very  expensive,  but  these  men 
carved  a  permanent  niche  in  free- 
dom's hall  of  fame  by  their  courage, 
strength  and  dedication.  They 
pledged  their  lives,  fortunes  and 
sacred  honor  to  the  cause  of  free- 
dom; and,  when  the  time  came  for 
them  to  honor  that  pledge,  they 
did   not  falter. 

The  progress  of  Christianity  was 
— and  is — an  expensive  ordeal.  Jesus 
Himself  endured  the  cross  in  order 
to  purchase  freedom  for  the  lives 
of  men.  He  said  the  world  would 
hate  His  followers  even  as  it  hated 
Him.  He  spoke  of  persecution  which 
would  be  the  lot  of  those  who  chose 
to  follow  Him — if  they  chose  to 
march  under  His  blood-stained 
banner.  Some,  He  said,  would  have 
to  abandon  family,  home,  friends 
and  security  if  they  would  be  His 
disciples. 

Peter  and  John  lost  their  fishing 
business  and  eventually  their  lives. 
John  was  exiled  to  the  island  of 
Patmos  for  his  faith.  Tradition  tells 
us  he  was  once  boiled  in  oil  prior 
to  his  exile.  Stephen  was  stoned 
to  death.  Paul  suffered  a  full  cata- 
log of  difficulties  according  to  his 
testimony  in  2  Corinthians  11:24- 
27:  "Of  the  Jews  five  times  received 
I  forty  stripes  save  one.  Thrice  was 
I  beaten  with  rods,  once  was  I 
stoned,  thrice  I  suffered  shipwreck, 
a  night  and  a  day  I  have  been  in 


the  deep;  In  journeyings  often,  in 
perils  of  robbers  .  .  .  waters  .  .  . 
wilderness  .  .  .  sea  .  .  .  among  false 
brethren;  In  weariness  and  pain- 
fulness  ...  in  hunger  and  thirst  .  .  . 
in  cold  and  nakedness." 

Thousands  of  Christians  have 
sealed  their  testimonies  with  their 
blood.  Through  the  centuries  they 
have  marched  to  the  gallows,  the 
chopping  block,  the  arena,  the  pits 
and  the  cross  to  pay  the  price  for 
their  faith  in  Christ.  The  history 
of  the  Church  has  been  penned 
with  the  blood  of  its  martyrs,  but 
the  writing  is  indelible.  It  is  written 
and  still  on  record  that  being  a 
Christian  is  costly.  There  is  a  high 
price  to  be  paid  in  the  army  of  the 
Galilean. 

We  are  caught  up  today  in  a 
fierce  spiritual  battle.  However,  our 
struggle  is  not  against  flesh  and 
blood  enemies  only,  but  against  the 
powers  of  Satan  and  his  hosts.  The 
Bible  tells  us  our  enemy  goes  about 
as  a  roaring  lion  seeking  whom  he 
may  devour.  It  takes  courage  and 
strength  to  serve  the  Lord  in  this 
wicked  age. 

Even  today  there  are  multiplied 
thousands  under  the  domination  of 
evil  communism  who  serve  Christ 
at  the  risk  of  their  life.  The  fol- 
lowing incident  was  reported  in  the 
September,  1969,  issue  of  Under- 
ground Evangelism  magazine,  a 
journal  telling  about  the  under- 
ground ministry  of  Christians  be- 
hind the  Iron  Curtain: 

An  active  Christian  worker  in  a 
certain  communist  land  had  been 
arrested  and  imprisoned.  After  his 
arrest  he  was  taken  to  a  Secret 
Police  interrogation  room.  There  he 
faced  an  interrogation  officer  and 
a  medical  doctor.  An  open  Bible 
was  lying  on  the  table  in  front  of 
them.  He  was  ordered  to  take  a 
seat  a«d  the  questioning  began: 

"Do  you  believe  this  book  is 
God's  Word?"  snapped  the  officer. 


□ 


Not  only  was  America's  freedom  costly  economically,   but  it  also  cost  the 
brave  men. 


"I  do,"  he  answered. 

The  officer  then  asked  him  to 
read  a  certain  verse.  It  was  Mark 
16:18,  "And  if  they  drink  any  dead- 
ly thing,  it  shall  not  hurt  them." 

"Do  you  believe  this  part  of  the 
Bible,  too?"  the  officer  asked. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  Christian. 

The  officer  then  placed  a  glass 
of  liquid  on  the  table,  explaining, 
"In  this  glass  of  water  is  a  strong 
poison.  If  the  Bible  is  true,  as  you 
insist,  it  will  not  harm  you." 

To  further  prove  his  point  the 
officer  brought  in  a  large  dog  and 
made  it  drink  the  poison.  In  a  very 
few  moments  the  dog  was  dead. 

The  officer  looked  at  the  Chris- 
tian and  shouted,  "Drink  the  en- 
tire glass." 


After  praying,  the  Christian  lift- 
ed the  glass  to  his  lips  and  drank 
it  down.  The  communist  officer  and 
the  doctor  were  surprised.  They 
waited  for  him  to  collapse  as  the 
dog  had  done,  but  nothing  hap- 
pened. After  several  minutes  the 
doctor  made  the  first  move.  He 
took  the  arm  of  the  Christian  and 
felt  his  pulse.  It  was  normal.  He 
looked  for  other  symptoms  of  the 
poison's  effect,  but  there  were 
none.  As  the  examination  con- 
tinued, the  doctor  became  more 
amazed.  Finally,  he  slumped  into 
his  seat,  took  out  his  communist 
party  card,  tore  it  up,  threw  it 
down  on  the  floor.  Then  he  reached 
out  for  the  Bible  and,  holding  it 
aloft,  said,  "From  today  I  will  also 


believe  this  Book.  It  must  be  true. 

I,    too,    am  ready    to    believe    this 

Christ   who  did    this   thing   before 
my  eyes." 

Yes,  only  Christ  can  give  us  the 
courage  to  face  our  enemies  head- 
on  without  flinching.  We  can  win 
in  the  powerful  name  of  Jesus 
Christ. 

Christianity  is  costly,  but  it  pays 
eternal  dividends  which  will  never 
depreciate  or  disappear.  It  costs  to 
serve  Jesus,  but  it  will  be  worth 
everything  to  see  the  Saviour  and 
to  hear  His  commendation,  "Well 
done  thou  good  and  faithful  ser- 
vant. Enter  into  the  joys  of  thy 
Lord."  This  will  outweigh,  by  far, 
every  cost!    • 


□ 


We  Saw 

the  Hangman's  Rope 


By   PAUL    H.    WALKER 


MOTHER,  AFTER  HER  heal- 
ing, traveled  around  the 
country  doing  personal 
work.  She  sold  piano  scarves,  table 
scarves,  chair  coverings,  pillow 
cases  and  the  like  to  get  enough 
money  to  carry  on  her  personal 
evangelism.  She  was  an  evangelist 
and  a  firebrand  for  God. 

In  her  travels  Mother  stopped  in 
the  town  of  Ryder  and  found  a  new 
mission  hall  that  had  never  been 
used.  It  was  built  by  Andrew  An- 
derson, Arnie  Granham  and  Olie 
Larson  and  was  owned  by  the  three 
as  trustees.  Mother  met  these  men 
and  their  families;  and,  finding 
them  receptive  to  the  full  gospel, 
she  said,  "My,  how  I  wish  my  son 
Paul  and  daughter-in-law  Margaret 
would  come  and  hold  a  revival." 
They  asked  for  us  to  come;  and, 
through  this  contact,  many  were 
born  again  and  called  into  the  min- 
istry. 

We  stayed  in  the  Granham  home 
where  we  were  royally  entertained. 
The  attendance  grew  larger  every 
night  until  the  mission  hall  was 
packed  to  the  doors. 

Mr.  McKinsey,  the  pool  hall  man, 
came  and  told  me  if  I  would  like 
to  move  the  meeting  to  his  pool 
hall,  he  would  shove  the  pool  tables 
to  one  side  and  we  would  have  more 
room  to  seat  the  people.  We  ap- 
preciated this  but  preferred  to  stay 


in  the  mission  hall. 

Altars  were  filled  every  night 
with  seekers,  and  people  were  re- 
ceiving the  Baptism  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.  A  number  of  preachers 
were  born  in  this  revival,  i.e.  Mar- 
vin Mortenson,  Victor  Nelson,  Hu- 
bert Nelson,  Newton  Spurgeon,  Ed- 
win Inches,  Paul  Scheik,  Max 
Brandt,  Charley  Bowen,  Esther  Nel- 
son, and  Emil  Holm.  The  Church 
of  God  was  organized  with  a  size- 
able membership  in  April  of  1927. 
Today,  Ryder  still  stands  as  a  mon- 
ument to  the  efforts  of  this  revival 
and  the  zeal  of  the  people  there 
who  cared. 

The  power  of  God  was  falling  in 
the  altar  services  and  some  fell 
prostrate  and  were  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost. 

Indians  came  from  the  reserva- 
tion over  30  miles  away  to  assist 
in  the  meeting.  They  slept  in  the 
mission  hall  at  night  on  the  pal- 
lets they  brought.  Early  in  the 
morning  they  would  awaken  us 
with  their  prayer  service.  Wife  and 
I  stayed  in  a  little  room  connected 
near  the  front  of  the  hall  with  a 
door  leading  directly  into  the  hall. 
We  took  our  meals  at  the  Granham 
home. 

One  morning,  about  6  o'clock,  we 
were  awakened  by  the  Indians 
praying,  and  some  were  crying  un- 
der  a   great   burden — we   supposed 


it  to  be  for  the  revival.  Wife  and 
I  sensed  this  deep  spirit  of  prayer 
and  realized  the  scripture  was  be- 
ing vindicated  which  says,  "We 
know  not  what  to  pray  for  as  we 
ought  but  the  spirit  itself  maketh 
intersession  for  us  with  groanings 
that  cannot  be  uttered"  (Romans 
8:26). 

We  hurried  to  dress  and  came  out 
into  the  mission;  we  waited  a  mo- 
ment, and  then  started  for  the 
Granham  home.  As  we  neared  the 
door,  Mrs.  Reuben  Duckett  stopped 
us  and  asked  us  not  to  leave  as  she 
felt  that  God  wanted  us  to  stay 
with  them.  We  went  back  and  sat 
down  on  the  front  bench.  An  In- 
dian, Mrs.  Snowbird,  was  lying  on 
the  floor  under  the  power  of  God. 
and,  suddenly,  she  began  to  speak 
in  tongues  under  the  power  of  the 
Holy  Ghost,  a  language  that  neither 
she  nor  anyone  else  in  the  room 
understood. 

This  message  was  interpreted  by 
the  same  Spirit  as  Mrs.  Duckett 
came  to  me,  placed  her  hands  on 
my  head  and  gave  the  following 
interpretation,  "My  child,  be  not 
afraid;  great  trouble  is  near.  Your 
life  is  in  danger;  humble  yourself 
before  Me  and  cling  close  to  Me; 
trust  in  Me  and  I  will  deliver  you. 
Be  not  afraid." 

A  few  moments  passed  and  a 
spirit  of  weeping  came  upon  us  as 
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we  drew  near  to  God  in  prayer, 
and,  again,  the  same  identical  mes- 
sage came  the  second  time,  with 
the  same  interpretation.  This  warn- 
ing and  promise  lifted  our  faith, 
and  we  felt  secure;  yet,  we  had  no 
idea  what  the  future  held. 

We  left  for  breakfast;  and,  on 
the  way,  Margaret  said,  "That  was 
very  strange  and  seems  to  coincide 
with  a  dream  I  had  last  night  when 
I  saw  a  revolver  pointed  at  you, 
flashing  in  the  moonlight."  We  left 
the  matter  with  the  Lord;  but  while 
we  sat  at  the  breakfast  table,  the 
wife  of  the  Lutheran  minister  came 
in.  She  was  crying  and  wringing 
her  hands  as  she  said,  "Rev.  Walk- 
er, I  dreamed  nearly  all  night  that 
you  were  taken  out  back  of  the 
mission  hall  and  lynched  with  a 
lariat.  Part  of  the  night  I  could 
not  sleep  at  all,  and  I  feel  great 
trouble  is  ahead  and  beg  of  you  to 
leave  town  before  it  happens." 

This  was  warning  number  three, 
and  by  now  I  believed  it,  but  I  still 
had  the  promise  of  God  in  the  in- 
terpretation, "Trust  in  Me,  and  I 
will  deliver  you."  I  have  never  run 
from  a  battle  and  felt  that  I  should 
not  do  so  now,  but  rather  wait  on 
the  Lord. 

The  time  for  service  came  that 
night;  the  hall  was  packed;  the 
low  windows  were  open,  and  filled 
with  people  looking  in,  with  many 
others  standing  in  the  street.  Hun- 
gry hearts,  seeking  hearts,  angry 
hearts,  and  curiousity  seekers  were 
everywhere.  I  preached  on  "The 
Spirit-Filled  Life"  that  night  and 
many  came  to  the  altar. 

Some  of  the  ones  that  came  were 
Inga  Reum,  Olie  Reum,  the  Ander- 
son twins  (Nellie  and  Pearl),  Hazel 
Anderson,  and  several  others. 
Everything  seemed  calm.  The  pow- 
er of  God  came  down  and  some 
were  mightily  slain  before  God. 
Everyone  in  the  mission  hall  was 
standing  and  the  aisle  was  filled — 
there  was  only  one  center  aisle. 

I  looked  towards  the  door  and 
there  stood  two  cowboys,  one  on 
each  side  holding  a  one-quarter- 
inch  manila  lariat  stretched  across 
the  door.  A  big  man  stepped  under 


the  rope  and  came  down  the  aisle, 
shoving  people  right  and  left  as 
he  forced  his  way  through  the 
crowd  toward  the  front.  People 
turned  pale  and  things  looked  des- 
perate. 

The  man  angrily  looked  at  me, 
then  at  the  seekers  in  the  altar, 
and  said,  "Do  you  call  that  the 
gospel?"  as  he  pointed  towards  the 
seekers;  and  my  answer  was  "No, 
sir,  this  is  the  effects  of  the  gospel." 
He  shouted,  "If  you  or  the  mayor 
don't  stop  this,  I  will;  and  I'll  knock 
you  down  and  drag  you  out  of  here, 
and  I'll  prove  it  to  the  crowd."  He 
meant  business  this  time  for  he 
swung  his  fist  to  strike  me;  but  I 
suddenly  felt  the  presence  of  God 
as  a  hedge  of  fire  about  me,  and 
all  fear  disappeared.  I  felt  perfectly 
secure  and  "cared  not  what  man 
could  do  unto  me." 

He  drew  back  his  fist,  made  a 
half-way  pass  at  me  when  God 
stopped  him.  His  eyes  looked 
glassy,  his  mouth  dropped  open, 
and  his  face  turned  white  as  he 
stared  at  me  and  my  brother  El- 
mer, with  whom  he  had  also  been 
speaking — then,  he  ran  out  as  fast 
as  he  could.  The  victory  had  come, 
Hallelujah!  God  was  there  and 
had  vindicated  his  message. 

The  next  morning  he  told  the 
night  marshall,  Mr.  Andrew  Ander- 
son, and  the  mail  carrier,  Mr.  Levi 
Harmison,  that  he  had  not  been 
able  to  lift  his  right  hand  above 
his  waist  since  he  had  tried  to 
strike  me,  and  he  asked  them  to 
beg  forgiveness  for  him.  They 
brought  me  this  message  and,  of 
course,  he  was  forgiven  but  still  in 
the  hands  of  God.  He  lost  his  job 
with  the  Ford  Motor  Company, 
went  to  the  Tee  Pee  Village  at 
Independence  on  the  banks  of  the 
Little  Missouri  River  and  died  with- 
in thirty  days.  They  said  his  death 
was  one  of  agony. 

The  revival  continued  and  mir- 
acles were  wrought  in  the  name  of 
Jesus.  In  special  prayer  meetings 
many  received  the  Holy  Ghost,  and 
the  ministers  who  were  born  in 
this  revival  have  gone  over  the 
United  States  with  the  message  of 
God's  redeeming  grace.    • 


Church  ot  God  servicemen   welcome   C.   Raymond  Spa 
copter  assigned  to  him  on  the  Vietnamese  tour. 
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VIETNAM  TODAY 


By   C.    RAYMOND    SPAIN,    Executive    Director,    Servicemen's    Department 


AS  THE  PAN  American  Clip- 
per Flight  841  neared  Sai- 
gon, my  thoughts  went 
back  to  my  first  visit  there  in  1967. 
At  that  time  there  was  fighting 
all  around  Saigon.  In  1968  my  plane 
had  been  unable  to  land  because 
the  Tan  Son  Nhut  Airport  was  un- 
der VC  mortar  fire.  This  time  cir- 
cumstances were  different,  and,  ex- 
cept for  harassment,  most  of  the 
fighting  had  been  moved  some  dis- 
tance from  the  capital  of  South 
Vietnam.  However,  the  entire  area 
was  busy  loading  planes  with  sup- 
plies and  transporting  troops  to 
various  parts  of  the  country.  The 
enemy  was  still  very  active  in  the 
areas  near  the  Cambodian  border. 
I  was  given  a  warm  reception  by 
Chaplain  (COL)  William  R.  Fitz- 
gerald (USA),  Command  Chaplain; 
Captain  Ralph  W.  Hopkins  CHC 
(USN),  Deputy  Command  Chap- 
lain; and  Chaplain  (LTC)  Melvin 
E.  Witt,  Assistant  Command  Chap- 
lain, who  were  there  from  the 
MACV  Headquarters.  Captain  Carl 
R.  Martin  and  others  who  had  been 
notified  of  my  arrival  were  also 
present. 


Chaplain  (LTCi  Witt,  who  served 
as  my  Project  Officer,  excused  me 
from  my  military  itinerary  so  that 
I  might  visit  and  have  lunch  with 
the  Reverend  and  Mrs.  W.  A.  Kin- 
caid  at  the  Saigon  Pentecostal  Ser- 
vicemen's Center. 

Captain  Imre  Szell,  who  is  with 
the  First  Cavalry  Division  (AIR), 
had  made  arrangements  for  me  to 
have  the  use  of  a  helicopter  and 
gun  crew.  Brother  Szell  is  an  ex- 
pert pilot;  and,  because  of  his  in- 
terest in  my  visit,  it  was  a  more 
comprehensive  and  enjoyable  trip. 

Three  years  earlier  I  had  visited 
Bear  Cat,  while  it  was  being  se- 
cured. It  was  here,  when  on  my 
first  visit,  that  I  met  my  son.  Cap- 
tain Szell  gave  me  an  aerial  view 
of  the  installation  as  it  stands  to- 
day, completed,  as  we  toured  War 
Zone  "D."  Three  years  ago,  while 
touring  this  Zone,  we  experienced 
heavy  fire,  but  it  was  now  filled 
with  rice  paddies.  Then  we  flew 
into  the  "Iron  Triangle,"  an  area 
so  infested  with  the  VC  in  1967 
that  the  "Scorched  Earth"  policy 
was  applied.  The  land  was  still  un- 
inhabited, and  huge  craters  made 


by  explosives  were  very  evident. 
The  horrors  of  war  leave  a  lasting 
impression  on  both  mankind  and 
the  good  earth  that  man  possesses. 
I  shall  always  be  indebted  to  Broth- 
er Szell  and  the  First  Calvary  Di- 
vision for  this  unforgettable  ex- 
perience. 

Another  place  I  visited  was  Bien 
Hoa.  It  is  one  of  our  busiest  in- 
stallations. It  is  a  main  terminal 
for  both  the  incoming  and  outgoing 
servicemen  and  also  for  those  who 
are  transferring  from  one  area  to 
another.  Some  of  the  men  are  just 
in  from  the  field,  covered  with  the 
grime  and  the  mud  of  the  jungles 
and  the  rice  paddies.  It  is  touching 
to  see  hundreds  of  these  young  men 
lying  on  the  cement  floor  in  an 
exhaustive  sleep. 

I  was  met  by  Chaplain  <LTO 
Lee  W.  Backman,  a  nephew  of  our 
Brother  Oscar  Backman,  and  a 
group  of  fine  Church  of  God  men: 
Gene  A.  Reeves  of  South  Carolina, 
Dan  R.  Alewine  of  Texas,  and  Jim- 
mie  Bailey  of  North  Carolina.  They 
all  greeted  me  with  warm  Christian 
hospitality.  They  have  established 
a  Pentecostal  fellowship  here  that 
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numbers  about  twenty.  The  tour 
of  this  base  and  the  fellowship  of 
our  men  will  always  be  treasured. 

The  following  day  Captain  Mar- 
tin and  I  traveled  to  Long  Binh 
Hospital  through  the  courtesy  of 
the  MACV  Staff.  Our  tour  of  the 
hospital  was  conducted  by  Captain 
Larry  W.  Morehead,  who  is  the 
son  of  the  Reverend  and  Mrs. 
Houston  R.  Morehead.  He  is  serving 
his  country  as  a  physician  on  the 
staff  of  the  Long  Binh  Hospital. 
It  was  gratifying  to  observe  him  as 
he  ministered  to  the  needs  of  both 
the  wounded  American  soldiers  and 
the  local  people. 

Although  the  hospital  is  not  as 
crowded  now  with  the  wounded  as 
it  has  been  in  months  past,  Dr. 
Morehead  is  a  very  busy  man.  No 
Vietnamese  is  turned  away  when 
in  need  of  medical  attention.  Larry 
was  administering  medical  care  to 
a  number  of  the  children  when  I 
arrived,  and  it  was  a  thrill  to  sense 
their  love  for  this  "big  white  soldier 
friend." 

When  he  is  not  busy  in  the  hos- 
pital, Dr.  Morehead,  along  with  the 
chaplains,  go  out  into  the  villages 
to  minister  to  the  needs  of  the 
people.  In  our  conversation,  this 
man  whom  I  have  known  since  he 
was  a  small  boy,  said:  "Brother 
Spain,  since  it  is  happening,  I 
would  not  take  anything  for  the 
experience  I  am  having  here  in 
Vietnam." 

As  I  walked  through  the  wards 
of  the  hospital,  I  thanked  God  that 
only  about  half  of  the  beds  were 
occupied.  Yet,  with  all  the  improved 
conditions,  death  is  still  near.  Dur- 
ing my  visit  a  helicopter  brought 
in  three  men  who  had  just  been 
hit.  Two  were  dead  on  arrival,  and 
the  third  soon  died.  To  me,  these 
were  not  merely  three  soldiers  in 
American  uniform,  but  three  young 
lives  that  had  been  terminated — 
three  families  back  in  the  States 
would  be  heartbroken. 

The  glory  of  war  will  never  com- 
pensate for  the  lives  that  are  lost 
and  the  separations  that  are  ex- 
perienced by  those  who  are  in- 
volved. May  God  soon  grant  the 
day  of  eternal  peace  for  all  man- 
kind!   • 


Overcoming 

the 

Walls 

Jericho 
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By  0.   WAYNE   CHAMBERS 


By  faith  the  walls  ol  Jericho  tell  down,  after  they   were   compassed  about  seven   days 
(Hebrews  11:30). 


HTHE  PURPOSE  OF  the  Apostle 
*■  in  writing  the  eleventh  chapter 
of  Hebrews  is  to  show  the  power  of 
real  faith  in  God  to  produce  super- 
natural acts  to  overcome  walls  of 
opposition  which  cannot  be  pene- 
trated by  mere  nature.  Also,  this 
portion  of  Scripture  shows  us  how  to 
endure  trials  which  are  too  much  for 
flesh  and  blood  to  bear. 

Just  a  few  days  ago  I  was 
looking  through  some  of  my  old 
Vvidaguas.  Lee's  yearbook,  and 
my  heart  was  broken  as  I  looked 
upon  some  of  the  pictures  of  the 
past  students  who  started  out  to 
do  God's  will.  While  in  school  they 
had  a  real  zeal  to  obey  God.  They 
were  sensitive  to  the  Holy  Spirit. 
They  wanted  God's  will  in  their 
life  more  than  anything.  However, 
when  they  came  to  that  important 
decision,  the  wall    of    disobedience 


came  up  before  them;  and,  instead 
of  obeying  the  voice  of  God,  they 
permitted  Satan  to  lead  them  in 
another  direction.  Somehow,  they 
felt  strong  enough  to  go  along  with- 
out the  Spirit.  They  felt  that  they 
had  outgrown  the  church.  Today 
they  are  spiritually  bankrupt. 

However,  on  the  next  page  I  see 
another  group  of  young  men  and 
women  who  are  doing  a  won- 
derful work  for  God.  I  see  Ray 
Sanders  building  churches.  I  see 
Jim  Breckenridge  teaching  in  a 
Bible  college.  I  see  Samuel  Robeff 
heading  one  of  our  Bible  schools. 
I  see  Richard  Ussery  evangelizing 
for  God.  I  see  Martha  Smith  serv- 
ing as  an  editor  of  Youth  Sunday 
school  literature.  Oh,  yes,  to  obey  is 
better  than  sacrifice.  And  I  ask  you 
this  question:  What  will  be  said  of 
you    five    years    from    now    when 


someone  turns  to  your  picture  in 
the  1970  Beacon?  The  decision  as  to 
where  you  will  go  when  you  leave 
Northwest  Bible  College  must  not 
be  made  by  your  mother  or  father; 
it  must  not  be  made  by  you  and 
a  business  associate;  it  must  not 
be  made  by  you  and  a  state  over- 
seer. Your  decision  must  be  made 
by  you  and  God. 

God's  ways  may  seem  strange  to 
carnal  wisdom.  How  absurd  God's 
orders  must  have  appeared  to  Naa- 
man  when  he  was  bidden  to  bathe 
his  leprous  body  in  the  Jordan! 
How  contrary  to  all  human  logic 
for  God  to  send  the  prophet  Eli- 
jah to  be  fed  many  months  by  a 
widow  who  had  nothing  but  a 
handful  of  meal  and  a  little  oil! 
How  unreasonable  it  must  have 
seemed  to  the  Twelve  Apostles 
when  Christ  asked  them  to  tell  the 
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great  multitude  to  sit  down  and 
prepare  to  eat  with  only  five  small 
loaves  and  two  little  fishes  in 
sight! 

How  unreasonable  it  must  seem 
to  the  world  for  you  to  give  your 
life  in  Christian  service!  Grad- 
uates, I  challenge  you  to  always 
break  down  the  ivall  of  disobedi- 
ence, when  you  come  up  against 
it,  by  faith  in  God.  I  ask  you  to 
keep  obeying  God,  for  in  some  way, 
and  somehow,  we  must  keep  press- 
ing toward  our  goal.  Once  you 
have  made  up  your  mind  that  you 
are  going  to  do  the  will  of  God, 
come  what  may,  then  your  min- 
istry or  work  will  be  stronger  and 
more  effective  and  more  exciting. 
However,  when  you  have  made 
this  decision  to  do  God's  will  at 
any  cost,  you  are  still  not  through 
with  the  walls  of  Jericho. 

Perhaps  you  will  come  up  against 
the  wall  of  doubt.  There  will  be 
times  when  you  will  doubt  your 
calling — perhaps  even  your  experi- 
ence with  God.  Many  times  I  think 
that  we  are  like  Gideon  in  Judges 
6:17.  "And  he  said  unto  him,  if 
now,  I  have  found  grace  in  thy 
sight,  then  show  me  a  sign  that 
thou  talkest  with  me."  Yes,  we 
question  and  we  question.  We  are 
continually  asking  God  for  a  sign. 
We  say,  "Work  a  miracle,  O  God, 
so  that  we  may  know  that  Thou 
hast  the  wisdom  and  power  suffi- 
cient to  authorize  me  for  the  work 
that  is  ahead."  Well  do  I  remem- 
ber the  walls  of  doubt  in  my  life 
that  were  conquered  by  faith  in 
God  and  by  encouragement  from 
men  of  God! 

Like  John  the  Baptist,  you  will 
have  your  momentary  doubts  that 
cloud  the  way  before  you.  John 
momentarily  doubted  when  he 
asked  Christ,  "Are  you  the  one  who 
was  to  come,  or  are  we  to  look 
for  somebody  else?"  (Matthew  11: 
3).  Thomas  had  his  doubts  con- 
cerning the  resurrection  of  Jesus. 
He  said,  "Unless  I  see  in  his  own 
hand  a  mark  of  the  nails,  and  put 
my  finger  where  the  nails  were, 
and  put  my  hand  into  his  side,  I 
will    never    believe"    (John    20:25). 


Doubt    can     cast    suspicion     upon 
anyone  or  anything. 

Doubt    sees    the    wall; 

Faith  sees   the  way. 

Doubt  sees   the  darkest  night; 

Faith    sees    the    day. 

Doubt  dreads  to  take  a  step; 

Faith  soars  high. 

Doubt  questions   who  believes; 

Faith    answers,   "I." 

Yes,  by  faith  in  God,  you  will 
conquer  the  walls  of  doubt,  because 
you  must  keep  right  on  going. 

Further  on  in  your  journey,  you 
may  face  the  wall  of  fear.  Fear 
causes  strange  reactions.  The  wall 
of  fear  will  cause  you  to  be  afraid 
of  the  day  you  have  never  seen. 
A  feeling  of  anxiety  concerning 
your  future  is  one  of  the  hardest 
walls  to  be  overcome  by  any  in- 
dividual who  is  seeking  to  do  the 
will  of  God.  A  fear  of  what  lies 
ahead  is  caused  by  a  sense  of 
frustration.  I  am  sure  you  want 
security.  I  am  sure  you  want 
peace;  you  want  certainty;  you 
want  happiness.  Fear  of  the  fu- 
ture plagues  almost  everyone  who 
lives  in  this  generation. 

Now  you  will  not  continue  on 
your  journey  long  before  you  will 
face  the  wall  of  liberalism  and 
modernism.  Satan  has  really  cam- 
ouflaged this  wall.  In  fact,  you  can 
hardly  see  it.  This  wall  has  been — 
slowly  but  surely — rising  higher 
and  higher  in  the  Church  of 
God.  Dr.  Ma  chen,  in  his  book 
Christianity  and  Liberalism,  says, 
"The  chief  modern  rival  of  Chris- 
tianity is  liberalism."  Therefore, 
you  must  be  on  guard.  As  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Ministerial  Examina- 
tion Board  at  Lee  College,  I  al- 
ways ask  the  applicant  this  ques- 
tion, "What  is  the  greatest  need 
in  our  church  today?"  In  almost 
every  case,  the  applicant  indicates 
a  real  concern  about  the  liberal 
trends  inside  our  church. 

There  is  a  need  for  a  great  spir- 
itual awakening.  This  wall  hides 
the  awfulness  of  sin.  It  hides  our 
Pentecostal  heritage.  It  dims  our 
pursuit  of  holiness.  The  wall  of 
liberalism  and  modernism  dims 
the    doctrinal    distinctions    of    our 


church.  By  faith  this  wall  must 
come  down.  Not  many  days  ago  I 
heard  one  of  our  young  ministers 
who  is  attending  a  liberal  semi- 
nary speaking  things  that  dis- 
turbed me  a  great  deal.  He  men- 
tioned things  like,  "Teachings  are 
not  important.  Is  there  really  a 
right  and  a  wrong?  You  have  to  be 
a  worldly  Christian."  However,  what 
you  believe  is  extremely  important. 
You  must  be  sensitive  to  the  Holy 
Spirit  and  depend  upon  God's 
Word  to  guide  you. 

As  Dr.  Charles  W.  Conn  states, 
"Not  only  is  the  Pentecostal  Move- 
ment basically  and  thoroughly 
Christian;  but  its  theology  is  fun- 
damental, and  its  concepts  are  the 
historic  concepts  of  the  Chris- 
tian faith."  It  is  dreadful  indeed 
to  see  some  of  the  trends  of  mod- 
ernism in  the  church  today.  To- 
morrow, in  Chicago,  one  of  the 
leading  Protestant  denominations 
will  propose  a  new  sex  code — a 
sex  code  so  liberal  that  it  almost 
eliminates  sin. 

Graduates,  look  to  the  Bible,  the 
foundation  of  your  experience, 
for  guidance  in  this  crucial  hour. 
With  the  ever-present  dangers  and 
pressures  of  liberalism  and  mod- 
ernism, Northwest  Bible  College  is 
counting  on  you;  the  church  is 
counting  on  you;  I  am  cbunting 
on  you — to  continue  your  pursuit 
of  holiness  as  you  continue  to  pur- 
sue your  intellectual  goals.  As  Dr. 
Ray  H.  Hughes  declares  in  his 
book  Church  of  God  Distinctives, 
"There  is  a  rich  and  abiding  herit- 
age that  has  been  handed  down 
to  us  that  has  been  soaked  with 
tears,  steeped  in  blood,  and  burn- 
ished by  suffering;  yet,  it  remains 
as  fair  as  the  moon,  clear  as  the 
sun,  and  as  an  army  with  ban- 
ners." 

I  trust  that  you  will  hold  this 
heritage  dear  to  your  hearts  and 
guard  it  with  all  that  is  in  you. 
You  must  see  to  it  that  the  wall 
of  liberalism  and  modernism  shall 
never  be  able  to  stand  in  the 
Church  of  God.  By  faith  this  wall 
will  fall,  and  you  will  keep  right  on 
going.     • 
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I  CERTAINLY  CAN  not  sec 
that  we  have  any  right  to 
take  sides  here,"  my  friend 
said  emphatically.  "Sure — maybe 
Palestine  was  given  as  a  rightful 
inheritance  to  the  children  of  Abra- 
ham, but  how  can  you  justify  the 
way  the  Israelis  are  treating  their 
very  own  blood-cousins,  the  Arabs, 
right  now?" 

We  discussed  this  situation  for 
awhile,  perhaps  with  more  heat 
than  light.  The  first  result,  at  least 
as  far  as  I  was  concerned,  was  this 
haunting  thought: 

"How  are  the  Israelis  treating 
their  very  own  blood-cousins,  the 
Arabs,  right  now?"  It  became  my 
immediate  mission  to  find  some 
down-to-earth  answers  to  this  nag- 
ging question: 

What  about  the  Arabs  in  Israel? 

The  second  result  was  that  a 
group  of  us  started  making  plans 
to  find  out  some  hard  facts  at  first- 
hand. After  five  months,  our  plans 
crystallized  and  we  were  off  on  our 
long  journey. 

Being  hurtled  across  the  Atlantic 


Bedouin  tribesmen  huddle  among  their 
animals  at  the  outdoor  market  in  Beer- 
sheba. 


What 
About  the 

Arabs 
In  Israel  ? 


-#l 


'  !'• 


i 


y  CHARSTEN   CHRISTENSEN 


to  Barcelona  proved  to  be  but  a 
routine  trip  (that  is — as  far  as 
being  hurtled  ever  can  be  routine! ) 
The  trip  from  Spain  via  ship  was 
pleasant.  Nothing  more  disturbing 
than  an  oil  patch  off  the  Spanish 
coast  started  the  usual  comments 
about  pollution.  Farther  on,  we 
wondered  both  silently  and  vocally 
about  the  gray,  ghostly  presence 
of  an  unidentified  battleship  cling- 
ing to  the  horizon  all  of  one  day, 
seemingly  keeping  its  probing  eye 
on  us. 

Then  came  wonderful,  amazing, 
unbelievable  Tel  Aviv — this  "Medi- 
terranean mushroom"  that  had 
sprung  from  the  sand  and  the  grav- 
elstones  of  the  forbidding  desert. 
Then  at  last  we  were  actually  on 
the  soil  of  Israel.  Now  we  could 
check  at  firsthand  the  many  puz- 
zles and  perplexities  and  problems 
that  had  plagued  us  for  so  long. 

We  took  copious  notes.  Many 
articles  and  lectures  resulted  from 
these  observations.  In  this  article 
I  wish  to  dwell  mainly  on  the  sub- 
ject of  The  Arab  in  Israel. 

It  has  often  been  said,  and  per- 
haps with  a  great  deal  of  justi- 
fication, that  the  major  mistake 
of  Abraham's  life  was  to  become 
the  father  of  Ishmael.  (Or  perhaps 
more  basically,  his  greatest  error 
was  to  try  to  hurry  God's  plan!) 
The  descendants  of  Ishmael,  whom 
we  now  know  as  the  Arabs,  have 
certainly  been  a  thorn  in  the  flesh 
of  the  "true"  children  of  Abraham. 
But  have  the  Israelites,  because  of 
this  unpleasant  situation,  taken 
any  undue  or  petty  revenge?  Let 
us  look  at  some  facts. 

Open  revolts,  skirmishes,  and 
what  may  even  be  called  minor 
battles  between  Arabs  and  Jews 
have  occurred  too  frequently  and 
with  some  regularity  ever  since 
World  War  One.  But  it  was  in  1947 
that  the  more  open  hostility,  still 
existing,  began.  At  that  time  the 
wealthier,  better-class  Arabs  began 


to  move  out  of  Palestine  in  great 
numbers.  Within  two  years  the 
three-quarters  of  a  million  Arabs 
who  had  long  lived  in  Palestine 
was  cut  down  to  about  one-fourth 
that  number. 

In  the  twenty  years  following, 
however,  more  than  thirty  thou- 
sand of  these  exiles  have  been  per- 
mitted to  return.  This  fact,  coupled 
with  two  or  three  others,  discloses 
and  explains  a  rapid  increase  in 
Arab   population. 

First,  within  this  twenty-year 
period,  the  death  rate  of  Arabs  has 
dropped  to  one-third  its  former 
rate — that  is,  from  around  eighteen 
per  thousand  to  about  six  per  thou- 
sand. 

Second,  the  birth  rate  is  about 
forty-five  per  thousand,  which  is 
three   times  that  of  the  Jews. 

These  points  add  up  to  this:  To- 
day there  are  over  300,000  Arabs 
in  Israel,  which  is  12  percent  of 
the   total  population. 

Fine!  you  may  say.  But  what 
chance  for  normal  living  does  this 
minority  group  of  nomads  really 
have? 

A  great  deal.  And  of  the  best. 

For  instance:  An  Arab  may  be 
elected  to  the  Knesset,  which  is 
Israel's  "Parliament"  or  "House  of 
Representatives."  This  is  all  the 
more  significant  when  we  remem- 
ber that  there  is  no  Upper  House 
such  as  the  British  House  of  Lords 
or  the  United  States  Senate.  Sev- 
eral Arabs  have  been  members  of 
this  august  Assembly. 

Arabs  are  often  important  and 
influential  personalities  in  the  busi- 
ness community.  The  Arabic  lan- 
guage is  given  its  rightful  place  in 
official  and  legal  documents  and 
on  stamps  and  coins. 

In  agricultural  areas,  irrigation 
and  soil  reclamation  have  been 
promoted  and  financed  by  the  gov- 
ernment. Efficient  machinery  has 
been  provided  in  exchange  for  the 
primitive  methods  of  a  few  decades 


ago.  Practical  and  technical  train- 
ing for  the  farmers  is  available  to 
all   who   desire   it. 

For  those  who  desire  to  further 
their  education  in  other  areas, 
academic  and  technical  training  is 
generously  supplied.  In  350  public 
schools  some  60,000  Arab  children 
are  enrolled,  and  another  15,000 
Arab  children  study  in  private  or 
church  schools.  As  well,  there  are 
300  Arab  students  in  the  University 
and  Technical  School. 

Amazing  progress  has  been  made 
in  the  past  decade  in  improved 
housing,  more  utilities,  and  better 
roads.  Particularly  important  is  the 
greater  number  of  jobs  open  to 
the  Arabs. 

The  national  broadcasting  cor- 
poration provides  a  daily  Arabic 
program.  Nearly  a  dozen  news- 
papers and  magazines  are  published 
by  the  Arabs. 

Prior  to  1959  these  desert  nomads, 
whose  natural  inclination  is  to  do 
a  great  deal  of  wandering,  had  a 
great  many  legal  "fences"  placed 
around  them.  These  restrictions 
made  it  very  difficult  for  them  to 
leave  their  villages,  even  a  short 
trip  to  visit  some  friend  or  relative. 
To  change  their  place  of  residence 
was  next  to  impossible.  Many  near- 
serious  incidents  took  place  when 
an  Arab  wandered  too  far  in  search 
of  a  lost  goat  or  other  animal.  Most 
serious  were  the  handicaps  imposed 
upon  them  when  looking  for  a  new 
job. 

Since  then,  however,  these  severe 
restrictions  have  been  modified 
considerably.  In  the  southern  parts 
this  easing  was  only  partial;  but, 
in  the  northern  half  of  the  coun- 
try, travel  permits  have  been  abol- 
ished altogether. 

Martial  law  is  practically  non- 
existent now.  Actually,  the  only 
place  where  it  effectively  applies 
now  is  in  the  villages  which  line 
the  hostile  borders,  and  it  involves 
fewer  than  1,000  Arabs.    • 
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He  was   a   run-away 


right. 


knew   it   and    he   knew   I    knew 


TRAITOR  or  FRIEND? 


By    HOYT    E.    STONE 


WHEN  YOU  HAVE  worked 
successfully  with  young 
people  and  feel  rather 
adept  at  speaking  their  language, 
it  is  not  pleasant  to  run  smack  into 
failure — failure  with  a  boy,  such 
failure  that  you  carry  the  nausea 
of  betrayal  even  though  common 
sense  says  you  had  no  choice. 

It  may  have  been  that  I  saw 
something  of  myself  in  the  form 
of  that  tall,  thin  boy  by  the  road- 
side. He  slouched  rather  cockily 
on  one  leg,  hand  on  hip,  right  arm 
lifted  in  the  traditional  hitchhiker's 
salute.  Or,  yet  again,  it  may  have 
been  the  magnetism  of  that  broad 
grin  on  his  freckled  face;  but, 
whatever,  I  had  no  sooner  passed 
than     I    braked    my    car    with    a 


squeal  of  tires  and  flying  gravel. 

The  boy  came  up  at  a  brisk  trot, 
his  tan  windbreaker  whisking  in 
the  gentle  spring  breeze. 

"Going  far?"  I  asked  when  he 
had  climbed  in. 

"Greensboro,"  he  said. 

He  was  about  fifteen  years  old. 
His  blond  hair  was  crewcut,  but 
there  was  a  cowlick  on  the  left  side 
just  over  his  ear.  His  eyes  were 
blue-specked  under  sun-bleached 
brows.  His  chin  square  and  dim- 
pled. He  wore  a  nicely  pressed  ma- 
roon cotton  shirt  open  at  the  neck 
and  pegged  beige  trousers  that 
stopped  six  inches  above  the  tops 
of  scuffed  brown  loafers. 

"You  going  all  the  way  to  Greens- 
boro?" he   asked,   punctuating   the 
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words  with  big  chomps  at  a  mouth- 
ful of  chewing  gum. 

I  did  not  answer  for  a  moment, 
partly  because  I  was  putting  my 
car  back  onto  the  highway  and 
partly  because  I  never  tell  hitch- 
hikers precisely  where  I  am  going. 

"Maybe  not  all  the  way,"  I  said, 
"but  I'll  get  you  started.  You  live 
in  Greensboro?" 

"My  aunt  does.  I  haven't  seen 
her  in  over  a  year  so  I  thought  I'd 
pay  her  a  visit." 

"What's  her  name?" 

"Aw,  you  wouldn't  know  her.  She 
just  moved  there." 

The  boy  was  eying  me  out  of  the 
side  of  his  face,  hoping  I  believed 
him.  I  looked  at  him  hard  for  a 
moment  and  then  smiled.  He  was 
a  run-away  all  right.  I  knew  it  and 
he  knew  I  knew  it. 

"Well,"  I  finally  said,  "it's  good 
to  get  away  sometimes,  especially 
in  the  spring  when  the  river  warms 
up  and  the  sky  is  blue  and  the  birds 
sing.  That  old  spring  fever  feeling. 
How'd  you  get  excused  from 
school?" 

"I  didn't." 

"Just  up  and  left,  huh?" 

He  nodded  and  fell  silent. 

"  You  know,"  I  said,  "I  remem- 
ber playing  hooky  from  school  one 
day.  It  was  pretty  just  like  this. 
Warm.  Jim  and  I  hitchhiked  thirty 
miles  to  a  neighboring  town.  Know 
where  we  went  after  we  got  there? 
To  the  high  school.  Laid  around  in 
the  grass  most  of  the  afternoon. 
Then  went  swimming.  Should  have 
had  a  great  time.  But,  I  didn't.  Dad 
was  kind  of  old-fashioned,  you 
know,  and  believed  it  was  wrong 
to  spare  the  rod.  I  kept  worrying 
about  him  finding  out." 

We  both  laughed  and  the  boy 
talked  after  that.  He  had  been  ex- 
pelled from  school  for  getting  in  a 
fight.  He  did  not  want  to  face  his 
mother  and  knew  his  dad  would 
be  very  angry  because  he  had  warn- 
ed him  twice  before. 

I  listened  and  tried  casually  to 
paint  the  other  side  of  the  picture, 
suggesting  ways  by  which  I  felt  he 
could  get  back  in  school.  Sure,  he 
did  not  want  his  mother  and  dad 
to  worry,  but  he  did  not  want  a 
whipping    either,    over    something 


that  was  not  his  fault.  All  the 
while,  I  felt  smugly  confident  that 
somehow,  during  the  next  hour,  I 
would  be  able  to  get  through  to 
the  boy  and  change  his  mind.  I 
talked  about  the  Lord  and  respon- 
sibility to  parents. 

As  a  precaution  though,  I  made 
mental  note  of  certain  facts  as  they 
filtered  through.  His  father  was  a 
salesman.  They  lived  near  the 
Roanoke  airport.  I  also  filed  away 
his  father's  full  name. 

"Personally,  I  think  you're  mak- 
ing a  mistake,  Rick,  "I  told  him, 
"but  if  that's  what  you  want — how 
would  you  put  it — it's  no  skin  off 
my  back." 

I  was  pastoring  my  first  church 
about  fifty  miles  from  where  I  had 
picked  up  the  boy  in  Roanoke,  and 
I  knew  I  had  to  see  a  change  in  his 
attitude  pretty  soon  or  I  would  be 
putting  him  out  on  the  side  of  the 
road.  For  some  reason  I  did  not 
want  to  do  that. 

Nearing  my  road,  I  asked  the  boy 
home  for  dinner.  I  told  him  I  lived 
in  a  trailer  up  near  Philpot  Lake 
and  that  my  wife  would  be  glad  for 
company.  At  first  he  refused  but 
said  okay  after  I  promised  to  have 
him  back  on  the  road  to  Greens- 
boro before  dark. 

Blanche  accepted  the  unexpected 
guest  with  fortitude  though  she 
gave  me  the  eye  secretly  when  she 
realized  he  was  a  hitchhiker.  She 
served  fried  pork  chops,  green  peas, 
apple  sauce  and  plenty  of  hot  but- 
tered rolls.  The  boy  ate  with  teen- 
age relish.  His  table  manners  were 
excellent  and,  following  the  apple 
pie  and  ice  cream,  he  thanked  us 
both. 

We  sat  for  a  moment  in  the  liv- 
ing room.  This  time  I  asked  him 
point-blank  to  let  me  call  his  par- 
ents.   He  said  no. 

I  drove  him  back  to  the  main 
road,  offered  him  some  spending 
money,  which  he  refused,  and  left 
him  with  a  cheery  good-bye. 

I  am  not  sure  if  my  mind  was 
made  up  at  that  moment  or  not; 
but,  by  the  time  I  headed  home 
again,  my  thoughts  were  all  for 
the  boy's  parents. 

I  stopped  at  the  police  station, 
described  the  boy,   gave  his  name 


and  asked  them  to  hold  him  until 
I  contacted  his  parents.  They 
agreed. 

I  called  Roanoke  and  received  the 
genuine  thanks  of  a  mother  and 
dad  just  ready  to  launch  a  police 
search. 

One  of  the  policemen  told  me 
later  that  the  boy  had  said  only 
one  thing  when  they  picked  him 
up.  "Well,  I  wouldn't  have  dreamed 
that  preacher  would  squeal  on  a 
guy.    He  seemed  like  a  nice  fellow." 

I  grinned  when  the  policeman 
told  me,  but  I  never  felt  less  like 
laughing  in  all  my  life.  I  did  not 
question  the  Tightness  of  what  I 
had  done,  but  it  is  not  a  pleasant 
feeling  to  think  you  have  betrayed 
a  boy's  trust.  I  kept  wishing  for 
an  opportunity  to  explain  and 
thinking  I  should  have  been  more 
persistent  with  my  questions.  More 
than  one  night  during  the  next 
months  I  prayed  for  Rick. 

A  year  passed.  I  was  transferred 
to  another  pastorate  in  Hampton. 
From  there  I  moved  to  Roanoke. 
Time  eased  the  pain  and  the  entire 
affair  bedded  down  in  a  remote 
corner  of  my  mind. 

Then  one  day  I  stopped  for  gaso- 
line at  a  service  station  in  the  Air- 
port section  of  town.  A  young  man 
filled  my  tank,  took  my  credit 
card,  and  gave  me  a  long  searching 
look. 

"Remember  me,  Reverend?"  he 
asked. 

"No.  Should  I?" 

"I  think  you  should.  You  did  me 
a  real  turn  one  day.  Of  course," 
he  continued  with  a  big  grin,  "I've 
changed  in  three  years.  I'm  not  the 
same  boy  you  picked  up  and  took 
home  to  dinner.  Going  into  the 
army  pretty  soon.  I  see  things  a 
lot  differently  now  and  I'd  sure  like 
to  thank  you  for  what  you  did." 

The  relief  I  felt  helped  me  know 
how  deep  had  been  the  hurt.  Since 
that  moment,  I  have  thanked  God 
with  renewed  confidence  that 
somehow,  either  in  this  life  or  the 
next,  the  scales  of  justice  find  a 
perfect  balance,  and  I  have  one 
more  memory  to  reaffirm  an  old- 
fashioned  but  simple  belief:  "Doing 
right  may  not  be  easy  but  it's  al- 
ways best."    • 


15 


VOLCANO 
TREK 


By   TERESA   ANN   TEAGUE 


'Teresa  Ann  is  the  daughter  ot 
the  Reverend  and  Mrs.  Denzell 
league,  missionaries  to  Guate- 
mala. 


I  could  feel  the  ground  under  me 
shaking;  and  I  could  even  feel  the 
heat  from  the  red-hot  liquid  flying 
over  my  head. 


TODAY  IS  THE  day!  Finally, 
after  so  many  delays!  Today 
is  the  day  we  are  supposed 
to  climb  the  volcano,  Pacaya,"  I 
exclaimed.  As  my  father  rushed  me 
to  the  church,  I  repeated  my  list. 
Yes,  I  had  everything.  Then  we 
were  at  the  church.  Only  a  few 
of  my  friends  were  there,  so  I  knew 
that  I  was  not  late.  As  my  parents 
drove  away,  they  called  after  me, 


"Bye.  Have  a  nice  time."  And  some- 
how I  knew  it  would  be  a  won- 
derful weekend. 

After  thirty  minutes  of  bouncing 
around  on  a  one-car,  winding,  dirt 
road,  we  reached  the  place  where 
we  were  to  start  the  climb.  While 
arranging  my  bulky  sleeping  bag 
on  my  back  and  putting  my  food 
for  four  meals  over  my  shoulder, 
I  wondered  if  Mrs.  Lingren  would 
ever  make  it  (she  was  the  girls' 
sponsor).  She  said,  "I  think  I  can 
make  it."  Well,  sure  enough,  about 
two  minutes  later  she  panted,  "My 
lungs  are  about  to  burst!" 

Luckily,  there  was  a  poor  Guate- 
malan man  who  was  more  than 
glad  to  lend  us  a  mule  for  the 
slight  cost  of  $1.50.  I  think  she 
was  so  tired  that  she  would  have 
paid  $100  to  get  to  ride  that  mule 
up  to  the  plateau. 

It  was  tiring,  but  at  last  we  made 
it  up  the  jungle  path  to  the  plateau 
where  we  made  camp  and  ate  our 
well-deserved  lunch.  Later  that  af- 
ternoon we  kids  decided  to  climb 
the  old  volcanic  cone.  We  had  to 
climb  a  seventy-five-degree  slope 
with  no  vegetation,  only  the  hard 
cooled  lava  which  cut  our  hands. 
Up  I  went  on  all  fours  (there  isn't 
any  other  way  you  can  possibly 
climb  on  that  steep  a  slope).  After 
a  fairly  hard  struggle,  I  reached 
the  top  of  the  old  crater.  This  put 
me  about  two  hundred  feet  from 
the  new  active  crater. 

It  was  a  hot  bed!  So  much  vol- 
canic steam  was  rising  from  the 
floor  of  the  old  cone  it  looked  like 
fog  instead  of  steam.  I  was  so  high 
up  that  I  had  to  be  fighting  with 
the  freezing,  strong  wind  constant- 
ly. Then  I  saw  the  most  beautiful 


sight:  A  VOLCANIC  ERUPTION 
only  200  feet  away  from  me!  The 
molten  lava  flew  hundreds  of  feet 
into  the  air.  At  the  same  time  I 
could  hear  the  loud  explosive  rum- 
bling of  released  pressure;  I  could 
feel  the  ground  under  me  shaking; 
and  I  could  even  feel  the  heat  from 
the  red-hot  liquid  flying  over  my 
head.  I  got  to  witness  many  of 
these  marvelous  scenes.  Then,  as 
it  grew  darker,  the  danger  also 
grew  as  the  increasing  wind  began 
to  blow  the  molten  lava  rocks  to- 
ward us.  Very  reluctantly,  we  went 
back  to  our  camp  site. 

After  that  we  were  practically 
famished.  So  we  sat  around  a  nice 
warm  camp  fire  and  we  ate,  and 
we  ate,  and  we  ate. 

It  was  such  a  beautiful  clear 
night,  even  though  it  was  cold,  we 
just  could  not  go  to  our  tents.  We 
found  a  place,  a  natural  shelter 
surrounded  by  brush  and  trees, 
where  we  could  watch  the  volcano. 
For  two  hours  we  watched  lava  fly 
into  the  air,  and  then  fall  on  the 
sides  of  the  volcano.  We  watched 
the  red  trails  the  lava  left  as  it 
rolled  down  the  sides — down  into 
the  darkness  of  the  night. 

We  were  all  touched  by  this,  one 
of  the  million  masterpieces  of  the 
handiwork  of  God.  And  it  made  us 
feel  as  if  we  were  closer  to  Him 
as  we  sat  there  and  watched  this 
and  sang  His  praises:  "Oh  Lord 
my  God,  When  I,  in  awesome  won- 
der, consider  all  the  worlds  Thy 
hands  have  made — I  see  the  stars; 
I  hear  the  rolling  thunder;  Thy 
power  throughout  the  universe  dis- 
played. Then  sings  my  soul,  My 
Savior  God,  to  Thee,  'How  great 
Thou  art!  How  great  Thou  art!'  "  • 
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IT  IS  POSSIBLE  to  know 
whether  or  not  you  are  a 
child  of  God;  to  know  where 
you  will  spend  the  eternity  of  your 
life;  to  be  sure  that  you  will  have 
a  home  prepared  for  you  in  heav- 
en. Why  can  you  be  sure?  Because 
it  is  a  matter  of  choice — your 
choice. 

Joshua  said,  "Choose  you  this  day 
whom  ye  will  serve  .  .  .  but  as  for 
me  and  my  house,  we  will  serve  the 
Lord"    (Joshua   24:15). 

Just  as  there  was  need  for  a 
choice  in  Joshua's  day,  so  it  is  to- 
day. You  are  not  a  puppet  to  be 
moved  about  with  strings.  God  has 
given  you  a  free  will,  the  ability 
to  make  decisions.  You  can  choose 
today  whether  or  not  you  will  be- 
come a  child  of  God,  or  whether 
you  will  remain  a  servant  of  Sa- 
tan. 

It  is  not  a  matter  of  trying  to 
do  right  in  spite  of  your  natural 
inclination  to  evil.  Jesus  said,  "Ye 
must   be   born   again"    (John   3:7). 

This  being  born  again  happens 
when  a  person  accepts  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  as  his  Saviour.  It  is 
the  receiving  of  spiritual  life — life 
that  lasts  forever — which  God  gives 


YOU  MAY  KNOW 


By   OLIVE   W.    MUMERT 


to  a  person  when  he  accepts  His 
way  of  salvation  through  and  by 
the  death  of  His  Son  the  Lord  Je- 
sus   Christ. 

Jesus  said,  "I  am  the  way,  the 
truth,  and  the  life:  no  man  cometh 
unto  the  Father,  but  by  me"  (John 
14:6). 

God  says,  "There  is  a  way  which 
seemeth  right  unto  a  man  but  the 
end  thereof  are  the  ways  of  death" 
(Proverbs  14:12). 

God  made  a  way  for  man  to  be- 
come part  of  his  family.  "For  God 
so  loved  the  world,  that  he  gave 
his  only  begotten  Son,  that  who- 
soever believeth  in  him  should  not 
perish,   but   have    everlasting   life" 


(John    3:16). 

You  can  know  that  you  are  a 
new  creation,  born  into  the  family 
of  God.  John  wrote,  "Many  other 
signs  truly  did  Jesus  .  .  .  But  these 
are  written,  that  ye  might  believe 
that  Jesus  is  the  Christ,  the  Son  of 
God;  and  that  believing  ye  might 
have  life  through  his  name"  (John 
20:30,  31).  Later  he  wrote,  "These 
things  have  I  written  unto  you 
that  believe  on  the  name  of  the 
Son  of  God;  that  ye  may  know  that 
ye  have  eternal  life"  (1  John  5: 
13). 

You  can  know.  Come  to  Him  now 
and  trust  Him  for  the  salvation 
which  He  offers  in  Jesus  Christ.  • 


"But  these  are  written,  that  ye  might  believe  that  Jesus  is  the  Christ,  the  Son  ot  God;  and  that  believing  ye  might  have  lite 
through  his  name"  (John  20:31). 


A  SPECK 
IN 
THE  EYE 


By   HARRY   A.    HUNTER 


I  WAS  A  young  man  of  vigor 
and  ambition.  At  certain 
times  this  combination  is  not 
altogether  wholesome,  even  within 
a  Christian's  life.  I  felt  that  I  was 
the  best  qualified  man  for  Sun- 
day school  superintendent;  and  as 
active  as  I  had  been  in  the  church 
work,  I  was  entitled  to  that  honor. 
But  for  some  reason  beyond  my 
knowledge,  the  church  nominating 
committee  had  not  accorded  me 
that  recognition. 

Upon  a  self-analysis,  I  had  to 
admit  that  I  was  slightly  pouty 
about  the  matter  and  that  I  was 
reluctant  to  assume  lesser  places 
in  the  church  organization.  Then, 
one  day  a  friend  told  me  in  a  cas- 
ual conversation  that  as  an  ac- 
countant he  had  gone  through  two 
days  of  complete  frustration. 

"I  have  worked  two  days  trying 
to  balance  a  set  of  books.  And 
you  would  never  guess  why  they 
would  not  balance.  A  fly  speck  in 
a  figure  looked  like  a  period  and 
threw  me  off  one  hundred  dollars 
until  I  happened  to  wipe  it  Off  ac- 
cidentally. A  fly  speck  .  .  .  two 
days  of  time  ...  to  say  nothing 
of  the  worry." 


When  he  left,  his  message  kept 
ringing  in  my  ears,  "A  fly  speck — 
how  important,  though  negatively 
so,  it  was."  Is  that  the  Lord's  an- 
swer to  me,  I  pondered.  Then,  I 
thought  of  an  elderly,  retired  man 
who  was  lost  and  about  whom  I 
had  heard  a  comment,  "I  believe 
he  is  ripe  for  the  Lord's  plucking 
if  the  right  plucker  would  only  go 
to  see  him."  He  seldom  came  to 
church  because  of  his  arthritis.  I 
felt  moved  to  see  him  and  prayed 
divine  guidance. 

As  I  was  invited  in,  after  my 
knock  at  his  door,  the  old  man  was 
very  cordial  but  seemed  curious  as 
to  why  I  had  come  to  see  him,  in- 
asmuch as  I  was  much  younger 
than  he  was.  When  I  was  seated 
at  his  invitation,  I  began. 

"Mr.  Winters,  I'm  sure  you  re- 
member me.  I  am  here  to  see  you 
because  I  got  a  speck  of  trash  in 
my  eye."  I  hesitated.  Was  the  ap- 
proach too  unorthodox,  I  won- 
dered. 

"Well,  I  am  no  doctor,  you  know. 
Can  I  help  in  any  way?"  he  in- 
quired. 

"The  speck  of  trash  kept  me 
from  seeing  properly  and  when  my 


Lord  removed  it,  I  felt  like  com- 
ing to  tell  you  how  good  it  feels 
now  that  I  can  see  well  again.  The 
Lord  seems  to  tell  me  that  you  are 
having  the  same  trouble  with  your 
spiritual  sight.  Is  there  some  small 
thing  that  keeps  you  from  seeing 
God's  wonderful  plan  for  men— 
that  there  is  life  beyond  this  one 
when  all  distasteful  thoughts,  feel- 
ings, and  prejudices  will  fade,  and 
only  joy,  happiness,  and  love  will 
be  the  atmosphere  we  breathe?" 

The  elderly,  gray  head  drooped, 
apparently  in  self-thought  and  a 
short  silence  ensued.  I  felt  the 
need  to  resume. 

"My  friend,  you  are  much  older 
than  I  am,  but  I  sense  that  you 
feel — well,  let's  say,  sort  of  forgot- 
ten— or  neglected  by  the  Christian 
people.  Is   that  it?" 

-His  eyes  lifted  with  an  unusual 
glow   showing   in   them. 

"How  did  you  know?"  he  asked 
quickly. 

"Because  I  recently  had  a  simi- 
lar feeling  about  myself.  That  feel- 
ing was  the  real  speck  of  trash 
that  I  spoke  of.  It  was  not  in  my 
real  eyes— only  in  my  spiritual 
eyes.  Little  things  seem  so  large 
when  they  get  set  in  your  focus  of 
vision.  The  speck — that  is  why  I'm 
here."  I  waited   for  his  response. 

He  slowly  leaned  slightly  toward 
me.  "You  mean  that  you  are  really 
concerned  about  my  soul?  Is  that 
really  true?"  he   asked   earnestly. 

"It  is  true,  Mr.  Winters,"  I  re- 
plied. "But  even  more  concerned 
is  my  Saviour  who  calls  to  you  as 
he  did  to  me,  'If  the  Son  make 
you  free,  ye  shall  be  free  indeed.' 
Think  of  it — a  person  can  be  free 
from  specks  of  trash  such  as  feel- 
ing sorry  for  himself,  or  feeling 
neglected,  and  instead  set  his  eye- 
sight upon  heaven.  I  quoted  from 
John  6:47.  48.  'He  that  believeth 
on  me  hath  everlasting  life.  I  am 
that  bread  of  life,'  said  Jesus." 

My  companion  raised  from  his 
chair.  "I  know  what  you  mean,"  he 
exclaimed.  "I  too  have  had  a 
speck  of  the  trash  of  the  world 
in  my  eye.  I  do  now  believe  and  ac- 
cept the  Christ  as  my  Saviour. 
Thanks  so  much  to  you,  my  dear 
young  friend.  Now  tell  me  what 
to  do."    • 
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INDEPENDENCE  DAY 

Everyone's  singing  America's  theme, 
Under  God's  star-spangled  sky  we 
may  dream 
Until  each  skyrocket  leaves  us  the 
dark, 
And  through  moonlight  we  find 
our  way  home 
Through  the  park.  .  .  . 
Almost   eternal    from   statues    of 
stone, 
Remember,  it  is  our  heritage — these 
words  are  known 
By  every  child  wishing  on  each 
shining  star. 
God    hears    their    voices    wherever 
they  are; 
From  hillsides  where  man  walks 
in  dust, 
Echoes   our   motto:    "IN   GOD   WE 
TRUST." 

— Mary  Ann  Putman 
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By   NEAL   NEITZEL 


WE  WERE  HALFWAY  to 
the  city  when  Ethel  dis- 
covered that  she  didn't 
have  the  wedding  invitation  in  her 
purse.  It  was  too  late  to  turn  back. 
Of  course  I  hadn't  particularly 
wanted  to  go  in  the  first  place; 
but  it  was  her  first  cousin  Helen's 
only  daughter  who  was  getting 
married,  so  I  didn't  even  suggest 
turning  back. 

"That  invitation  was  on  the 
piano  in  our  living  room,"  Ethel 
said,  looking  worried.  "Now,  what 
could  have  happened  to  it?"  She 
had  everything  in  her  big  black 
purse  spilled  out  on  her  lap,  and 
she  was  running  her  hand  around 
the  lining. 

"We'll  find  the  church,"  I  told 
her. 

When  we  reached  the  city,  I 
wasn't  so  sure.  We  didn't  drive 
there  often,  and  it  seemed  as  if 
there  were  more  houses  and  streets 
and  store  buildings  than  there  had 
been  on  our  last  trip  when  I  had 
driven  Ethel  and  a  couple  of  the 
neighbor  women  to  the  city  a  few 
weeks  before  Christmas  so  they 
could  shop. 

"I  think  the  invitation  said  that 
the  church  was  at  Walnut  and 
North  Avenue,"  Ethel  said;  but  she 
didn't  sound  too  sure  as  we  drove 
past  a  new  school. 

I  myself  thought  the  church  was 
located  on  the  corner  of  Chestnut 
and  South  Avenue — which  was  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  city.  I 
wasn't  sure,  either;  so  I  followed 
Ethel's  hunch  and  drove  along 
Central  Boulevard  until  we  came 
to  the  street  sign  for  North  Ave- 
nue. 


"Now,  which  way  do  I  turn?" 
I  wondered  out  loud.  There  was  a 
car  right  behind  our  sedan  and 
the  driver  gave  us  a  couple  of  im- 
patient horn  honks. 

"Try  to  the  left,"  Ethel  suggest- 
ed; so  I  flicked  on  the  signal  light 
and  made  the  turn.  We  drove  all 
the  way  to  the  lake,  but  there 
wasn't  any  Walnut  Street.  So,  back 
we  went.  I  crossed  North  Avenue 
again  and  we  drove  slowly,  anxious 
to  see  the  church,  because  it  was 
getting  late.  We  had  started  early 
enough,  but  cruising  around  and 
looking  for  streets  in  a  city  which 
you  don't  know  too  well  takes 
time. 

"I'm  going  to  ask  that  fellow  at 
the  filling  station,"  I  decided,  pull- 
ing the  sedan  in  close  to  the  pumps. 
We  didn't  really  need  gas,  but 
when  he  came  out  of  the  station, 
smiling  cheerfully,  I  told  him  to 
fill  the  tank.  Then  I  got  out  of 
the  car  and  asked  where  Walnut 
Street  was— and  if  there  was  a 
church  at  the  corner  of  Walnut 
and  North? 

"No;  no,  there  isn't,"  he  said, 
removing  the  hose  nozzle  from  the 
tank  and  hanging  the  hose  on  the 
pump.  "Are  you  sure  you  don't 
mean  Chestnut  Street?  That's  just 
a  few  blocks  down." 

I  paid  for  the  gas,  thanked  him, 
and  we  drove  on  along  North  Ave- 
nue until  we  came  to  Chestnut 
Street.  There  wasn't  a  church  on 
any  corners  or  anywhere  else  near- 
by. 

"It  must  be  the  intersection  of 
Walnut  and  South  Avenue,"  I  told 
Ethel.  She  just  nodded,  looking 
worried  and  not  talking.  By  then, 


I  guess  she  didn't  know  what  the 
invitation  had  said.  The  wedding 
was  scheduled  for  three  o'clock 
and  the  Saturday  afternoon  traffic 
was  heavy.  It  was  just  a  few  min- 
utes before  three  when  I  reached 
South  Avenue  and  asked  a  fellow 
who  was  out  sweeping  his  side- 
walk how  we  could  get  to  Wal- 
nut Street. 

"Turn  right.  It's  about  half  a 
dozen  blocks  down,"  he  directed. 
So,  I  turned  right  on  South  Ave- 
nue and  sure  enough,  there  was  the 
church  and  there  were  lots  of  cars 
parked  on  both  sides  of  the  street. 
Ethel  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief 
and  adjusted  her  hat  in  the  rear- 
view  mirror,  while  I  parked  just 
ahead  of  a  new  sports  car  in  the 
middle  of  the  next  block.  Her  heels 
clicked  sharply  on  the  sidewalk  as 
she  almost  ran,  hurrying  toward 
the  church;  I  was  doing  my  best 
to  stay   with   her. 

Two  nice-looking  young  fellows 
wearing  white  jackets  and  dark 
blue  trousers  smiled  politely  at  us 
when  we  climbed  the  steps. 

One  of  them  opened  the  door  and 
the  other  young  man  led  the  way 
inside.  "You  folks  are  just  in 
time,"  he  whispered.  There  was 
room  in  the  second  row  from  the 
back.  We  slid  in  and  sat  down.  It 
was  a  huge,  beautiful  church  with 
sunlight  streaming  in  through  big 
stained-glass  windows. 

The  organist  was  playing  "I  Love 
You  Truly,"  and  I  heard  lots  of 
sniffling  all  around  us.  There  must 
have  been  a  couple  hundred  men 
and  women  attending  the  wedding. 
When  I  turned  my  head  to  look  at 
Ethel,  to  ask  if  she  saw  anyone 
she  knew,  she  had  her  white 
hankie  out  and  was  sniffling  and 
blinking  her  eyes  along  with  the 
other  women;  so  I  decided  not  to 
bother  her  just  then. 

Suddenly,  the  organ  switched 
over  to  the  wedding  march  and 
everyone  stood  up.  So  did  we.  A 
door  in  the  front  of  the  church 
opened  and  three  young  men  wear- 
ing dark  suits  and  white  flowers 
in  their  lapels  came  out  and  stood 
at  the  front  of  the  aisle,  looking 
back.  I  figured  the  fellow  in  the 
middle  was  the  groom;  it  seemed 
he  was  leaning  a  little  against  the 
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other  two,  and  there  was  a  serious 
smile  on  his  face. 

Then,  the  bridal  procession  start- 
ed down  the  aisle.  If  the  women- 
folk had  been  sniffling  before,  they 
were  really  shedding  tears  now. 
Ethel  had  used  up  one  of  the  two 
handkerchiefs  she  had  brought 
along,  already,  and  she  fumbled 
in  her  purse,  searching  for  the 
second  one. 

The  bride,  wearing  a  pretty  white 
wedding  gown  and  a  veil,  walked 
right  up  to  the  nervous-looking 
young  groom  and  they  locked  arms 
and  turned  to  walk  up  to  the  altar. 

While  the  wedding  was  taking 
place,  Ethel  tugged  at  my  coat 
sleeve,  her  dark  brown  eyes  still 
spouting  tears.  I  knew  what  she 
wanted.  I  reached  into  my  coat 
pocket  and  gave  her  my  hankie. 
There  was  something  that  crackled 
in  my  pocket,  so  without  drawing 
attention  to  myself,  I  carefully 
eased  it  out. 

Sure  enough,  there  was  the  wed- 
ding invitation.  When  I  had  no- 
ticed it  on  top  of  our  piano  while 
Ethel  was  standing  in  front  of  the 
mirror,  adjusting  her  hat,  I  must 
have  picked  it  up  and  stuffed  it 
into  my  pocket,  to  be  sure  that 
we  didn't  forget  it. 

I  was  reading  it  when  the  organ 
thundered  into  the  joyful  reces- 
sional and  everyone  stood  up  again 
as  the  newly-married  young  cou- 
ple walked  proudly,  happily  out  of 
the  church. 

"Come  on,"  I  muttered,  taking 
Ethel's  arm  as  the  other  men  and 
women  started  laughing  and  talk- 
ing about  how  beautiful  the  bride 
was  and  what  a  lovely  wedding  it 
had  been. 

She  looked  surprised,  but  she  al- 
lowed me  to  lead  her  out  of  the 
church.  We  were  hurrying  along 
the  sidewalk  toward  our  car  while 
the  reception  line  was  forming  on 
the  front  lawn. 

"Frank!  We  can't  just  run  off 
like  this,"  she  protested,  beginning 
to  balk.  "I  have  to  see  Helen,  and 
we  have  to  congratulate  her  daugh- 
ter and — " 

"Not  here,  we  won't,"  I  said, 
grinning  and  feeling  foolish. 
"We've  just  been  guests  at  the 
wrong  wedding."     • 
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WEST  WRGINIAWORKERS 
RECEIVE  DIPLOMAS 


By   SIM   A.    WILSON,    State    Director 


At  the  time  of  the  release  of  the 
1969  fall  church  training  course, 
A  Survey  of  the  Epistles,  by  Charles 

W.  Conn,  a  Master  Christian  Ser- 
vice Training  Diploma  was  also 
made  available  to  all  persons  in- 
terested in  the  Christian  Education 
ministry  of  the  Church  of  God. 

Since  its  availability,  fifty  work- 
ers in  the  state  of  West  Virginia 
have  received  this  highest  of 
awards.  These  workers  care.  They 
cared  enough  to  expend  their  ef- 
forts in  better  preparing  themselves 
to  serve  the  Lord  and  His  Church. 

This  diploma  represents  diligence 
in  pursuit  of  study  through  the 
church  training  program.  It  sig- 
nifies that,  since  the  first  study 
course  was  offered  in  1956,  each  of 
these     workers     has     satisfactorily 


completed  twenty  courses  and  has 
received  certificates  for  them.  At 
least  eleven  of  these  workers  have 
completed  all  thirty-six  courses 
currently  available  in  the  program. 
Each  has  received  a  church  train- 
ing diploma  in  both  the  General 
(100 1    and  Bible   ( 200 1   series. 

A  West  Virginia  Christian  Educa- 
tion worker  holds  the  distinction  of 
being  the  first  person  in  the  Church 
of  God  to  qualify  for  the  Master 
Diploma.  Mrs.  Geraldene  Light  of 
the  Kenova  Church  of  God  was 
presented  the  first  Master  Chris- 
tian Service  Training  Diploma  in  a 
special  ceremony  by  her  pastor,  the 
Reverend  E.  E.  Winters,  Jr.,  and 
by  the  West  Virginia  State  Sunday 
School  and  Youth  Director. 

A    concerned    worker    is    not    re- 


Shown  below  are  lour  ol  the  fitty  workers  in  West  Virginia 
who  have  received  the  Master  Christian  Service  Training 
Diploma. 


quired  to  leave  the  doctrinal  safety 
of  his  own  church,  nor  even  the 
serene  comfort  of  his  own  home,  to 
receive  some  basic  training  in 
Christian  Education  work;  it  is 
available  through  our  church  train- 
ing program. 
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Bailey,  James  E. 

Princeton 

Baughman.  Emma 
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Blevins.  Aivin  B. 

Kenova 

Blevins.  Olive 

Jeanne 

Kenova 

Bobbitt.  William  S. 

East  Bank 

•Christian.  Gladys  G. 

Bradshaw 

'Christian.  Katherlne 

Bradshaw 

Davis.  Opal 

Huntington 

Farley.  Sallle  F. 

Jefferson  Avenue 

Fender.  L.  C. 

Brenton 

Fink.  Maggie 

Princeton 

Franklin.  Marguerite 

Huntington 

Gilmer.  Jean 

Princeton 

Grissom.  Delia 

Wilcoe 

Hensley.  Donna 

Louise 

Seth 

Hudson.  Nancv 

Davis  Creek 

Hull.  Virginia 

Princeton 

Isaacs.  Mary  C. 

Kenova 

Light.  Geraldene 

Kencva 

Miller.  Marjorle 

Bradshaw 

'Music.  Roy  H. 

Conklintown 

NorrLs.  C.  J. 

Princeton 

O'  Hara,  Rev.  J.  F. 

Huntington 

O'Hara.  Mrs.  J.  F. 

Huntington 

Parks.  Charlotte 

Princeton 

"Pedigo.  Carroll 

Beckley 

Phlegar.  Geraldlne 

Princeton 

Povnter.  Elsie 

Huntington 

Pulley.  Edith 

Kenova 

'Scyphers.  Mae 

Bradshaw 

Shrewsbury-.  A.  E. 

Princeton 

Shrewsbury.  Edith 

Prm.  .'ton 

Stephens.  Rev.  Denver 

Ronceverte 

Stephens.  June 

Ronceverte 

•Stewart.  Peggy 

Davis  Creek 

Tomblin.  Arnold 

Huntineton 

Tomblln.  Rena 

Huntington 

-Treadway.  Rev.  R.  L. 

Verdunville 

Vance.  Rev    Tony 

Parboursville 

Vicars.  Joseph  H. 

Princeton 

Vicars.  Lorraine  M. 

Princeton 

Whisman.  Rev.  Fred  H. 

Logan 

Wilson.  Charles  A. 

Wilcoe 

•Wilson.  Ida  M. 

Wilcoe 

Wilson.  Marv  S. 

Wilcoe 

♦Wilson.  Rev,  Ralph  A. 

Wilcoe 

•Wilson.  Shlrlev  J. 

MacArthur 

•Wilson.  Rev    Sim  A 

MacArthur 

Mrs    Carroll  Pedigo  Ralph  A    Wilson 
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PASTOR 

COMPLETES 

ALL  TRAINING 

COURSES 


Several  years  ago  the  Church  of 
God  instituted  a  training  program 
for  workers  called  "The  Church 
Training  Course."  This  program 
has  proven  to  be  most  valuable  in 
preparing  workers  and  stewards  for 
the  Master's  Vineyard.  The  Church 
Training  Course  continually  gen- 
erates interest  and  enthusiasm,  and 
our  teachers  and  workers  are  en- 
couraged to  better  prepare  them- 
selves for  the  tasks  before  them. 
Thank  God  for  people  who  have  a 
vision  and  whose  main  objective  in 
life  is  to  win  others  to  Christ. 

An  example  of  this  type  of  per- 
son is  the  Reverend  Robert  McKin- 
ney,  pastor  of  the  Wilmington, 
Delaware,  Church  of  God.  Brother 
McKinney  has  completed  all  of  the 
church  training  courses  that  have 
been  offered.  They  are  as  follows: 
I.  General  Division  <  100  Series  > 

II.  Bible  Division   (200  Series) 

III.  Church  Doctrine  Division  (300 
Series  i 

IV.  Christian  Living  Division  (400 
Series  i 

V.  Evangelism  Division  (500  Ser- 
ies) 
VI.  Youth  Leadership  Division 

(600  Series) 
VII.  Special  Study  Division   (700 
Series) 
Brother    McKinney    has    in    his 
possession  all  of  the  Certificates  of 
Credit  and  Diplomas,  as  well  as  the 
Master  Diploma.  Also,  he  has  loan- 
ed his  personal   training  books  to 
various     members     so     that     they 
might  obtain  their  credits  and  cer- 
tificates.   Now,  some  of  his  mem- 
bers are  also  holders  of  the  Master 
Diploma. 

May  we  commend  the  Reverend 
Robert  McKinney  for  a  work  well 
done! — Ethel  Caldivell,  reporter 


Bible  Memory  Course 


GENEVA   CARROLL 


Special  recognition  was  given  to 
twenty-four  boys  and  girls  at  the 
North  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  Church 
of  God,  on  April  22,  19,70.  One  boy 
and  five  girls  received  the  "Pilot 
Pin,"  which  is  the  award  for  com- 
pleting the  three-year  Bible  Mem- 
ory Course.  This  course  requires 
the  reading  of  the  New  Testament 
and  doing  all  other  work  required. 

Different  teaching  techniques 
were  devised  to  help  the  boys  and 


girls  to  learn  their  memory  work 
in  a  way  that  would  make  it  more 
meaningful  to  them.  Twenty-three 
boys  and  girls  and  five  counselors 
are  pictured.  One  little  girl  was 
absent  because  of  illness. 

This  Bible  Memory  Course  has 
been  taught  at  the  North  Cleveland 
Church  for  the  past  six  years,  dur- 
ing which  time  more  than  fifty 
boys  and  girls  have  received  certi- 
ficates   and    the    "Pilot   Pin." 


50  .o'SOO 

CASH 


FOR  SALE:  GOSPEL  TENTS 

Special   prices  to  ministers.   For  com- 
plete   information    write 

VAIDOSTA  TENT 

MANUFACTURING  CO. 

P.    O.    Box    248,    Valdosta,    Georgia 

31601 

Phone   242-0730 


FOR  YOUR 
CLUB! 
SCHOOL! 
CHURCH! 


BAPTISTRIES -SPIRES    '" 


OUR   "50-50"    PLAN 
MEANS  MORE   PROFIT! 

550.00  CASH  even.'  time  10  members  of  your 
group  each  sell  10  bottles  of  Gran-ma's  Pride 
(12  oz.)  Vanilla  and/or  Lemon  Flavoring  at 
SI. 00   each. 

100%  PROFIT!  The  12  oz.  bottles  of  Flavoring 
cost  your  group  onlv  50c  each-sell  for  SI. 00! 
NO  INVESTMENT!  NOT  EVEN  lc!  Order 
100  to  500  bottles  today.  Take  up  to  30  days  to 
send  payment.  Give  your  name,  title,  phone 
number  and  complete  address,  the  name,  ad- 
dress, etc.  of  2nd  officer,  name  of  group, 
quantity  of  each  desired,  and  nearest  Freight 
Office  (no  parcel  post).  Extras  sent  FREE  to 
cover  shipping  cost.  OFFER  OPEN  TO 
GROUPS  ONLY!    WRITE  TODAY! 


VERNE  COLLIER 


Dept.  4-69 

900  North  19th  Street 

Birmingham,  Alabama  35203 


Wiedemann  tfnduttuel.  tfnc. 

Box  672  Dept.  J5,  Muscatine,  Iowa 


GOSPEL  TENTS  FOR  SALE 
10%  dtscomt  to  EramjoHtH    and 
Church**.    For    complete    inform*- 


MAHAPPEY  BROTHERS  TENT  AND 
AWNING  CO. 
P.    O.    BOS    18314  Phon.. 

Memphis,  Tennemc*  Ml  18 


Fantastic  Savings  on  NEW 

ACCORDIONS  </2  OFF 


_SAVE  UP  TO  H  OFF  PRICES  OF  COMPARABLE  ACCORD  10RS 

>  New  Models— Easy  Terms 

new  models!  Many  newelectronic 
accordions-amplifiers!  Packed 
with  new  ideas,  new  styling,  new 
features!  Buy  direct  from  world's 
arpest  exclusive  accordion 

ealer!  Importer- To-Yon  Prlce«l 
Easy  Term*:  LOW  DOWN  PAY- 
MKNT.  FREE  BONUS  GIFTS  for 
promptneim  In  ordering. Tr«(i«-fna 
MONEY  BACK  GUARANTEE  welcomed-FREE  Color  CtRloyi _ 
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By   CLARE   MISELE5 


Marriage 
Longevity 
Tips 


MARRIAGE  LONGEVITY 
tips  are  really  for  every- 
one. If  your  marriage  is 
rocky,  you  most  certainly  need 
them;  and  if  your  marriage  is 
stepping  along  on  the  right  foot, 
you  still  need  them  to  keep  that 
footing  secure. 

These  helpful  pointers  do  not 
stem  from  professional  marriage 
counselors,  but  from  couples  who, 
from  practical  experience,  know  of 
what  they  speak.  Who  are  they? 
Oldsters!  Men  and  women  who 
have  been  blessed  by  God  to  reach 
happily  together  a  fiftieth  or  six- 
tieth wedding  anniversary.  You've 
seen  them,  walking  together  down 
the  street,  arm  in  arm,  devoted  to 
each  other,  loving  each  other. 
You've  probably  even  felt  a  pang 
of  envy  and  wondered  if  you  would 
be  as  fortunate. 

These  folks  know  little  about 
psychology,  but  they  have  the  an- 
swers down  pat.  One  aged  lady, 
who  still  feels  like  a  bride  (that's 
what  she  said)  advises  married 
couples  to  try  and  grow  up.  "We 
all  think  we're  grown-up.  I  know." 
She  stopped  to  remember  her  im- 
maturity. "Oh,  I  had  so  much  to 
learn.  I  was  picky,  fussing  all  the 
time,  making  'mountains  out  of 
molehills.' "    She    glanced    at    the 


front  porch  where  her  love  was 
dozing  in  a  rocker.  "If  it  weren't 
for  my  Walter,  we'd  have  nev- 
er made  our  sixty-third  anniver- 
sary. He  had  the  patience  of  Job. 
Sometimes  I  think  he  was  born 
wise!"  She  chuckled,  then  added 
seriously,  "At  least  he  was  wise 
enough  to  show  me  the  way  to 
grow  up." 

"What  happens,"  she  was  asked, 
"if    there    isn't    a    Walter?" 

"Then  trouble's  ahead,"  she  ad- 
mitted. "No  one  knows  better  than 
my  sister  Mary.  She  and  Bill  had 
an  awful  lot  of  growing  up  to  do, 
and  their  quick  tongues  and  short 
tempers  had  everyone  in  the  fam- 
ily thinking  they  never  would. 
And  they  loved  each  other!  One 
night  they  had  a  terrible  argu- 
ment— that's  when  the  kitchen 
ceiling  fell  down  and  almost  killed 
Mary."  She  sighed.  "God  works  in 
mysterious  ways.  He  must  have 
wanted  them  to  live  together  and 
have  a  happy  marriage,  because 
Bill  took  Mary  in  his  arms  and 
prayed  and  promised  the  Lord 
that  they  would  find  a  way  to 
work  out  their  problem.  They  did." 

Her  blue  eyes  sparkled.  "They 
just  celebrated  their  sixtieth  an- 
niversary. Their  secret  was  to  take 
a   walk.  It  was  their  way   to  cool 


off.  When  sparks  began  to  fly, 
Bill  took  off.  There  was  no  slam- 
med door,  no  angry  words.  He  just 
went  outdoors  quietly  to  let  off  the 
steam.  In  the  meantime  Mary 
busied  herself  with  the  children. 
It  worked!  When  Bill  returned,  he 
kissed  Mary;  she  returned  the  kiss, 
and  as  though  nothing  had  hap- 
pened, they  went  on  till  they  could 
later  talk  over  their  problem  quiet- 
ly  and   logically." 

Another  oldster  advises:  "Keep 
your  secrets.  Early  in  my  marriage, 
I  learned  a  valuable  lesson:  to 
keep  my  pre-marriage  experiences 
to  myself,  particularly  those  that 
had  to  do  with  beaus.  Like  a  child 
I  prattled  on  about  this  beau  that 
once  adored  me,  about  where  we 
went  and  the  pretty  things  he  told 
me,  and  how  he  even  kissed  me. 
That  was  the  last  straw!  My  hus- 
band glared  at  me  and  thundered, 
'Then  why  didn't  you  marry  him?' 
It  wasn't  so  much  what  he  said, 
but  the  way  he  said  it  that  made 
my  heart  quake  with  fear.  I  had 
gone  too  far,  and  I  also  knew  if  I 
continued  with  this  nonsense,  my 
marriage    would    be    short-lived. 

"That  was  a  long  time  ago.  To 
be  exact,  fifty-eight  years.  It's  also 
a  long  time  since  I  talked  of  that 
beau.  You  see,  I  learned  a  precious 
lesson — if  you  have  to  recall  the 
petty  nonsense  of  the  past  to  bring 
excitement  and  joy  into  a  union 
between  man  and  wife,  there  is 
little  hope  for  a  loving  and  good 
marriage. 

"No  matter  what  the  secret  is, 
even  if  it's  a  dark  one,  keep  it  to 
yourself.  No  good  comes  from 
shedding  the  soul  of  guilt  and  re- 
morse when  it  only  heaves  a  bit- 
ter burden  on  the  other." 

The  general  consensus,  among 
those  with  long  marriages  is  be 
devoted.  One  oldster  put  it  beauti- 
fully: "'Draw  near  with  a  true 
heart.  .  .  .' "  Do  so,  and  devotion 
will    be    returned    to    you    twofold. 

These  marriage  longevity  tips 
are  free.  But  even  if  you  were  com- 
pelled to  pay  for  the  advice  here- 
in, it  would  be  worth  it.  How  do 
you  know  for  sure?  Try  it!  And 
fifty  years  from  now,  please  let  us 
know  your  answer.    • 
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You    must    first    improve    your 
ability  to  communicate  with  your 
children. 

Greater  Than 
Any  Other 
Success 

By  JOHN   E.    LEWIS 


IN  YOUR  ASSIGNMENTS  in 
business,  community,  or 
church  you  have  manuals, 
instructions,  and  training  to  assist 
you  in  motivating  others  and  be- 
coming a  better  leader.  Why  do  you 
not  apply  these  same  leadership 
techniques  to  your  relationships  in 
your  home? 

Surely  you  can  be  an  effective 
Christian  leader  with  your  chil- 
dren if  you  apply  the  same  effort 
and  methods  to  this  leadership  po- 
sition as  you  do  to  your  business, 
community,  or  other  work.  Surely 
you  can  utilize  all  the  skill,  knowl- 
edge, and  training  you  have  in 
teaching,  guiding,  and  leading  the 

{children  for  whom  you  are  respon- 
sible. 

One  leadership  technique  which 
can  be  used  to  better  advantage 
deals  with  the  area  of  communi- 
cations. If  you  are  going  to  teach 
your  children,  you  must  first  im- 
prove your  ability  to  communicate 
with  them. 

One  thing  which  obstructs  com- 
munications is  the  fact  that  every- 
one is  self-centered.  You  think  of 
your  problems  first  and  children 
also  think  of  their  own  problems 
first.  You  may  forget  how  sensi- 
tive   children    are,    or    how    easily 


they  may  be  hurt.  In  communica- 
ting with  them  you  should  consider 
the  child's  feelings,  personality, 
and  the  circumstances  of  the  mo- 
ment. 

You  should  also  keep  your  posi- 
tion in  mind;  children  have  a  ten- 
dency sometimes  to  resist  because 
you  represent  authority,  not  neces- 
sarily because  of  what  you  say.  As 
a  cardinal  rule  of  communicating, 
you  should  listen,  listen,  listen  to 
your  children,  instead  of  always 
explaining. 

Another  technique  you  need  to 
develop  is  the  proper  method  of 
discipline  and  criticism.  You 
should  attempt  to  aid  your  chil- 
dren to  voluntarily  recognize  the 
effect  of  their  actions — upon  them- 
selves as  well  as  upon  others.  You 
should  try  to  motivate  them  to  do 
the  right  thing  because  it  is  the 
right  thing.  You  should  teach  them 
correct  principles  and  allow  them 
to  govern  themselves. 

You  should  be  uniform  in  dis- 
cipline; correct  with  the  attitude 
of  being  helpful.  And  you  need  to 
correct  calmly,  patiently,  and  with- 
out anger.  You  should  praise  in 
public  and  discipline  in  private.  Be- 
ing disciplined  in  front  of  others 
undermines  the  self-confidence  of 
anyone,    especially   young   people. 

Another  leadership  technique 
you  should  cultivate  is  proper  del- 
egation of  responsibility.  If  you  as- 
sign a  task  to  a  child,  you  should 
make  sure  you  allow  him  to  func- 
tion on  his  own  and  have  the  re- 
sponsibility for  completion  of  the 
task.  You  should  help  him  to  find 
a  solution  by  himself. 

In  delegating  authority,  keep  the 
proper  goal  in  mind.  Any  mother 
knows  the  teen-ager's  bedroom  can 
be  cleaned  faster  and  more  ef- 
ficiently if  Mother  does  the  job 
herself.  But  the  ultimate  goal  is 
not  the  rapid  and  efficient  clean- 
ing of  the  bedroom:  the  goal  is 
proper  training  of  the  teen-ager — 
to  equip  him  to  lead  a  better 
Christian  life,  to  be  a  better  adult, 
and  to  be  better  able  to  cope  with 
life's  problems. 

These  things  are  not  accom- 
plished by  Mother  cleaning  the 
bedroom.  Therefore,  you  must 
guide  and  lead  the  teen-ager,  but 


not  take  over  for  the  teen-ager. 

In  teaching  and  motivating  chil- 
dren you  must  learn  to  work  with 
their  strengths  instead  of  con- 
stantly criticizing  their  weakness- 
es. If  you  single  out  a  child's 
weaknesses,  his  reaction  is  self- 
defense.  However,  if  you  let  him  de- 
cide where  he  thinks  he  can  im- 
prove, then  he  is  personally  in- 
volved in  the  process  and  is  more 
likely  to  improve  himself.  You 
should  convince  the  youth  that 
your  interest  in  him  is  sincere,  and 
this  also  inspires  him  to  self- 
motivation. 

Another  technique  in  leading  is 
to  strive  for  consistency  within 
you.  If  you  lose  your  temper,  you 
may  frighten  your  children.  If  you 
vacillate  in  your  reactions,  you  may 
bewilder  them.  They  are  looking  to 
you  for  example.  To  set  the  pat- 
tern for  their  lives,  they  need  par- 
ents who  are  steady  and  whose 
actions  are  predictable.  Parents 
who  fluctuate  in  their  behavior 
and  attitudes  confuse  their  chil- 
dren and  cause  the  children  to 
worry  more  about  what  their 
parents  will  do  than  about  what 
they  should  do. 

Finally,  you  should  be  aware 
that  influence  over  children  can 
only  be  maintained  by  encourage- 
ment, by  persuasion,  and,  as  the 
Apostle  Paul  said,  by  "love  un- 
feigned." 

Children  want  to  do  the  right 
thing;  but  they  must  be  taught, 
guided,  and  motivated.  They  must 
be  shown  that  doing  the  right 
thing  will  be  rewarded,  not  with 
material  rewards,  but  with  the 
knowledge  that  their  parents  ac- 
cept them  and  appreciate  them, 
and  that  it  really  matters  to  them 
whether  or  not  their  children  do 
well. 

In  order  to  help  your  children 
succeed,  you  must  use  the  best 
leadership  techniques  you  know  in 
dealing  with  them. 

If  your  children  achieve  this 
type  of  success — of  doing  the  right 
thing,  of  living  Christian  ideals 
and  thus  doing  well  in  life — then 
you  will  have  succeeded  in  your 
role  in  the  home,  which  is,  after 
all,  greater  than  any  other  success 
you  can  achieve.    • 
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A  Bold  Look  Into  the  Challenging  World  of  Twentieth-Century  Youth 


By   FLOYD   D.    CAREY 


Teen  Girls 

and  thcj 

Thread  Scena 


The  Bible  teaches  that  woi 
should  wear  modest  apparel  (1 
Timothy  2:9).  As  a  Christian  teen- 
ager, and  in  light  of  current  fash- 
ions, how  should  this  admonition, 
and  the  desire  to  be  a  witness,  be 
related  to  the  personal  dressing 
practices  of  teen-age  girls? 


Janice    Gunnels,    Age    19:    As    a 

Christian  teen-age  girl,  I  feel  that 
it  is  very  important  to  look  at  the 
thread  scene.  The  current  fashions 
are  "very  short"  and  "see  through." 
You  are  not  considered  part  of  the 
"in"  crowd  if  your  dress  length  is 
close  to  your  knees.  Christian  girls 
should  feel  convicted  if  they  follow 
fashions  that  overexpose  the  body. 
I  do  not  feel  that  you  have  to  dress 
like  your  great-grandmother,  but 
wise  judgement  should  be  exercised 
in  choosing  clothing.  I  would  hate 
to  know  that  I  would  have  to  stand 
before  God  clothed  in  some  of  the 
current  fashions,  to  give  an  ac- 
count of  the  "good"  I  have  done 
while  on  earth. 

Robert    Bagwell,    Jr.,    Age    17:    I 

believe  that  a  girl  should  dress  at 
all  times  in  such  a  way  that  she 
would  not  be  ashamed  if  the  Lord 
were  to  return  the  next  minute. 
Some  people  say  it  should  be  left 
to  the  girl  and  her  convictions. 
Some  girls  never  seem  to  be  con- 
victed as  long  as  what  they  are 
wearing  is  the  style.  I  believe  she 
should  pray  about  her  dress  and 
seek  to  dress  modestly,  to  have  the 
right  attitudes,  and  to  let  her  ac- 
tions compliment  her  dressing  code. 

Kathy  Rush,  Age  16:  I  think  that 
a  girl  can  dress  with  the  fashions 


— colors,  patterns,  styles — with  one 
exception:  she  should  dress  in  a 
way  which  is  becoming  to  her  as 
an  individual.  Every  girl  wants  to 
feel  properly  dressed;  and,  in  or- 
der to  do  so,  she  changes  as  the 
style  changes.  She  must  be  careful 
to  dress  in  modest  apparel,  cloth- 
ing that  is  not  too  bright  or  drab 
or  that  is  not  too  long  or  short, 
so  as  not  to  destroy  her  Christian 
testimony. 

Bobby  McCuen,  Age  15:  I  think 
that  style,  or  no  style,  the  teach- 
ings of  the  Bible  should  come  first 
in  the  dressing  practices  of  teen- 
age girls.  A  Christian  girl  should 
strive  to  be  an  example  to  other 
girls  in  dress,  and  an  example  of 
holiness  beauty — r  a  t  h  e  r  than  a 
cause  of  lust — to  boys. 

Judy  Foister,  Age  18:  Teen-agers 
can  be  in  style  and  still  dress  in 
modest  apparel.  As  Christians,  we 
must  set  an  example  for  the  world 
so  that  when  they  look  at  us  they 
can  see  a  difference — a  difference 
in  the  total  outlook  of  our  lives. 
If  we  wear  mini-skirts,  like  the 
rest  of  the  world,  they  will  view 
us  as  merely  one  of  the  crowd.  Even 
if  we  must  sacrifice  "indulgence  in 
some  fashions,"  it  is  worth  it  to 
honor  the  One  who  sacrificed  His 
life  for  us. 
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Sandra  Fortner,  Age  18:  Many  of 
the  fashions  today  are  only  the 
fulfilling  of  the  Word.  The  Bible 
says  that  in  the  last  days  that  men 
would  lust  after  flesh.  Many  of  the 
fashions  today  cause  men  to  lust. 
Christian  teen-age  girls  should 
avoid  dressing  practices,  or  actions, 
that  set  the  wrong  example.  God 
wants  us  to  be  true  examples  of 
Christianity. 

Sam  Brand,  Age  17:  For  a  Chris- 
tian girl  to  dress  in  modest  ap- 
parel means  that  she  should  not 
dress  to  attract  men.  Modest  ap- 
parel then,  does  not  include  mini- 
skirts, plunging  necklines,  shorts 
and  see-through  blouses.  Immodest 
apparel  provokes  lust.  Jesus  said 
that  it  is  a  sin  for  a  man  to  look 
upon  a  woman  with  lust  in  his 
heart.  A  Christian  girl  will  not  want 
to  sin,  and  she  will  not  want  others 
to  sin  because  of  the  way  she 
dresses. 

Incite 
How  do  you  feel  about  "Teens  and 
the  Thread  Scene?"  What  about 
the  posture,  walk  and  actions  of 
some  girls  who  wear  long  sleeves 
and  long  skirts?  What  about  pride 
in  dressing?  Are  these  things  just 
as  wrong  as  mini-skirts,  etc.? 

I  Rebel,  Too 

I  am  rebelling  against  some  of  the  state- 
ments made  by  the  rebellers  in  the  March 
Insight  discussion.  I  disagree  with  the 
comment,  "on  some  points  the  church 
must  change,  even  though  some  of  the 
older  people  in  the  church  think  things 
should  stay  the  same."  I  think  the  only 
procedures  that  should  be  changed  are 
those  of  formality.  The  Holy  Ghost  should 
be  the  director  of  every  service.  Many 
young  people,  however,  do  not  know  what 
to  believe  because  some  of  the  older  people 
have  lost  sight  of  what  they  really  believe. 
Every  Christian,  young  and  old,  should 
take  a  firmer  stand  for  his  Christian  stan- 
dards   because    Jesus    is   soon    coming. 


Art:  My  girl  friend  and  I  were  very  happy 

for    15   years. 
Flop:    Then    what   happened? 
Art:    We    met. 


Have    you    noticed?    "Xerox    never    comes 
up    with    anything    original." 


Show  me  a  teen-ager  who  speaks  like 
a  big  wheel,  and  I  will  show  you  a  spokes- 
man. 


Webesterism 

Castor   oil— A  lubricant   for   fishing   reels. 
Dentist — A  person  who  gets  paid  for  boring 

you. 
Compromise — An  agreement  that  displeases 

each    side    equally. 


The   Manifold    Grace 
of   God 


By  WALLACE  A.    ELY 


THE  UNBELIEVER  WHO  does 
not  know  the  grace  of  God 
may  honestly  ask,  "Is  your 
God  a  God  of  justice?  Is  He  holy? 
Does  He  really  have  all  power?" 
The  devoted  child  of  God  who  has 
had  personal  experiences  in  the 
justice,  holiness,  and  power  of  God 
emphatically  answers,  "Yes,"  to  all 
of   these   questions. 

The  unbeliever  may  suppose  that 
he  has  caught  the  child  of  God  in 
a  trap.  "Why  does  He  not  demon- 
strate His  justice,  holiness,  and 
power  by  His  eliminating  inequal- 
ity, inhumanity,  selfishness,  and 
general  corruption  among  people?" 
he  may  ask. 

The  Christian  may  ask,  "Did  you 
ever   do   anything   unjust?" 

If  the  unbeliever  is  honest,  he 
will  reply,   "I  certainly  have." 

The  believer  may  then  ask,  "Have 
you  always  lived  a  holy  life?  Have 
you  ever  dealt  with  people  unequal- 
ly? Have  you  ever  committed  self- 
ish acts?" 

Again  any  honest  person  will 
admit,  "I  most  assuredly  have." 

The  believer  can  point  out,  "Here 
you  are,  well,  hale  and  happy.  By 
your  own  admission  you  are  guilty 
of  the  very  things  that  you  declare 
God  should  eliminate.  By  your  own 
standards,  you  would  have  been 
eliminated  most  likely  in  your  early 
childhood.  Only  by  God's  grace  are 
you  alive  today.  You  are  the  an- 
swer to  your  own  question.  My  God 
of  justice,  holiness,  and  all  power 
is  also  a  God  of  grace.  That  is  why 
you  are  alive  today." 

Indeed,  if  God  eliminated  all  in- 
equality, all  inhumanity,  selfishness 
and  greed  the  earth  would  not  be 


inhabited  today.  God  requires  holi- 
ness of  man  (Leviticus  11:44; 
11:45;  19:2;  20:7;  20:26;  21:6;  1 
Peter  1:15;  1  Peter  1:16).  His  mani- 
fold grace  gives  vile  sinners  more 
time  to  repent,  to  accept  Jesus 
Christ  as  their  personal  Saviour, 
and  to  become  holy.  God  does  not 
will  destruction  but  He  wills  sal- 
vation. 

God's  power  is  not  made  perfect 
in  nature  but  in  grace,  not  made 
perfect  in  destruction  but  in  salva- 
tion. He  is  not  like  the  owner  of  the 
fig  tree  who  said,  "Cut  it  down." 
He  is  like  the  dresser  of  the  vine- 
yard who  begged,  "Lord,  let  it  alone 
this  year  also,  till  I  shall  dig  about 
it,    and    dung   it"    (Luke    13:7,    8). 

The  grace  of  God  glows  with  its 
manifoldness  when  we  recognize 
that  we  all  "have  sinned,  and  come 
short  of  the  glory  of  God"  (Ro- 
mans 3:23).  "But  he  was  wounded 
for  our  transgressions,  he  was 
bruised  for  our  iniquities:  the  chas- 
tisement of  our  peace  was  upon 
him;  and  with  his  stripes  we  are 
healed.  All  we  like  sheep  have  gone 
astray;  we  have  turned  every  one 
to  his  own  way;  and  the  Lord  hath 
laid  on  him  the  iniquity  of  us  all" 
(Isaiah  53:5-6). 

God  does  not  compel  us  to  obey 
Him.  If  He  did,  we  would  not  have 
any  rewards  in  heaven.  We  could 
not  claim  any  personal  holiness, 
and  we  would  not  have  any  story 
of  redemption  to  tell.  We  choose 
sinfulness  or  holiness;  therefore, 
we  have  rewards  in  heaven  if  we 
choose  holiness.  We  forsake  sinful- 
ness and  put  on  the  holiness  of 
God.  All  comes  by  the  manifold 
grace  of  God.    • 
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THE  TWENTY-THIRD  PSALM 

The  Lord  is  my  shepherd; 

Like  sheep  that  sometimes  wander  from  the  flock 

In  tangled  paths  of  life  to  lose   their  way, 

I   need   my    Shepherd's   hand    and    watchful   eye 

To  keep  me  always,  lest  I  go  astray. 

/    shall    not   want. 

It  would  be  foolish  to  desire  possessions,  money,  fame — 
Earth's  treasures  all  are  worthless  in  the  end; 
Fulfillment  for  the  mind,  the  spirit,  and  the  soul 
Are  gifts  of  God — all  other's  to  transcend. 

He   maketh   me    to   lie   down   in   green   pastures:    he 

leadeth  me  beside  the  still  waters. 

My  hunger  for  the   truth  He   satisfies; 

Upon   the   Word,  the   Living   Bread,   I   feed; 

No  parching  thirst  I  know,  because  His  grace, 

A  pool  of  endless  depth,  supplies  my  need. 

He  restoreth  my  soul:  he  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of 
righteousness  for  his  name's  sake. 
Danger  may  lie  ahead  in  twisted  paths 
And  pitfalls,  hidden,  that  I  cannot  see, 
But  He,  who  promised  He  would  keep  His  sheep 
Goes  first,  and  makes  the  way  both  safe  and  right  for 
me. 

Yea,  though  I  ivalk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadoio 

of  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil:  for  thou  art  with  me; 

thy  rod  and  thy  staff  they  comfort  me. 

Death  casts  its  shadow  on  us  every  day  of  life; 

Around  us  everywhere  we  see  its  blight, 

I  need  not  fear,  the  hope  and  comfort  that  He  gives 

Drives  out  the  dark,  like  sunrise  after  night. 

Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in  the  presence  of 

mine  enemies:  thou  anointest  my  head  with  oil;  my 

cup  runneth  over. 

My  slyest  enemies  are  Satan,  self,  and  sin. 

But  these  shall  never  have  the  victory; 

His  power  to  overcome  all  foes  is  mine — 

Provided,  without  measure,  full  and  free. 

Surely  goodness  a?id  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the 
days  of  my  life:  and  1  will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the 
Lord  forever. 

So  if  I  blunder  on  the  way,  He  understands; 
His  patient  love  forever  follows  me; 
I  cannot  go  so  far  that  He  is  left  behind, 
And   there   awaits   a  perfect  fold,   in   His   eternity. 

— Martha  Sanders 
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Editorial 


Clyne  W.  Buxton 


T^>e  House 
of  God 


HILE  DRIVING  along  a  boulevard  in  a  south- 
ern city,  I  came  upon  a  magnificent  Jewish 
synagogue.  In  studying  the  remarkable 
architecture  of  this  house  of  worship,  I  immediately 
saw  bold  letters  on  the  front  which  read:  "This  is 
none  other  but  the  house  of  God,  and  this  is  the  gate 
of  heaven."  The  architect,  quoting  Genesis  28:17,  felt 
that  these  ancient  words  of  Jacob  complemented  this 
ultramodern  edifice.  Immediately  my  mind  recon- 
structed the  time  and  place  of  this  notable  statement 
of  the  patriarch  Jacob.  Sleeping  alone  under  the 
stars  with  stones  for  a  pillow,  he  had  just  had  the 
astounding  dream  of  angels  ascending  and  descend- 
ing a  ladder,  and  God  had  just  finished  talking  with 
him.  Amazed  that  God  would  speak  to  him,  Jacob 
said,  "Surely  the  Lord  is  in  this  place;  and  I  knew 
it  not."  He  named  the  place  Bethel. 

It  is  most  fitting  that  a  church  be  called  the  gate 
to  heaven,  for  within  its  walls  souls  of  youths  and 
adults  are  shaped  for  eternity.  In  my  childhood  I 
knew  a  man  who  mocked  the  preacher,  poked  fun  at 
church  members,  and  led  a  life  of  dissipation.  But 
one  night  that  man  went  to  church.  God  gripped  his 
heart  and  he  yielded  his  life  to  the  Saviour.  That 
worship  service  became  a  gateway  to  heaven  for  him 
because  he  died  within  a  few  weeks,  testifying  that 
all  was  well. 

A  house  of  worship  should  be  a  lighthouse  to  erring 
men,  a  Bethel  where  men  meet  God,  a  place  where 
sinners  become  saints.  Getting  men  saved  is  the  pri- 
mary purpose  of  the  church.  The  local  church, 
around  whose  altars  sinners  are  constantly  finding 
salvation  and  Christians  are  continually  dedicating 
themselves  in  Christian  service,  is  a  church  that  is 
attending  to  the  King's  business.  Such  a  church  is 
a  gate   to  heaven. 


Oh,  the  joy  of  going  to  God's  house!  To  have  un- 
diluted fellowship  with  the  believers,  to  sing  the 
songs  of  redemption,  to  commune  with  God  as  a  con- 
gregation— this  is  next  to  heaven  itself;  then  the  gate 
of  heaven  is  fully  ajar.  Someday  we,  the  believers,  will 
walk  through  that  gate  into  the  eternal  presence  of 
God.  At  that  time  the  joy,  the  thrill,  and  the  holiness 
of  an  earthly  worship  service  will  be  greatly  amplified 
and  will  be  ours  to  experience  throughout  the  aeons. 
But  until  that  day  we  will  keep  going  to  church;  we 
will  not  forsake  "the  assembling  of  ourselves  together, 
as  the  manner  of  some  is;  but  [will  be]  exhorting 
one  another:  and  so  much  the  more,  as  .  .  .  [we]  see 
the   day  approaching"    (Hebrews   10:25). 

A  man's  thoughts  are  never  nobler  than  when  he 
sits  in  God's  house.  From  there  sin  looks  its  dirtiest 
and  any  taint  of  wrong  in  his  life  looms  before  him  as 
a  black  mountain.  Furthermore,  pure  thoughts  flow 
more  freely  at  church.  While  a  mortal  man,  driven 
by  heavenly  inspiration,  imparts  God's  truths  from 
the  pulpit,  the  listener,  being  able  to  think  faster  than 
the  preacher  forms  words,  searches  out  the  intricate 
recesses  of  his  soul  as  he  is  built  up  in  the  most  holy 
faith. 

We  have  varied  experiences  in  God's  house.  Within 
its  walls  we  ourselves  receive  biblical  instruction,  and 
train  our  children  by  the  standards  found  in  God's 
Word.  It  is  here  that  we  baptize  believers,  dedicate 
children,  and  perform  wedding  ceremonies.  When 
loved  ones  cross  the  bridge  of  death,  we  bring  them  to 
God's  house  where  His  spoken  Word  comforts  our 
broken  hearts,  telling  us  that  we  shall  see  them  again. 
The  local  church,  then,  with  its  sorrows,  its  joys,  and 
its  guidance  is  near  the  heartbeat  of  God.  The  church 
is  the  gate  to  heaven. 
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That  Church 


T  WAS  MONDAY  morning, 
the  day  after  I  had  accepted 
Christ  as  my  personal  Sav- 
iour. I  went  to  high  school  sing- 
ing and  sporting  an  aura  of  church 
feeling  that  made  the  world 
strangely  new.  Everything  and  ev- 
eryone looked  beautiful!  I  left  the 
bus  and  walked  smiling  and  tall 
to  my  first  class,  and  there  was 
this  delicious  hollow  spot  in  my 
chest  where  all  the  sin  and  guilt 
had  been  packed  before  God  took 
it  out. 

The  feeling  stayed  with  me  right 
through  American  history,  algebra, 
and  study  hall.  I  was  so  happy, 
so  free,  so  utterly  a  new  creature 
that  I  remembered  with  amaze- 
ment the  sinner  I  had  been  only 
twenty-four  hours  earlier.  I  kept 
trying  to  explain  why  I  had  not 
gone  running  to  God  long  before. 

But  I  had  run  in  the  wrong  di- 
rection— from  church,  from  Moth- 
er and  Dad,  from  my  own  con- 
science, from  that  persistent  little 
voice  which  kept  warning  I  could 
not  go  on  that  way.  And  I  had 
tried  hard  to  make  it  with  other 
things.  None  of  it  had  worked.  The 
voice  kept  coming  back  and  the 
nights  got  longer  and  the  good 
times  left  more  and  more  ashes  in 
my  mouth. 

Then,  on  what  started  off  to  be 
just  another  Sunday  morning,  I 
went  to  Sunday  school  and  stayed 
for  morning  worship.  I  sat  on  the 
back  row — my  legs  stretched  out 
under  the  pew,  my  mind  else- 
where as  the  choir  went  through 
its  first  number.  "Let  them  sing," 
I  thought,  "seldom  do  they  give  al- 
tar invitations  on  Sunday  morn- 
ings." 

All  at  once  there  was  a  new  note 
to  the  singing.  Hands  clapped  and 
some  fists  shot  up  as  if  to  boost 
a  loud  hallelujah  on  through  the 
rafters.  Others  began  to  praise  the 


Lord  with  raised  arms  and  with 
tears  streaming  down  their  faces. 
I  felt  a  knot  in  my  throat  that 
made  it  almost  impossible  to  swal- 
low. 

And  somehow  that  was  when  I 
knew!  It  was  my  moment!  my  de- 
cision! my  junction  of  the  road!  I 
felt  God's  presence  and  power;  but 
I  felt,  too,  a  load  of  guilt  that 
pressed  me  to  the  pew.  Gripping 
me  was  the  worst  fear  in  the  world, 
fear  that  I  would  once  again  try 
to  be  a  Christian  and  fail.  I 
could  not  go  through  that  again! 

I  saw  Dad  standing  out  in  front 
of  the  choir.  His  face  was  chalky 
beneath  tears  and  his  arm  reached 
my  way;  his  hand  beckoned  me 
toward  the  altar.  I  took  the  big- 
gest step  of  my  life  on  leaded 
feet.  Then  I  ran!  My  heart  cracked 
open.  The  debris  washed  out  with 
my  tears,  and  God  hugged  me  in 
His  forgiving  arms. 

That's  why  I  still  felt  like  some- 
one from  another  world  the  next 
day.  Over  lunch  in  the  cafeteria 
I  explained  it  all  to  Dee,  my  clos- 
est chum.  Dee  seemed  to  listen,  but 
he  kept  eating  and  I  saw  right  off 
he  didn't  really  understand.  He  ex- 
cused himself  early  and  left  me 
alone  at  the  table. 

I  walked  out  on  the  campus, 
watched  some  of  the  guys  playing 
ball,  and  finally  stretched  in  the 
grass  beneath  a  maple.  My  church 
feeling  was  still  there,  but  some 
other  things  were  crowding  in  too; 
I  was  let  down  because  Dee  had 
acted  as  if  he  thought  that  all  I 
had  talked  about  was  passing 
fancy. 

But  it  wasn't!  Not  this  time. 
Away  up  I  could  see  blue  sky 
through  the  limbs  of  the  tree  and 
some  white  clouds  galloping  along. 
"Lord,"  I  whispered,  "I'll  show 
them.  Never!  Never  will  I  go  back 
on  You  again." 


I  thought  of  David  and  the 
giant,  Daniel  and  the  den  of  lions, 
the  three  Hebrew  children  and  the 
fiery  furnace;  and  I  guessed  God 
would  just  about  help  me  take  care 
of  either  of  those  temptations. 

The  first  bell  rang.  I  stood  up  and 
strolled  toward  the  main  building. 
None  of  the  others  were  coming  in 
yet.  I  thought  of  the  rest  room  and 
went  down  the  basement  stairs  two 
at  a  time.  The  basement  ceiling 
had  not  been  put  up;  and,  since 
all  the  plumbing  fixtures  inter- 
mingled with  the  rafters,  we  boys 
had  a  lot  of  fun  jumping  and 
swinging  on  the  pipes.  Ordinarily, 
I  knew  which  pipes  were  hot. 

Feeling  exceptionally  well,  what 
with  the  picture  of  David's  vic- 
tory over  Goliath  in  my  head,  I 
took  three  steps  and  jumped  high- 
er than  usual.  My  hands 
grasped  the  pipe.  Heat  seared  the 
palms  of  my  hands  and  fingers!  I 
yelled;  and,  before  my  feet 
touched  the  floor,  I  said  the  vilest 
oath  I  had  ever  heard  a  coal  miner 
utter. 

I  stood  there,  looking  at  the  red- 
ness of  my  hands,  slowly  con- 
scious of  a  sharper  pain  in  my 
heart,  and  knowing  the  church 
feeling  was  all  gone.  Nothing  was 
left.  I  went  to  a  corner  of  the  rest- 
room  where,  through  a  half  raised 
window,  I  could  see  the  feet  of  the 
kids  passing,  and  I  cried. 

"Lord,"  I  kept  saying  inside, 
"You  know  I  didn't  mean  to  say 
those  awful  words.  It  was  habit. 
An    awful    habit.    Forgive    me." 

I  heard  some  of  the  guys  com- 
ing. I  wiped  my  eyes  so  they 
wouldn't  know  and  tried  to  smile 
at  them  as  I  went  out.  I  didn't 
feel  like  David  any  more,  and 
there  wasn't  any  arrogance  in  my 
walk  or  a  song  in  my  heart,  but 
I  knew  I  wasn't  going  to  quit.  I 
kept   thinking    as    I    climbed    the 
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steps,  "Lord,  I'm  going  to  live  for 
You  anyway";  and,  with  that 
thought,  I  found  peace. 

That  was  a  lot  of  rocky  roads 
and  devilish  snares  and  hot  pipes 
ago,  and  every  once  in  a  while  I 
see  a  young  man  or  woman  try- 


ing to  figure  out  why  the  Christian 
life  isn't  made  up  of  church  feel- 
ing all  the  time.  Of  course  it's  won- 
derful to  feel  good,  but  it's  know- 
ing that  God  still  loves  us  in  spite 
of  what  we  are  that  helps  us  real- 
ly hang  in  there.    • 


By   HOYT   E.   STONE 
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still  there,  but  some 
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From  this  completely  covered  and  air  conditioned  Midtown  Plaza   Mall,   Rochester, 
New  York,  shoppers  have  access  to  more  than  1 ,000,000  square  ieet  of  retail  space. 

Boontown  Breakthrough 


EMARKABLE  Rochester"— 
that's  what  the  travel  fold- 
ers call  New  York  state's 
third  largest  city. 

Well-known  Rochester  natives 
from  the  past  include  Susan  B. 
Anthony,  champion  of  women's 
rights;  Frederick  Douglas,  Negro 
leader  of  the  Civil  War  era;  George 
Eastman,  inventor  of  roll  film; 
and  Hiram  Sibley,  founder  of  West- 
ern Union. 

Today,  "The  Flower  City"  is  a 
world  leader  in  the  manufacture 
of  cameras  and  photographic  sup- 
plies, optical  goods,  dental  and 
copying  equipment,  and  control  in- 
struments. Eastman  Kodak  and 
Xerox  Corporation  strength- 
en Rochester's  claim  of  employing 
the  second  highest  percentage  of 
scientists  in  the  United  States. 

But  Rochester  has  special  mean- 
ing for  Christians.  It  was  to  this 
city  that  God  sent  an  unforgetta- 
ble revival  in  the  mid-nineteenth 
century.  God's  Spirit  moved  in  such 
power  that  Lyman  Beecher  called 
it,  "The  greatest  revival  of  religion 
the  world  has  ever  seen  in  so  short 
a  time." 

The  story  began  in  the  late  sum- 
mer of  1830,  during  Charles  G. 
Finney's  holiday  in  upstate  New 
York.  The  thirty-eight-year-old 
evangelist  was  gaining  national  at- 
tention after  conducting  successful 
meetings    along    the    Erie    Canal. 


By  david  McCarthy 


Utica,  Troy,  and  Albany  had  ex- 
perienced spiritual  awakenings, 
and  now  invitations  were  coming 
from  all  over  the  East.  Boston, 
New  York,  and  Philadelphia  plead- 
ed with  Finney  to  come  to  their 
cities.  He  was  God's  man  of  the 
hour. 

Near  the  end  of  his  vacation, 
Finney  got  a  call  to  hold  meetings 
for  the  Presbyterians  of  Rochester. 
Inquiry  revealed  that  the  host 
church  had  just  lost  its  pastor, 
that  serious  divisions  existed 
among  Christians,  and  that  spiri- 
tual life  was  at  a  low  ebb  in  the 
city. 

Finney's  friends  advised  him  to 
reject  the  offer  and  go  to  the 
larger  cities  where  his  work  would 
attract  more  attention.  He  agreed 
with  their  logic  and  made  plans  to 
leave  for  New  York  the  next  morn- 
ing. But  God  had  other  plans.  A 
sleepless,  prayer-filled  night  led 
Finney  to  change  his  mind.  He 
caught  the  first  canal  boat  headed 
west  to  Rochester! 

Finney  landed  in  a  frontier  com- 
munity that  called  itself,  "Ameri- 
ca's First  Boom  Town."  Twelve 
years  before,  the  settlement  at  the 
Falls  of  the  Genesee  counted  only 
seven  hundred  inhabitants.  Now 
there  were  over  ten  thousand,  with 
more  arriving  every  day.  The 
churchgoing  habits  in  town  mir- 
rored the  nation  as  a  whole — only 


two  Americans  in  ten  belonged  to 
any  church. 

Despite  this  apparent  disinterest 
in  spiritual  values,  people  flocked 
to  hear  Finney  preach.  Perhaps 
they  were  attracted  by  his  unor- 
thodox style  of  delivery.  One  re- 
porter commented,  "It  did  not 
sound  like  preaching,  but  like  a 
lawyer  arguing  a  case  before  court 
and  jury." 

Finney  had  come  into  a  drama- 
tic conversion  experience  nine 
years  before,  and  had  left  a  prom- 
ising legal  career  to  preach  the 
gospel.  Now  he  aimed  at  bringing 
men  and  women  to  a  decision  for 
Christ,  just  as  an  attorney  would 
seek  to  win  a  verdict  in  favor  of 
his  client. 

Growing  crowds  soon  created  a 
problem  that  would  have  stymied 
a  less-determined  preacher.  The 
services  were  being  held  in  a  build- 
ing that  was  rumored  to  be  unsafe 
for  large  crowds.  One  night  as  Fin- 
ney was  preaching,  a  large  timber 
broke  through  the  ceiling  and 
smashed  a  light.  The  meeting  erup- 
ted in  panic!  One  elderly  woman 
held  open  a  back  window  while  a 
dozen  terrified  citizens  leaped  into 
the  Erie  Canal  behind  the  church. 

Men  jumped  out  of  balconies, 
and  both  men  and  women  tram- 
pled each  other  in  the  aisles.  The 
evangelist  stood  up  shouting,  "Be 
quiet,  Be  quiet!"  He  was  quickly  si- 


lenced  by  a  pair  of  panic-stricken 
women  who  rushed  to  the  pulpit 
and  sent  Finney  crashing  to  the 
platform. 

Miraculously,  there  were  no  in- 
juries, but  the  church  was  littered 
with  bonnets,  gloves,  hats,  and  bits 
of  torn  clothing.  The  meetings  were 
moved  to  a  new  location,  and  the 
revival  rolled  on. 

One  night  as  the  evangelist  thun- 
dered against  sin,  it  occurred  to 
him  that  the  more  cultured  mem- 
bers of  his  audience  were  reluc- 
tant to  make  an  open  commitment 
to  Christ.  Almost  on  impulse  he 
called  those  who  were  ready  to  re- 
nounce their  sins  and  give  them- 
selves to  God  to  come  forward. 

The  seekers  took  their  places  in 
front  seats  while  Christians  prayed. 
Here  was  an  innovation  in  mass 
evangelism.  Finney  was  the  first 
major  evangelist  to  use  an  altar 
call! 

The  startling  idea  of  a  public  in- 
vitation, coupled  with  Finney's 
magnetic  preaching  brought  the 
city  to  its  knees.  Rochester 
churches  added  one  thousand  new 
members,  10  percent  of  the  avail- 
able population,  during  the  winter 
of  1830-31.  The  Presbyterians  of 
Rochester  and  Monroe  County  re- 
ceived twelve  hundred  converts. 

The    revival   spread   like   prairie 


fire.  Religious  awakenings  sparked 
by  the  Rochester  meetings  were  re- 
ported from  hundreds  of  towns 
and  cities.  Historian  Frank  Beards- 
ley  claims  that  fifty  thousand  new 
members  were  added  to  churches 
all  over  the  East  within  five 
months  of  the  Rochester  revival. 

At  nearby  Brighton  High  School 
conviction  fell  on  the  student  body 
while  classes  were  in  session.  Bewil- 
dered teachers  sent  for  Finney,  who 
led  scores  of  students  to  the  Lord. 
Even  the  principal  of  the  school,  a 
professing  atheist,  was  converted! 

C.  P.  Bush,  afterwards  an  influ- 
ential minister  in  New  York  City, 
united  with  a  Presbyterian  church 
because  of  the  meetings.  Years 
later  he  recalled,  "Nearly  all  the 
lawyers,  judges,  physicians,  mer- 
chants, bankers,  and  master  me- 
chanics were  converted." 

One  night,  as  Finney  spoke  of 
God's  plan  for  saving  men  from 
sin,  Judge  Addison  Gardner  of  the 
New  York  Court  of  Appeals  was  in 
the  congregation.  Judge  Gardner 
had  voiced  opposition  to  Finney; 
and  as  the  evangelist  preached, 
he  saw  the  judge  get  up  and  walk 
out  of  the  meeting. 

Suddenly,  Finney  was  aware  that 
the  judge  was  standing  beside  him 
on  the  platform.  "Mr.  Finney,"  he 
whispered,  "I  wish  that  you  would 


pray  for  me  by  name.  I  want  to 
receive  Christ." 

That  night,  many  lawyers  fol- 
lowed Judge  Gardner's  example 
and  came  forward,  filling  the  aisles 
and  vacant  spaces  around  the  pul- 
pit. 

Six  months  after  his  first  ser- 
mon, Charles  G.  Finney  left  "Re- 
markable Rochester,"  a  trans- 
formed community  behind  him. 
The  courts  had  little  to  do,  and  the 
jail  was  nearly  empty  for  several 
years.  The  only  theatre  in  the  city 
was  converted  into  a  livery  stable, 
and  the  circus  into  a  soap  factory. 

Like  an  earlier  evangelist,  Fin- 
ney could  say,  "I  was  not  disobe- 
dient unto  the  heavenly  vision." 

The  next  time  you  visit  Roches- 
ter go  over  to  Third  Presbyterian 
Church  at  the  corner  of  East  Ave- 
nue and  Meigs  Street.  You  will  see 
a  stone,  and  plaque  that  reads: 
"In  Honor 
of 
Charles  G.  Finney 
Evangelist,  Educator 

and 
Christian  Statesman 


Who  by  his  Spiritual  Ministry  in 

Rochester  in  1830 

Transformed  the  lives  of 

Thousands  and  made  this  a  better 

City  for  All  Time"    • 


Strasenburgh  Planetarium,  Rochester,  contains  a  240-seat  theatre,  an  observing  platform,  and  a  telescope  for  celestial  viewing. 
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Rochester   Museum    of    Arts    and    Sciences 


T  WAS  ALMOST  planting 
time.  The  year  was  1931.  My 
husband  and  I,  with  our  three 
children,  were  stationed  at  Maymyo 
In  the  Northern  Shan  States  of 
Eastern  Burma.  We  were  living  in 
a  large  brick  bungalow.  We  had  a 
Burmese  cook  who  delighted  In 
serving  guests.  One  reason  for  this, 
of  course,  was  the  generous  tip 
guests  always  left;  for  in  Eastern 
lands,  it  is  considered  courtesy  to 
leave  money  to  be  divided  among 
the   servants   when   one   has   been 


Headhunted 
Converted 


EDNA  MAE  ANDERSON 


guests  in  a  home.  For  have  they 
not  had  extra  work  to  do? 

Our  guests  at  this  time  were 
China  Inland  Missionaries  from 
Western  China.  They  were  a  young- 
ish couple  with  one  child.  I  can- 
not remember  their  names,  so  I  will 
call  them  Peggy  and  James.  Peggy 
was  a  quiet,  rather  fearful  young 
mother,  very  anxious  about  their 
only  son.  James  was  talkative  and 
friendly  and  regaled  us  evening  af- 
ter evening  with  stories  of  their 
work  among  the  Lisu  tribes  of  Yun- 
nan, China. 

Their  reason  for  being  in  May- 
myo was  the  same  as  all  mission- 
aries who  came  through  from 
Yunnan.  Maymyo  represented  the 
closest  medical  and  dental  help  to 
their  field.  When  there  was  some 
illness  which  prayer  and  home 
remedies  failed  to  cure,  they  came 
to  Maymyo — about  five  days  by 
Shan  ponies  to  the  railhead  at 
Lashlo,  a  Burmese  frontier  town 
near  the  China  border,  then  by 
train  to  Maymyo  and  the  British 
Civil  Surgeon  and  British  hospital. 
Or  perhaps  a  toothache  became 
unbearable,  or  they  lost  several 
fillings.  The  nearest  trustworthy 
dentist  was  at  Maymyo. 

They  also  sometimes  made  the 
long  journey  for  their  yearly  vaca- 
tion and  to  obtain  their  yearly  sup- 
plies. The  supplies  were  sent  on 
to  Lashio,  where  they  were  kept  by 
the  station  master  until  the  owner's 
arrival.  Then  they  were  packed  on 
donkeys,  and  the  long  trek  back  to 
their  mission  station  was  begun. 

The  story  which  James  told  that 
has  remained  most  vividly  in  my 
mind  was  one  about  the  head  hunt- 
ing Wah  tribe.  James  had  taken 
a  team  of  young  Lisu  into  Wah 
country.  He  had  a  concern  for 
these  people  and  wanted  to  bring 
the  message  of  Christ  to  them.  One 
of  his  young  men  had  a  fair  knowl- 
edge of  the  Wah  tongue  and  could 
be  used  as  an  interpreter.  For  the 
first  few  days  after  they  crossed 
the  border  they  found  only  friendly 
villagers.  Then  they  reached  the 
village  of  a  Wah  chieftan  who  took 
offence  at  their  message  and 
promptly  had  them  arrested  and 
held   them   under   confinement   in 


one  of  the  village  huts. 

As  day  after  day  passed  by,  the 
missionary  and  his  five  young  Lisu 
became  more  and  more  worried. 
The  moon  was  growing  larger  night 
by  night.  Soon  it  would  be  full 
moon  and  time  to  hunt  heads  to 
insure  an  abundant  rice  harvest. 
Planting  season  was  near.  Would 
theirs  be  the  heads  that  Wah  chief- 
tan  used  that  year? 

"We  sang  and  prayed  and  sang 
again,"  James  recalled.  "I  had  my 
New  Testament  and  I  read  to  my 
young  Lisus  the  story  of  Peter  im- 
prisoned with  his  friend — how  they 
sang  and  prayed  and  how  God 
opened  the  doors  and  let  them  go." 

But  the  door  did  not  open  for  the 
intrepid  James  and  his  young  men. 

Hour  by  hour  the  guard  remained 
on  duty.  When  the  change-of- 
guard  time  came,  they  watched 
hopefully.  But  there  was  no  chance 
of  escape.  Besides,  if  they  did  get 
past  the  guard,  the  village  dogs 
would  be  after  them,  snarling  and 
howling  to  alert  their  masters. 

Finally,  one  of  the  young  Lisu 
said,  "Let's  decide  on  one  parti- 
cular day  and  then  pray  that  God 
will  help  us  escape  on  that  day." 

"How  shall  we  decide?"  asked 
James.  "What  particular  day  do  you 
have  in  mind?" 

The  young  Lisu  reminded  his 
friends  of  the  day  of  Pentecost 
when  the  disciples  cast  lots  to  see 
who  would  take  Judas'  place.  "Let 
us  now  cast  lots,"  he  said. 

James  tore  a  sheet  from  his  note- 
book into  seven  strips.  On  these 
strips  he  wrote  the  days  of  the 
week.  They  were  placed  in  James' 
hat.  Then  the  six  began  to  pray. 
They  prayed  for  a  long  time,  and 
then  one  was  appointed  to  choose 
the  day  of  escape.  The  lot  fell  on 
Thursday— three  days  away. 

So  all  their  prayers  were  cen- 
tered on  Thursday,  the  escape  day. 
Thursday  morning  dawned  and 
passed.  Nothing  happened.  Thurs- 
day afternoon  began  to  wane.  Then 
suddenly  there  was  increased  ac- 
tivity at  the  Chief's  house  next 
door.  Women  were  hurrying  in  and 
out.  Men  were  carrying  in  great 
pots  of  rice  wine. 

"They  are  going  to  have  a  feast," 


whispered  one  of  the  Lisu.  "After 
the  feast  they  will  take  the  heads. 
I  have  heard  my  father  tell  of 
this." 

When  darkness  fell  the  Chief's 
house  was  lit  inside  and  out.  There 
were  small  bowls  of  oil  with  tiny 
cloth  wicks.  There  were  several 
small  bonfires.  James  groaned 
within  himself  as  he  saw  those 
bonfires.  The  place  was  lit  up  like 
Broadway  at  Christmastime.  Their 
day  of  escape  seemed  to  be  doomed 
to  failure. 

As  the  evening  wore  on,  the 
voices  grew  louder  and  louder. 
"They  are  getting  drunk,"  whisper- 
ed one  of  the  young  men. 

Then  they  noticed  that  their 
guard  was  getting  very  restive.  He 
did  not  like  being  left  out  of  the 
festivities.  At  first  he  just  craned 
his  head  watching  everything  that 
could  be  seen.  Finally,  he  actually 
left  his  post  and  joined  some  drink- 
ing companions  near  the  door  of 
the  Chief's  house.  Perhaps  he  in- 
tended to  watch  the  prison  hut 
from  there.  If  he  did,  the  rice  wine 
soon  went  to  his  head  and  he  was 
singing  and  shouting  with  the  oth- 
ers, oblivious  of  his  prisoners. 

"Let  us  go  now,"  whispered 
James. 

"No,"  said  the  young  Lisu  who 
seemed  to  be  taking  the  leadership. 
"Not  yet.  The  dogs  would  bark  and 
raise  the  alarm.   Wait!" 

And  so  they  waited  breathlessly. 
They  watched  as  the  fires  died 
down.  They  watched  as  one  figure 
after  another  slumped  to  the 
ground  in  a  drunken  stupor.  They 
listened  as  the  sounds  of  revelry 
inside  the  house  gave  way  to  oc- 
casional grunts  and  loud  snores. 

"Now!"  said  the  young  Lisu.  He 
led  them  out  of  the  village.  The 
dogs  barked  furiously  but  there  was 
none  sober  enough  to  be  alarmed. 
The  six  figures  disappeared  into 
the  darkness.  When  day  dawned 
they  were  out  of  Wah  territory  and 
back  in  Lisu  land. 

"And  so  God  saved  us,"  James 
told  us  reverently. 

"Will  you  ever  go  back?"  my  hus- 
band asked. 

"I  don't  know,"  said  James.  "I 
don't  know  whether  I  or  my  young 


Lisu  would  ever  have  the  courage 
to  go  back.  I'd  have  to  be  very 
sure  it  was  the  Lord's  will  first." 

"Then  your  trip  into  Wah  land 
was  in  vain,"  I  said. 

"No,"  answered  James.  "We  sow- 
ed the  seed.  Every  guard  that  came 
to  us  heard  the  gospel  in  his  own 
language.  Then  there  were  the 
villagers  who  heard  the  story  be- 
fore we  were  arrested.  God  has 
said  that  His  Word  will  not  return 
to  Him  void.  As  much  as  we  were 
able,  we  gave  the  Word  to  the  head 
hunting  Wahs." 

During  the  thirty-seven  years 
since,  I  have  often  thought  of  this 
story  and  wondered  sometimes 
what  had  happened  to  this  small 
tribe  during  the  tides  of  war. 

I  had  my  answer  the  other  day, 
and  it  was  one  that  thrilled  me.  It 
was  contained  in  a  newsletter  from 
the  Christian  church  in  Burma. 
One  of  their  leaders  had  just  re- 
turned from  Wah  country.  He  had 
held  a  conference  where  a  thou- 
sand people  attended.  He  had  gone 
among  the  Wah  villages  and  bap- 
tized a  thousand  Christians.  There 
are  now  three  thousand  baptized 
Wah  Christians,  the  report  said. 
(The  Wah  church  does  not  permit 
baptism  until  the  converts  have 
lived  the  Christian  life  for  three 
years.) 

The  village  chiefs  who  are  not 
Christians  are  asking  for  teachers, 
the  report  continued.  Five  trained 
Christians  from  Burma  have  been 
sent  to  the  Wahs.  They  are  be- 
ing supported  by  different  local 
churches. 

And  so  after  thirty-seven  years 
God  has  given  the  harvest.  Three 
thousand  Christians  in  the  land 
of  the  Wahs.  People  crying  out 
for  teachers.  A  thousand  waiting 
for  Baptism.  How  God  does  keep 
His  promises! 

I  am  sure  that  over  the  years 
there  have  been  others  who  have 
tried  to  bring  the  gospel  to  the 
head-hunting  Wahs.  We  cannot 
give  James  and  his  five  brave  Lisu 
Christians  all  the  credit.  But  per- 
haps they  were  among  the  first. 
And  certainly,  except  for  the  mercy 
of  God,  they  might  have  given  their 
lives  in  the  attempt.    • 
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Launches 

Young    Discipl 


The  state  designed 

the  YDF  shield  shown  at  top. 

The  membership 

card,  signed  by  the  state  director 

and  the  local 

president,  is  carried  by 

all  members. 


By   BILLY  J.   O'NEAL 


"Our  young  people  have  never 
been  so  excited  about  their 
church,"  a  Louisiana  pastor  ex- 
claimed. Another  writes  to  the 
State  Youth  Office,  "I  dropped  by 
the  church  the  other  day  and 
found  two  young  fellows  assisting 
the  custodian."  A  pastor's  wife 
stated  that  two  teens  came  by  the 
parsonage  to  take  care  of  some 
domestic  chores  in  order  for  her 
to  accompany  her  husband  in  pas- 
toral work.  And  five  hundred  dol- 
lars was  raised  for  YWEA  by  a 
group  of  teens. 

Why  all  this  enthusiasm  among 
the  Louisiana  teens?  It  all  began 
several  months  ago  when  Louisi- 
ana's Youth  Director,  Billy  J. 
O'Neal,  sensed  a  definite  need  for 
more  involvement  among  the  teens 
in  his  state. 

After  extensive  research  on  vari- 
ous youth  programs  and  organiza- 
tions, he  finally  came  up  with  a 
meaningful  and  workable  plan. 
Knowing  the  name  Young  Disciple 
had  been  selected  by  the  General 
Sunday  School  and  Youth  Board, 
he  felt  he  needed  to  put  it  to  use 
with  someting  more  than  just  a 
name.  A  program,  Young  Disciple 
Fellowship  (YDF),  was  designed  to 
involve  young  people  in  the  church 
as  well  as  to  identify  themselves 
with  each  other. 

Before  the  program  was  present- 
ed to  the  Louisiana  State  Youth 
Board,  many  weeks  of  study,  prep- 
aration, and  writing  went  into  the 
Young  Disciple  Fellowship.  Its 
structure  is  similar  to  the  Kappa 
Epsilon  (KE)  which  is  geared  to 
the  collegian.  YDF  is  designed  so 
that  the  high  school  student  in- 
volved can  transit  into  the  KE 
program  with  little  or  no  difficulty. 


The  YDF,  created  to  reach,  teach, 
and  keep  our  youth,  was  enthusi- 
astically adopted  by  the  State 
Youth  Board  and  pastors  of  Lou- 
isiana. 

The  preamble  to  the  YDF  reads: 
The  Louisiana  Church  of  God 
Youth  Department  desires  to  make 
a  constructive  contribution  to  the 
needs  of  this  generation  by  initi- 
ating a  long-range  creative  pro- 
gram of  youth  activities.  The  State 
Sunday  School  and  Youth  Depart- 
ment shall,  therefore,  charter  fel- 
lowship groups  in  local  churches. 

A  shield,  which  encompasses  four 
interlocking  circles  suggesting  fel- 
lowship and  involvement  in  God, 
provides  the  emblem  for  YDF. 
Each  circle  contains  a  design  por- 
traying a  basic  element  of  the  fel- 
lowship's objectives:  the  group  of 
people  represents  Christian  youth 
around  the  world;  the  fish  con- 
notes Christian  activity;  the  flame, 
outreach  and  witness;  the  open 
book,  the  Bible.  Only  members  in 
good  standing  shall  be  permitted 
to  wear  the   emblem. 

YDF  is  spearheaded  by  the  State 
Sunday  School  and  Youth  Director. 
A  state  board  of  directors,  selected 
by  the  state  youth  board,  is  to 
counsel  and  direct  the  operations 
of  the  fellowship.  Local  officers 
consist  of  a  president,  vice-presi- 
dent, secretary,  treasurer,  adult 
advisor,   and   the  pastor. 

Each  fellowship  has  five  stand- 
ing committees — executive,  social 
activities,  membership-enlistment, 
spiritual  life,  and  program — and 
one  Social  Research  Committee. 

The  fellowship  is  comprised  of  a 
selective  membership.  YDF  is  spon- 
sored by  the  Church  of  God,  but 
does  not  exclude  from  membership 
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Fellowship 


any  youth  of  good  moral  charac- 
ter. Candidates  for  membership 
shall  be  approved  by  the  member- 
ship-enlistment committee. 

Three  well-defined  areas  are  in- 
cluded in  the  YDF:  One  is  the  ser- 
vice to  the  local  church;  this  area 
promotes  all  phases  of  witnessing 
endeavors,  ushers,  care  for  church 
equipment,  missionary  projects, 
music,  et  cetera.  Service  to  the 
community  is  the  second  area 
which  includes  preparing  a  float 
for  a  community  parade,  a  food 
and  toy  campaign  for  the  needy, 
census  taking,  community  clean- 
up and  fund-raising  drives.  The 
third  phase  is  social  and  recrea- 
tional activities. 

The  YDF  is  doing  constant  re- 
search to  develop  a  consistent  plan 
of  new,  refreshing  socials  and  rec- 
reational programs.  The  program 
suggests  that  at  least  two  socials 
or  recreational  activities  be  held 
each  month. 

In  Louisiana  great  momentum 
is  being  gained  in  accomplishing 
the  goals  of  the  YDF — to  reach,  to 
keep,  and  to  train  young  people. 
There  are  presently  over  one  hun- 
dred members  in  the  YDF.  Many 
of  these  young  people,  who  once 
had  no  interest  in  "church  af- 
fairs," now  have  a  new,  enthu- 
siastic interest  in  their  church. 

Through  the  YDF  young  people 
are  brought  to  Christ,  are  assisted 
in  making  a  total  commitment  as 
they  "grow  in  the  faith  and  knowl- 
edge of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and 
are  involved  in  the  challenge  to 
"work  in  the  Kingdom."  YDF  of- 
fers a  practical  way  of  maintain- 
ing the  resources,  abilities,  and 
leadership  needed  to  fulfill  Chris- 
tian commitments  to  this  genera- 
tion.   • 


State  Director  O'Neal  presents  a  YDF  charter  to  Pastor  Franklin  A.  Weaver 
of  Monroe,  Louisiana.  Looking  on  are  Janet  Anderson,  local  president; 
Sandra  Hobgood,  vice-president;  Becky  Kavanaugh,  secretary;  and  Sharon 
Anderson,  treasurer. 


Shown   here  are   the   members  of  the    Young   Disciple   Fellowship   of   the 
Covington,   Louisiana  church. 


The  Reverend  and  Mrs.  Billy  J.  O'Neal  and  Alisa  went  to  the  Louisiana 
Sunday  School  and  Youth  Department  two  years  ago.  They  had  served 
in  Wisconsin  before  going  to  the  Pelican  state. 
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Power  Within 


By   J.    E.    DeVORE 


PAUL  IN  PRISON,  praying 
for  the  saints  at  Ephesus, 
speaks  of  God's  ability  to 
meet  his  and  their  needs,  "accord- 
ing to  the  power  that  worketh  in 
us."  The  power  within  us  will  keep 
us  calm  and  serene  in  disturbing 
situations.  After  the  PFNA  Con- 
vention at  Virginia  Beach,  I  was 
looking  forward  to  getting  home, 
but  a  dark  mist  hung  heavy  over 
Norfolk.  The  plane  could  not  land 
there. 

Transported  to  Newport  News  by 
bus,  we  finally  took  off.  Soon,  above 
us,  was  an  azure  sky;  the  black 
fog  had  disappeared.  I  thought,  "If 
we  are  ever  troubled,  we  can  rise 
above  the  clouds."  But  even  in  a 
troublesome  situation  "the  power 
that  worketh  in  us"  brings  peace. 
Even  when  we  are  troubled  on 
every  side,  like  Paul  of  old,  we  may 
be  perplexed  but  never  in  despair; 
persecuted  but  never  forsaken;  cast 
down  but  never  destroyed;  for  the 
power  of  God  is  working  within  us. 
The  Holy  Spirit  comforts  us. 

Picture  Martin  Niemoller  cele- 
brating the  sacrament  of  the  Last 
Supper,  knowing  that  it  might  be 
his  last  time  to  offer  the  Lord's 
Communion  to  his  people,  for  storm 
troopers  were  there  ready  to  arrest 
him  and  haul  him  away  to  a  con- 
centration camp.  Picture  Herman 
Lauster,  Church  of  God  missionary 


to  Germany,  misunderstood,  perse- 
cuted, and  placed  in  prison  for 
preaching  the  gospel.  Picture  Die- 
trich Bonhoef fer  proclaiming 
Christ,  facing  his  executioners  un- 
afraid. These  men  had  power  with- 
in. 

Picture  Paul  C.  Pitt,  beloved  of 
the  Chinese,  when  dying,  speaking 
of  his  work  as  not  having  been  in 
vain.  He  was  asked,  "What  will 
happen  to  the  church  when  you 
are  gone  to  be  with  the  Lord?" 

He  answered,  "God  is  preparing 
His  heroes.  When  the  opportunity 
comes,  He  will  fit  them  into  their 
place  in  a  moment  and  the  world 
will  wonder  where  they  came 
from."  This  man  was  sustained  by 
the  power  within. 

It  is  the  Spirit  of  God  working  in 
the  church  who  does  exceeding 
abundantly  above  our  expectations. 
This  power  is  unlimited,  yet  re- 
stricted in  that  it  "worketh  in  us." 
We  have  this  wonderful  power,  this 
heavenly  energy,  in  earthen  vessels 
so  that  all  the  glory  is  to  our  Lord. 
"Unto  him  be  glory  in  the  church 
by  Christ  Jesus  throughout  all  ages, 
world  without  end.  Amen"  (Ephe- 
sians  3:21). 

Whether  or  not  we  are  blessed  of 
God,  or  used  in  His  service,  de- 
pends upon  our  yielding  to  the 
power  that  is  working  within  us. 
Paul    was   a   man    completely   sur- 


rendered to  the  Holy  Spirit.  In 
every  city  bonds  and  afflictions 
awaited  him.  Nevertheless,  this  un- 
daunted one  testified,  "None  of 
these  things  move  me,  neither 
count  I  my  life  dear  unto  myself" 
(Acts  20:24). 

He  was  determined  to  finish  his 
course  with  joy  and  to  fulfill  the 
ministry  which  he  had  received 
from  the  Lord  Jesus — "to  testify 
the  gospel  of  the  grace  of  God." 
He  was  pure  from  the  blood  of  all 
men.  He  declared  all  the  counsel 
of  God.  He  charged  the  elders  in 
Ephesus,  "Take  heed  therefore 
unto  yourselves,  and  to  all  the 
flock,  over  the  which  the  Holy 
Ghost  hath  made  you  overseers,  to 
feed  the  church  of  God,  which  he 
hath  purchased  with  his  own 
blood"    (Acts  20:28). 

Paul  preached  not  himself,  "but 
Christ  Jesus  the  Lord;"  and  him- 
self a  servant  for  Christ's 
sake.  Why?  Because  "God,  who 
commanded  the  light  to  shine  out 
of  darkness,  hath  shined  in  our 
hearts,  to  give  the  light  of  the 
knowledge  of  the  glory  of  God  in 
the  face  of  Jesus  Christ:  But  we 
have  this  treasure  in  earthern  ves- 
sels, that  the  excellency  of  the 
power  may  be  of  God,  and  not  of 
us"    (2   Corinthians   4:6,   7). 

As  believers  filled  with  the  Holy 
Spirit,  we  have  in  us  a  treasure,  a 
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power,  an  energy,  a  ministry,  which 
God  reserved  especially  for  the 
Church,  the  body  of  Christ.  He  did 
not  give  this  power  to  heavenly  be- 
ings. He  put  it  in  earthen  vessels! 
He  has  trusted  us  with  this  supreme 
power.  It  still  belongs  to  Him.  The 
only  way  we  can  properly  use  it 
and  benefit  from  it  is  to  let  this 
power  work  in  us  to  His  glory,  for 
the  blessing  of  His  church  and  for 
the  building  up  of  His  kingdom. 

We  should  have  our  minds  filled 
with  the  Holy  Spirit  and  let  Him 
think  for  us.  We  should  have  our 
hearts  filled  with  the  Holy  Spirit 
and  let  Him  feel  for  us.  We  should 
have  our  conscience  filled  with  the 
Holy  Spirit  and  let  Him  judge  for 
us.  We  should  live  and  move  and 
have  our  very  being  under  His 
control.  We  should  be  led  by  the 
Spirit  of  God.  We  should  walk  in 
the  Spirit.  We  should  live  in  the 
Spirit.  Then  the  power  within 
will  work  through  us.  Then  He  will 
speak  through  us.  Then  He  will 
minister    through    us. 

Angels  desire  to  look  into  "the 
gospel  .  .  .  with  the  Holy  Ghost 
sent  down  from  heaven"  (1  Peter 
1:12).  Jesus  said,  "The  Spirit  of  the 
Lord  God  is  upon  me,  because  he 
hath  anointed  me  to  preach  the 
gospel  to  the  poor;  he  hath  sent  me 
to  heal  the  brokenhearted,  to 
preach  deliverance  to  the  captives, 
and  recovering  of  sight  to  the 
blind,  to  set  at  liberty  them  that 
are  bruised,  To  preach  the  accept- 
able year  of  the  Lord"  (Luke  4:18, 
19). 

He  also  said,  "As  my  Father  hath 
sent  me,  even  so  send  I  you"  (John 
20:21).  "Tarry  ye  .  .  .  until  ye  be  en- 
dued with  power  from  on  high" 
(Luke  24:49).  Thus  anointed,  en- 
dued, filled,  we  are  enabled  to  do  a 
work  that  is  marvelous  even  in  the 
eyes  of  angels,  for  the  Lord  is  work- 
ing in  us  both  to  will  and  to  do  ac- 
cording to  His  own  good  pleasure 
and  purpose.  Thus  we  preach  His 
glorious  gospel  with  the  Holy  Ghost 
sent  down  from  on  high,  and  "the 
power  that  worketh  in  us"  con- 
firms the  Word  with  signs  and 
wonders,  with  many  miracles  and 
spiritual  gifts  (1  Corinthians  12: 
11;   Hebrews  2:4).   • 


Beyond 
Disappointment 


By   DANIEL   L.    BLACK 


IS  APPOINTMENT  is  a  uni- 
versal human  experience. 
Like  a  gray  mist  it  comes 
to  engulf  the  spirit  of  man  when 
hopes  are  shattered.  The  long 
weary  waiting  for  a  friend  to  re- 
turn, for  an  opportunity,  for  health 
to  be  regained,  for  the  crisis  to 
pass,  for  the  verdict  to  be  ren- 
dered, or  for  a  soul  to  be  converted 
— but  it  just  does  not  happen  when 
or  how  we  expect — and  maybe  not 
at  all.  Disappointment  sets  itself 
against  the  thrust  of  life  and 
makes  the  soul  sick. 

The  foregoing  reminder  of  the 
bitterness  of  disappointment  is  giv- 
en in  order  that  you  might  appre- 
ciate more  the  greatness  of  a  Bi- 
ble promise.  "Behold,  I  lay  in  Zion 
a  stone  of  stumbling  and  a  rock 
of  offense,  and  he  who  believes  in 
Him  will  not  be  disappointed" 
(Romans  9:33;  American  Standard 
Version).  The  verse  is  about 
Christ.  He  who  believes  in  Christ 
shall  not  be  disappointed 
(ashamed).  There  is  a  way  to  move 
beyond  disappointment. 

But  it  is  only  fair  to  point  out 
that  the  same  passage  says  that 
some  find  Christ  to  be  offensive. 
He  is  a  disappointment,  an  offense, 
to  those  with  evil  or  misdirected 
hopes  concerning  Christ.  He  is  a 
disappointment  to  those  who  seek 
an  easy  Christianity  which  requires 
no  sacrifice  nor  drastic  change  in 
living. 

He  is  a  disappointment  to  those 
who  would  be  His  disciples  to  fur- 


ther some  carnal  ambition.  He  is  a 
disappointment  to  the  selfish.  He 
is  a  disappointment  to  those  who 
would  like  to  have  both  Christ 
and  the  pleasures  of  sin.  Neverthe- 
less, the  person  who  will  accept  the 
spiritual  and  personal  revolution 
which  Christ  brings  will  not  be  dis- 
appointed. To  truly  believe  in 
Christ  is  the  step  which  takes  us 
beyond  disappointment. 

Contemporary  theologians  have 
said  much  about  modern  man's 
lack  of  guilt.  There  is  not,  it  ap- 
pears, much  pain  of  conscience 
these  days  over  the  violation  of 
moral  and  religious  standards.  If 
this  is  in  fact  a  guiltless  genera- 
tion there  still  remains  something 
to  remind  men  of  their  separation 
from  God.  Like  a  grinning  satyr, 
disappointment  waits  at  the  end  of 
every  materialistic  and  sensual 
pursuit. 

Behind  the  peaceful  masks  which 
people  wear  are  many  souls  twist- 
ed by  perennial  disappointment — 
not  the  ordinary  disappointment 
that  comes  uninvited  and  inevita- 
ble, but  the  disappointment  which 
is  the  consequence  of  the  futile 
pursuit  of  pleasure,  glory,  power, 
money,  sex,  kicks,  fads,  and  ob- 
livion. 

The  vicious  circle  of  disappoint- 
ed living  can  be  broken.  We  need 
not  be  overwhelmed  even  by  the 
inevitable  disappointments  that 
come.  We  are  invited  beyond  dis- 
appointment to  a  new  life  of  faith 
in  Christ  every  day.    • 
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Who's     Boss? 


By  JAMES   E.   ADAMS 


NE  QUERY  ON  a  question- 
naire submitted  to  Salt  Lake 
City  school  children  was, 
"Who  is  boss  in  your  home?" 

The  overwhelming  majority  re- 
ported that  the  mother  was,  with 
just  a  few  voting  for  father.  But 
one  little  fellow  was  not  quite  sure. 
"I  don't  know  who  is  boss  in  our 
home,"  he  wrote.  "They  are  still 
arguing    about    it." 

A  newspaper  commented,  "The 
situation  is  not  funny.  .  .  .  America 
needs  fathers  who  assume  the  re- 
sponsibility of  fatherhood  and 
stand  firm  in  their  rightful  place 
in  the  home." 

Christian  men  should  be  heads 
of  homes.  But  no  man  becomes 
head  of  a  home  by  arguing  with 
the  woman  he  loves.  It  is  not  mis- 
applying the  Scripture  to  state 
here  that  "love  vaunteth  not  itself." 
If  man  is  head,  it  is  because  of  the 
responsibility  he  assumes,  the  de- 
cisions he  makes,  and  the  discip- 
line  he   enforces. 

One  man  said  to  his  wife,  "You 
tell  that  grocer  that  he  over- 
charged me  the  last  time  I  paid 
the  bill!"  If  he  claimed  to  be  boss, 
that  was  his  job  and  not  his  wife's. 

When  the  wife  asks,  'What  do 
you  think  we  ought  to  do  about 
this  matter?"  her  husband  had 
better  not  say,  "Do  whatever  you 
think  is  best."  Rather,  "I  think  we 
should  do  thus  and  so,"  subject,  of 
course,  to  change  through  talking 
it  over  together.  If  he  cannot  come 
up  with  some  decisions  and  an- 
swers, no  amount  of  arguing  can 
prove  that  he  is  the  boss. 

But    the    man    who    thinks    he 


should  make  all  the  decisions  is 
wrong  too.  I  understand  our  din- 
ing and  living  rooms  will  be  paint- 
ed this  spring.  The  walls  look  all 
right  to  me,  but  then  my  wife 
spends  about  ten  hours  a  day  more 
than  I  do  in  and  around  the  house. 
Why  would  she  not  notice  the 
smudges,  cracks,  and  general  drab- 
ness  which  I  overlook?  And  since 
she  does,  why  should  she  not  make 
the  decision? 

In  fact,  husbands  should  expect 
their  wives  to  exercise  initiative 
(and  discipline  as  well)  in  the 
home.  Almost  every  evening  when 
one  man  got  home  from  work,  he 
was  expected  to  chastise  little  John- 
ny for  infractions  of  home  rules 
during  his  absence.  Finally,  the 
husband  spoke  to  his  wife — alone. 
"Look,  Johnny  is  beginning  to 
think  that  I'm  the  big  bad  wolf  or 
something.  Every  time  I  come 
home,  he  looks  like  he  is  ready  to 
crawl  under  the  nearest  log.  Now, 
I'll  take  care  of  him  for  doing 
wrong  when  I'm  here.  But,  if  he 
disobeys  when  I'm  not  here,  you 
correct  him.  If  he  ever  refused  to 
take  correction  from  you,  then  tell 
me;  and  I'll  see  that  it  does  not 
happen  again." 

I  must  admit  that  some  of  the 
lady  newspaper  columnists  would 
call  me  henpecked.  Supposedly,  the 
dead  giveaway  on  this  is  when  a 
man  takes  his  wife  along  to  help 
him  buy  a  suit  or  topcoat.  I  do.  For 
my  wife  has  good  taste,  and  she 
has  a  right  to  know  what  the  man 
she  is  going  to  walk  into  church 
with   next   Sunday   will   look   like. 

Another  thing  which  indicates  to 
the  lady  advisers  in  the  newspapers 


that  the  husband  is  a  milquetoast 
is  for  him  to  give  his  wife  money 
for  Christmas  to  let  her  pick  out 
her  own  gift.  My  wife  and  I  are 
very  practical.  When  we  buy  some- 
thing, we  want  it  to  fill  the  bill. 
I  gave  up  buying  any  expensive 
gifts  without  first  consulting  her 
years  ago  when  I  bought  her  a 
seventy-five-dollar  sport  watch.  I 
did  not  know  it  was  a  sport  watch! 
The  only  sports  she  goes  in  for  are 
baking  pumpkin  pies,  orange  chif- 
fon cakes,  cooking,  and  cleaning — 
she  is  a  good  homemaker! 

I  gained  a  greater  appreciation 
of  the  homemaking  fact  a  little 
more  than  a  year  ago  when  I  spent 
twelve  weeks  away,  living  in  a 
rooming  house  and  eating  in  res- 
taurants. I  lost  ten  pounds — which 
I  could  afford  to  lose.  I  am  just 
not  the  fellow  to  give  the  "well- 
turned  compliment,"  but  one  week- 
end I  looked  around  the  living 
room  and  said,  "Everything  looks 
so  nice!"  (I  realized  it  was  a  com- 
pliment by  the  way  her  face  light- 
ed.) But  being  away  had  opened 
my  eyes:  our  living  room  always 
looks  that  way. 

Who's  boss  in  our  home?  That 
is  something  we  never  argue  about. 
I  am  the  head  of  our  home.  I  love 
my  wife.  I  make  the  big  decisions — 
after  we  talk  it  over.  And  when  my 
day's  work  is  done,  I  am  anxious 
to  get  home  to  my  wife  who  is  one 
with  me  in  basic  longings,  prin- 
ciples,   and   issues. 

What  is  my  scriptural  philosophy 
of  the  relation  between  husband 
and  wife?  It  is  found  in  Ephesians 
5:21-25,  28,  31.  And  note  the  bal- 
ance in  1  Peter  3:1,  7.  • 
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NATIONAL     LAYMEN'S     BOARD 

Four  years  ago  the  first  Nation- 
al Laymen's  Board  of  the  Church 
of  God  was  appointed.  During  this 
time  the  laymen  have  become  more 
actively  involved  than  ever  before. 
There  has  been  a  greater  recogni- 
tion of  the  abilities  of  our  laymen 
by  placing  them  in  key  roles  in  our 
overall  church  and  educational 
programs. 

MEN'S   FELLOWSHIP 

The  Men's  Fellowship  has  been 
set  forth  as  the  official  laymen's 
organization  and  provides  a  means 
of  personal  expression  as  well  as 
a  united  effort  for  men  to  ac- 
tively participate  in  the  programs 
of  the  local  church.  Men's  Fellow- 
ship develops  opportunities  for  men 
to  grow  spiritually,  through  carry- 
ing out  the  plans  and  ministries 
which  fulfill  the  mission  of  the 
church.  The  goal  is  not  just  to  have 
meetings  as  a  matter  of  form,  for 
if  we  are  not  challenging  men  to 
participate  in  a  Christian  ministry 
to  reach  the  unsaved,  we  will 
have  failed.  The  laymen  is  the  key 
to  reaching  more  people  for  Christ. 

It  is  a  known  fact  at  this  time 
that  the  laymen  of  our  church  rep- 
resent the  greatest  reservoir  of  un- 
tapped resources  in  history.  Their 
talents,  ingenuity,  and  wisdom 
need  to  be  used  for  the  building 
of  the  kingdom  of  God. 

There  are  approximately  two 
hundred  officially  chartered  Men's 
Fellowships  across  the  coun- 
try with  the  interest  still  very  high 
and  new  groups  being  chartered 
weekly. 

STATE  LAYMEN'S  BOARDS 
Instructions  and  guidelines  for 
State  Laymen's  Boards  have  been 
sent  to  all  State  Overseers  and 
Evangelism  Directors.  Several 
State  Boards  have  been  set  up  and 
have  undertaken  some  very  note- 
worthy projects.  Hopefully  there 
will  be  a  large  number  of  states 
with  active  boards  in  the  coming 
months. 

ASSEMBLY  FELLOWSHIP 

BREAKFAST 

We  look  forward  to   the  second 

official     Laymen's     Fellowship 

Breakfast    at    the    Assembly    with 


National  Laymen 
Activities 

By  J.    D.   SILVER 


The  National  Laymen's  Board  is  composed  of  the  persons  pictured  here.  They  are 
(seated,  I.  to  r.)  Houston  R.  Morehead,  Director  of  Men's  Fellowship;  Wade  H.  Morton, 
Executive  Committee  Liason  Officer;  J.  D.  Silver,  Chairman;  Cecil  B.  Knight,  Director 
of  Evangelism  and  Home  Missions;  (standing,  I.  to  r.)  Aubrey  B.  Maye,  Director  of 
Pioneers  for  Christ;  and  Farrell  Cornutt,  Lee  Watson,  Charles  R.  Beach,  and  H.  A. 
Madden  (not  shown),  board  members. 


Laymen's  Breakfast 
at  the  General  Assembly 

Saturday,  August  29,   1970 
7:30  A.M. 

Boulevard  Room  of 

Sheraton-Jefferson  Hotel 

ST.  LOUIS,  MISSOURI 


a  great  deal  of  excitement  and  an- 
ticipation. The  meeting  held  at  the 
last  Assembly  was  a  success,  and 
we  are  sure  this  one  will  be  even 
greater.  There  is  more  room  avail- 
able and  the  speaker  is  very  out- 
standing. 

We  have  scheduled  Mr.  Charles 
E.  (Tremendous)  Jones  to  speak  to 
our  laymen  for  this  occasion.  Mr. 
Jones  is  president  of  Life  Man- 
agement Services  of  Harrisburg, 
Pennsylvania,     and     is     nationally 


known  for  his  captivating  and  mo- 
tivating talks.  He  has  written  a 
number  of  books  and  speaks  to  sev- 
eral Christian  groups  each  week. 
Mr.  Jones  has  a  very  unique  min- 
istry which  will  challenge  you  to 
do  more  for  God. 

This  breakfast  will  be  held  Sat- 
urday, August  29,  at  7:30  a.m.,  un- 
der the  leadership  of  the  National 
Laymen's  Board,  Church  of  God 
Men's  Fellowship,  and  the  Evange- 
lism Department.    • 
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The  account  of  how  George  Whitefield  lived  — 

To  Awaken  a 
Drowsy  World 

By  david  s.  McCarthy 


THERE'S  A  SIMPLE  stone 
marker  beside  the  road  in 
Exeter,  New  Hampshire. 
You  won't  even  notice  it  unless 
you're  a  local  history  buff.  All  it 
says  is,  "Whitefield."  This  is  the 
spot  where  the  Reverend  George 
Whitefield  preached  his  last  ser- 
mon  two   hundred  years   ago. 

It  was   September   29,   1770,   and 
the  55-year-old  English  evangelist 


was  weary.  Behind  him  were  thir- 
ty-four years  of  preaching,  eigh- 
teen thousand  sermons,  and  hun- 
dreds of  men  and  women  who  had 
welcomed  Jesus  Christ  into  their 
lives. 

Whitefield  looked  up  at  the  sky 
for  a  moment  and  murmured, 
"Lord  Jesus,  I  am  weary  in  Thy 
work,  but  not  of  Thy  work.  If  I 
have  not  yet  finished   my  course, 


let  me  go  on  and  speak  for  Thee 
once  more  in  the  fields,  seal  Thy 
truth,  and  then  go  home  and  die." 

His  voice  was  hoarse  and  his 
enunciation  heavy,  but  for  two 
hours  he  urged  a  large  audience  to 
examine  themselves,  whether  they 
were  in  the  faith  <2  Corinthians 
13:5).  The  sermon  completed,  he 
rode  to  Newburyport,  Massachu- 
setts,  where   he  died   at  daybreak. 

George  Whitefield  was  born  to 
a  Gloucester,  England,  innkeeper 
in  December,  1714.  His  boyhood 
gave  little  promise  of  his  future 
career.  He  served  drinks  to  guests 
at  the  family's  Old  Bell  Inn  for  a 
time.  Then  as  a  teen-ager  he  met 
Jesus   Christ! 

His  conversion  was  not  dramatic. 
It  took  place  as  a  result  of  reading 
Christian  books  and  the  Bible.  He 
entered  Oxford  at  age  sixteen  and 
joined  forces  with  John  and 
Charles  Wesley  to  form  the  fam- 
ous Holy  Club. 

Whitefield  was  ordained  to  the 
ministry  at  twenty-two  and  soon 
attracted  large  crowds  to  hear  him 
preach.  Realizing  that  many  un- 
believers wanted  to  hear  the  gos- 
pel, the  young  preacher  went  into 
the  fields  to  conduct  services. 
Crowds  of  ten  thousand  and  more 
became  common,  despite  the  op- 
position of  church  leaders  to  his 
unorthodox  scheme.  He  spoke  all 
over  Great  Britain,  and  crossed 
the  Atlantic  thirteen  times  to 
preach  in  the  American  colonies 
from  Maine  to  Georgia. 

God  was  clearly  at  work  as 
Whitefield  proclaimed  Christ.  Lives 
were  transformed  as  men  and 
women  responded  to  the  Christ 
who  appealed  to  them  from  every 
sermon. 

Benjamin  Franklin  wrote  about 
the  new  atmosphere  in  Philadel- 
phia after  Whitefield  concluded  an 
evangelistic  series.  "It  was  wonder- 
ful to  see  the  change  soon  made 
in  the  manner  of  the  inhabitants. 
We  could  not  walk  through  the 
town  of  an  evening  without  hear- 
ing prayers  in  the  homes  of  dif- 
ferent families  on  every  street." 

A  trio  of  famous  hymn  writers 
traced  their  spiritual  commitment 
to  the  evangelist's  influence.  They 
were  Augustus  Toplady,  who  wrote 
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"Rock  of  Ages";  Robert  Robinson, 
author  of  "Come  Thou  Fount  of 
Every  Blessing";  and  John  Faw- 
cett,  composer  of  the  lines,  "Blest 
Be  the  Tie  That  Binds,  Our  Hearts 
in  Christian  Love." 

Whitefield's  preaching  was 
marked  by  a  single  thrust,  the 
words  of  Jesus,  "Ye  must  be  born 
again."  He  firmly  believed  that 
God  could  perform  a  spiritual 
heart  transplant  in  the  most  way- 
ward life,  and  those  who  received 
Christ  testified  that  what  the 
preacher  said  was  true. 

There  was  Wicked  Will  who  at- 
tended a  Whitefield  service  at  Ply- 
mouth, England,  determined  to  em- 
barrass the  speaker.  Wicked  Will 
disrupted  the  service,  but  not  as 
he  had  planned.  The  Spirit  of  God 
brought  him  under  such  intense 
conviction  that  he  cried  out,  "What 
must  I  do  to  be  saved?"  Later  he 
told  a  friend,  "I  came  to  pick  a 
hole  in  the  preacher's  coat,  but  the 
Holy  Spirit  picked  a  hole  in  my 
heart!" 

On  another  occasion,  a  trumpet- 
er brought  his  instrument  to  the 
meeting  for  the  express  purpose 
of  interrupting  the  sermon.  He 
slipped  into  a  spot  in  front  of  the 
pulpit  and  waited  for  a  chance  to 
let  out  a  blast  that  would  ruin  the 
spirit  of  the  service.  But  the 
throngs  at  the  outer  edge  of  the 
crowd  began  to  press  forward.  The 
people  were  packed  together  so 
tightly  that  the  musician  could 
neither  raise  his  trumpet  nor  es- 
cape from  hearing  the  message. 
The  gospel  melted  the  man's  resis- 
tence  to  God's  Word,  and  White- 
field  himself  led  the  man  to  Christ. 

Whitefield  had  a  lion-like  voice 
that  could  be  heard  for  great  dis- 
tances. Once  he  was  preaching  be- 
side a  river  in  England.  He  shouted 
his  text,  paused,  and  then  an- 
nounced it  again.  Then  he  quoted 
the  verse  a  third  time  before  be- 
ginning the  sermon  in  a  lower 
tone.  A  mile  or  two  away,  a  man 
was  working  in  the  fields.  He 
knew  nothing  about  the  meeting, 
but  heard  a  voice  shout  the  Bible 
passage  three  times.  Unable  to  see 
anyone,  the  man  decided  that  God 
must    be    speaking    to    him    from 


heaven.  The  man  gave  his  life  to 
Christ  on  the  spot! 

Some  lives  were  changed  through 
Whitefield's  printed  sermons.  Sam- 
uel Morris  obtained  a  book  of 
Whitefield's  messages  and  invited 
neighbors  into  his  Virginia  home 
to  hear  them  read.  Interest  built 
and  crowds  grew  until  a  meeting- 
house had  to  be  erected.  Sinners 
were  converted  and  Morris  was  in- 
vited to  read  the  book  of  sermons 
in  other  towns.  Four  chapels  were 
built  and  several  congregations 
were  organized  as  a  result. 

What  did  Whitefield  try  to  ac- 
complish in  his  preaching?  The 
evangelist  directed  his  appeal  to 
the  conscience  of  his  hearers.  He 
was  gifted  in  speech  and  had  been 
trained  in  oratorical  skills,  but  he 
had  a  conviction  about  preaching. 
A  sermon  was  not  an  oration,  put 
together  to  entertain,  but  a  direct 
address.  It  was  an  attempt  to  com- 
municate the  message  received 
from  God  to  every  listener.  His 
hearers  could  not  avoid  the  appli- 
cation of  the  Word  to  their  lives. 
They  knew  that  it  was  at  their 
peril  that  they  neglected  deciding 
for  Christ. 

Two  days  before  his  death, 
Whitefield  preached  in  a  church  at 
Portsmouth,  New  Hampshire.  The 
building  was  so  crowded  that  the 
evangelist  had  to  enter  through  a 
window.  Benjamin  Randall,  a 
young  sailmaker,  was  among  the 
listeners,  but  he  refused  to  yield 
to  Christ. 

Then  came  the  unexpected  news 
— a  rider  in  the  streets  of  Ports- 
mouth was  shouting,  "Whitefield  is 
dead!  Whitefield  is  dead!"  The 
startled  Randall  recalled  the  ser- 
mon he  had  heard  forty-eight 
hours  before,  and  made  his 
decision  for  Christ.  A  few  years 
later,  Randall  entered  the  minis- 
try and  is  credited  with  founding 
the  Free  Will  Baptist  denomina- 
tion! 

Whitefield  once  insisted  that  it 
was  his  purpose  "to  awaken  a 
drowsy  world  ...  to  rouse  them 
out  of  their  drowsiness  and  pro- 
faneness."  This  he  did  with  steady 
confidence  in  the  timelessness  of 
Jesus'  words,  "Ye  must  be  born 
again."    • 
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Box  672  Dept.  J5,  Muscatine,  Iowa 


FOR  SALE:  GOSPEL  TENTS 

Special  prices  to  ministers.  For  com- 
plete   information   write 

VAIDOSTA  TENT 

MANUFACTURING  CO. 

P.    0.    Box    248,    Valdosta,    Georgia 

31601 

Phone  242-0730 


$50.00  CASH  every  time  10  members  of 
your  group  each  sell  10  cans  of  Kitchen- 
Fresh  Chocolettes  or  Cocoanettes  at 
$1.00  per  can. 

100%  MARK-UP!  This  delicious  candy 
costs  your  group  only  50c  each — sells  for 
$1.00!  Our  "50-50  plan  means  more 
profit! 

NO  INVESTMENT!  NOT  EVEN  lc!  Or- 
der 120  to  1200  cans  today.  Take  up  to 
30  days  to  send  payment.  Give  your 
name,  title,  phone  number  and  complete 
address,  the  name,  address,  etc.  of  2nd 
officer,  name  of  group,  quantity  of  each 
desired,  and  nearest  Freight  office  (no 
parcel  post).  Extras  sent  FREE  to  cover 
shipping  cost  east  of  Rockies.  OFFER 
OPEN  TO  GROUPS  ONLY!  ORDER 
DIRECT    TODAY! 
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God  Does  Care 


By  ALICE   J.    KINDER 


RUTHIE  DONELLO,  FOR  the 
__  third  time,  set  her  three- 
year-old  son  on  her  left 
side,  her  two-year-old  daughter  on 
her  right.  At  least  that  would  keep 
them  from  fighting  again  in  plain 
view  of  all  the  passersby. 

"Here,"  she  said,  her  voice  crisp 
and  commanding  as  she  resolutely 
stuck  a  stick  of  gum  in  each  small 
mouth.  Wearily  she  leaned  back 
on  the  hard  seat  in  the  bus  station, 
her  tired  blue  eyes  observing  those 
nearby. 

Beyond  the  newsstand  she  noted 
a  tall,  well-dressed  man  reading  a 
paper.  Bet  he's  got  a  nice  wife  and 
kids  waiting  at  home,  she  decided. 
Because  he  was  the  dependable 
type,  anyone  could  see  that.  All 
solid  and  homeylike,  one  to  be 
counted  on  to  return  home  to  his 
family  every  night. 

Smothering  a  sigh,  the  girl  fin- 
gered her  blonde  ponytail.  Momen- 
tarily she  recalled  the  first  time 
Johnnie  had  stayed  away  at  night. 
She  had  been  frantic,  knowing  that 
he  must  be  drinking.  Other  such 
nights  had  followed,  a  nightmare 
of  them  in  succession.  After  a  while 
she  learned  to  accept  them  for 
what  they  were,  a  part  of  her  life 
as  long  as  she  lived  with  him. 

"Go  ahead  and  marry  if  you  want 
to,"  her  mother  had  said  on  that 
spring  day  four  years  ago.  "That 
is,  if  nothing  else  will  satisfy  your 
mind,"  she  had  finished  listlessly. 

After  Dad  died,  Mom  had  lost 
all  interest  in  everything.  She  had 
let  herself  go  and  shuffled  about 
the  household  chores  worse  than 
ever.  She  had  never  been  the  best 
housekeeper,  of  course,  but  she  had 


been  fairly  clean  with  what  little 
they  had. 

As  it  turned  out,  Mom  herself  had 
married  two  days  before  she  and 
Johnnie  did.  That  Bertrand  was  a 
hard  one;  he  didn't  even  want 
Mom  to  write  her,  he  was  so  jeal- 
ous. Mom  wrote  only  now  and 
then,  and  she  had  never  had  a 
chance  to  see  her  grandchildren. 
Well,  she  would  never  ask  for  help 
from  them!  Ruthie  knew  of  a  cer- 
tainty. 

"Mommy!"  Belinda's  voice  inter- 
rupted her  thoughts.  "Make  John 
stop  bothering  me!" 

"John,"  the  young  mother  com- 
manded sternly,  "leave  Belinda's 
doll  alone." 

"But,  Mommy,"  said  John,  his 
brown  eyes  mischievous  and  gay, 
"I  didn't   do  anything." 

His  eyes,  so  much  like  Johnnie's, 
again  reminded  Ruthie  of  past  epi- 
sodes. Oh,  please,  dear  God,  she 
cried  inside,  don't  ever  let  him 
grow  up  to  be  thoughtless  and  un- 
caring as  his  father  was.  But  who 
was  she  to  call  on  God  at  this 
late  date?  And  after  all,  did  He 
really  care  about  all  that  could 
happen  to  one  through  trouble  and 
heartaches? 

"Mommy!"  said  John. 

"Would  the  child  like  to  hear  a 
story?"  asked  a  quiet  voice  at  her 
right. 

Ruthie  looked  up  to  see  an  elder- 
ly lady  with  a  stack  of  books  in 
her  arm.  "Oh,  thank  you,"  she  re- 
plied gratefully.  "Anything  to  keep 
him  quiet." 

Again  she  settled  back  to  rest 
a  bit.  How  tired  she  was  from  that 
long  trip  to  see  Johnnie's  parents. 


The  trip  that  had  proved  useless 
after  all.  If  only  she  didn't  have 
to  think  which  way  to  turn  to 
now! 

"And  did  that  big  boat  hold  all 
the  animals?"  she  heard  John  ask 
when  the  lady  finished  the  story. 
He  nestled  close  to  her,  running  a 
chubby  finger  across  the  book. 

"I'm  Naomi  Lind,"  the  woman 
disclosed  as  she  nodded  to  John 
and  gave  him  the  book  to  hold. 
She  reached  a  second  book  of  Bible 
stories  to  Belinda. 

Her  voice  was  soft  and  low, 
Ruthie  observed.  Bet  she's  never 
known  a  slice  of  trouble  in  her  life, 
the  girl  decided.  Because  the  stran- 
ger seemed  so  at  peace  somehow. 

"I'm  going  to  Lundeville."  Again 
the  voice  was  soft  and  fragile-like. 
Like  lilac  blooms,  thought  Ruthie, 
remembering  a  nature  poem  she 
had  written  as  a  freshman  in  high 
school. 

"To  Lundeville,"  she  said  aloud. 
"Why,  that's  where  we're  going!" 

"I  don't  believe  I  know  you, 
though,  dear,"  the  lady  said.  "And 
I  know  just  about  everyone  in 
town.  You  see.  I'm  the  school  and 
church  librarian." 

"I've  never  been  there,"  Ruthie 
answered.  "But  my  father  lived  in 
the  town  as  a  boy.  And  my  grand- 
father's old  place  is  mine  now.  The 
old  Milburne  place." 

"Then  you  must  be  Andrew  Mil- 
burne's  daughter!"  the  woman  ex- 
claimed. Ruthie  nodded.  "And 
probably  about  the  age  of  — "  She 
smoothed  John's  curly  hair,  her 
eyes  filling  with  a  trace  of  misty 
dew. 

"I'm  eighteen,"  said  Ruthie. 
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"Only  eighteen.  Then  these  chil- 
dren can't  really  be  yours." 

"They're  mine  all  right,"  Ruthie 
admitted  frankly.  "John's  three 
and  Belinda  two.  I  married  at  four- 
teen." 

"So  young,"  murmured  the  other 
gently. 

"Too  young,"  said  Ruthie,  her 
voice  edged  with  a  hard  brittle- 
ness.  "But  like  a  lot  of  young  folks, 
I  couldn't  see  things  straight.  My 
husband  deserted  me,  and  I  had 
him  hunted  up.  He's  in  Vietnam 
now,  he's  twenty-one,"  she  finished 
the  explanation. 

"Michael  was  seventeen,"  the 
stranger  confided  in  a  low  tone. 
"My  grandson — who  would  have 
graduated  from  high  school  next 
week.  He  and  a  companion  fell  off 
a  cliff  in  mountain  climbing." 
"Oh,  I'm  sorry." 

"He  was  a  Christian,  though,  and 
thus  at  peace  with  God  now,"  said 
Mrs.  Lind.  "I've  just  come  from  the 
funeral." 

"A  Christian  — "  said  Ruthie. 
"Dad  was  a  Christian." 

"Yes,  I  know.  I  knew  Andrew  a 
long  time  ago.  In  fact  — "  the  soft 
voice  trailed  lightly  like  a  wisp  of 
fog. 

"Why,  I  bet  you  dated  one  an- 
other," declared  Ruthie  in  the  si- 
lence that  followed,  her  young 
voice  suddenly  alive  with  curiosity. 
"Yes,"  admitted  the  other,  smil- 
ing a  bit.  "But  Andrew  went  away 
to  the  city.  He  married  several 
years  later,  I  heard.  In  the  mean- 
time I  fell  in  love  with  Edward. 
Our  son,  our  only  child,  died  in 
a  car  accident  last  year.  And  now 
Michael  — " 

"Why,   you've   known   trouble, 
too,"  said  Ruthie  in  gradual  appre- 
hension. "Far  more  than  I  have." 
"Yes,"    said    the    older    woman. 
"Yet  God  has  definitely  promised, 
you   know,   to   care   for   us   in   all 
tribulations." 
"You  think  He  really  cares?" 
"Most    surely,"    said    Mrs.    Lind, 
her  voice  firm  with  assurance. 

"Then  perhaps  He'll  help  me 
start  a  new  life  in  Lundeville.  I 
would  like  to  find  part-time  work 
of  some  sort.  But  most  of  all,  I 
would  like  to  go  back  to  school."  J 


"To  school!  Then  you've  indeed 
come  to  the  right  place,  dear.  You 
see,  we've  just  started  the  new 
adult  education  classes  here  in  Ap- 
palachia.  They're  for  the  unem- 
ployed fathers.  But  several  women 
volunteers  and  others  who've 
dropped  out  of  school  plan  to  re- 
ceive their  diplomas  this  way." 

"You  mean  I  might  even  get  my 
diploma!"  cried  Ruthie  then.  "Oh, 
I  would  study  hard  now;  I  really 
would.  And  I  always  loved  to  read." 
"Why,  you  could  help  me  in  the 
church  library  then.  We've  been 
needing  extra  help.  Would  you  like 
that?" 

Ruthie  looked  down  at  her  chil- 
dren, who  sat  contentedly  turning 
the  pages  of  the  Bible  storybooks. 
Her  blue  eyes  suddenly  were  tender 
with  love  for  them. 

"Indeed  I  would,"  she  said,  her 
voice  no  longer  hard  and  crisp,  but 
rather,  young  and  full  of  hope, 
suiting  her  age.  "And  we  —  Belin- 
da, John,  and  I  could  go  to  Sunday 
school  and  church.  Could  we  —  go 
with  you  the  first  Sunday?" 

"Why,  of  course,"  said  Naomi 
Lind  with  pleasure,  and  her  voice, 
too,  came  alive  with  new  hope  and 
plans. 

"God  really  does  care,"  said 
Ruthie  then,  almost  whispering. 

"He  always  does,"  the  other  re- 
plied tenderly.  "Surely  He  must 
have  sent  you  this  way  today.  So 
we  can  help  each  other.  Edward 
and  I  always  wanted  a  daughter,"  ! 
she  murmured  quietly,  her  tones 
a  faint  echo.  "By  the  way,  dear, 
what  is  your  name?" 

"My  name  is  Ruth.  Ruth  Donel- 
lo." 

"And  mine  is  Naomi."  Gently 
Mrs.  Lind  reached  for  John's  hand 
as  their  bus  drove  in  sight.  And 
Ruthie,  beside  her,  reached  for 
Belinda's  tiny  fingers.  Together, 
the  four  started  for  their  destina- 
tion.   • 
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BREAD    UPON  THE   WATERS 

Be  kind— for  this  can  bring  you  smiles, 
The  friendly  pat,  the  fond  caress, 
And  all  those  gleeful,  playful  wiles 
Friends  use,  to  show  their  tenderness. 
For  kindness  is  life's  living  bread 
Hearts  hunger  for,  but  go  forgot, 
Because  no  kindly  word  was  said 
To  brighten  up  their  daily  lot. 
Go  cast  your  bread,  and  you  will  find 
The  true  meaning  of  being  kind! 

—Millie  C.  Kroll 


GOD   WILL  WORK   IT  OUT 

When  you  have  no  answers  to 
The  problems  that  are  troubling  you, 
God  will  find  a  pathway  through, 
For  He  will  work  it  out. 


ALTARS 


Ah,  modern  altars  are  too  fine! 
Lord — let  a  rustic  one  be  mine, 
Where  I  may  go  and  sing  and  pray, 
And  hear  a  country  preacher  say 
The  things  I  heard  in  childhood  days — 
I  still  believe   in  humble  ways! 

—Millie  C.  Kroll 


When  there  seems  no  place  to  go, 
No  strength  to  climb,  no  light  to  glow, 
And  what  to  do,  you  do  not  know, 
Then  God  will  work  it  out. 

For  you  serve  One  who  goes  before, 
Who  knows  the  dark  and  finds  the  door, 
And  you  can  trust  Him  evermore, 
For  God  will  work  it  out. 

— Viola  Jacobson   Berg 


THERE  IS  SOMETHING  WRONG  IF  .  .  . 

Our  fervor  for  serving  God  is  less  than  it  was  when 

we  were  first  saved. 
We  can  go  for  days  without  praying,  except  while  in 

church. 
We  find  the  Word  of  God  dry  and  uninteresting. 
We  feel  no  rejoicing  in  our  heart  when  someone  else 

becomes  a  Christian. 
We  are  content  to  spend  more  money  on  small  luxu- 
ries than  on  missions. 
We  habitually  strike  back  in  anger  when  undergoing 

persecution. 
We  no  longer  feel  burdened  for  lost  souls — next  door 
and  overseas. 
If  the  "old  man"  seems  to  have  reemerged,  be  "re- 
newed in  the  spirit  of  your  mind  and  put  on  the  new 
man"  again.  It  will  take  more  than  a  changing  of 
your  mind— it  will  take  a  changing  of  the  spirit  of 
your  mind.  You  may  change  your  mind,  but  there  is 
only  One  who  can  change  your  spirit. 

You  may  experience  joy  in  the  Lord  again.  It  will 
take  prayer.  Perhaps  it  will  take  sacrifice  and  tears. 
Whatever  the  price,  be  willing  to  pay  it.  It  will  be 
more   than   worth   it. 

— Margie  Snowden  North 


A  LOOK,  A  WORD,  A  TOUCH 

The  day  was  filled,  hectic,  whirlwind  action 

swirling  thoughts 

restlessness 

longings 

at  last 

alone  with  Christ 

A  look  from  tender,  understanding  eyes 

it  did  suffice. 

Bitter  words  were  spoken,  gloom  seemed  a  close, 

bosom  companion 

turmoil, 

seething, 

but  stay, 

a  word  of  love 

fell  from  blessed,  forgiving  lips 

spirits  soared  above. 

Pain  was  utter  bondage,  oppression,  heartache  sore 

haunting,  hounding 

continuously 

persistently 

amazing  comprehension 

faith  doth  tell 

a  touch  from  lovely,  nail-scarred  hands 

all  shackles  fell. 

Awake,  arise  my  soul,  thou  sluggard  dull 

how  darest 

sleeping, 

dreaming, 

idly  musing, 

thy  lover  hath  giv'n  thee 

A  look,  a  word,  a  healing  touch 

press  on  to  victory. 

— Mrs.  L.  E.  Holdman 
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Promises 


By  MARILYN   PERGERSON 


COD  DOES  NOT  bribe  any- 
one to  become  a  Christian. 
Neither  has  He  implied  that 
being  a  Christian  is  easy.  But  the 
Christian  can  expect  to  be  thirsty 
and  sad  and  depressed  at  times. 
He  can  expect  to  have  trouble  mak- 
ing financial  ends  meet.  He  can 
expect  sickness  and  hardships. 
Christians  can  expect  these  things, 
not  because  they  are  Christians, 
but  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  they 
are  Christians. 

Christ  warned  His  disciples  to  ex- 
pect a  rocky  road.  He  did  not  tell 
them  that  if  they  would  follow 
Him,  they  would  live  a  charmed  life 
or  that  clay  would  turn  to  gold  for 
them.  Neither  does  He  promise  us 
today  that  we  will  be  spared  the 
hardship  of  having  a  drunkard  for 
a  helpmate,  nor  that  we  will  have 
a  beautiful  and  lasting  marriage. 
He  did  not  promise  that  we  would 
never  lose  a  loved  one. 

He  did  promise  us  a  changed  life. 
He  promises  us  a  new  attitude  to- 
ward troubles.  He  promises  conso- 
lation and  peace  because  we  know 
that  He  is  always  ready  to  help  us. 
He  promises  courage  and  strength 
to  face  whatever  comes  "with  good 
cheer."  He  promises  us  freedom 
from  fear,  for  we  know  that  what- 
ever happens  will  be  because  He, 
with  His  omnipotent  foresight, 
knows  what  is  best  for  us.  This  is 
a  magnificent  shield  from  danger 


— for  who  can  fear  that  which  is 
going  to  be  right  for  him? 

Then,  too,  God  promises  heaven. 
But,  again,  He  does  not  bribe  us 
with  heaven.  It  is  doubtful  that 
anyone  ever  came  to  God  because 
he  wanted  the  reward  of  heaven 
or  was  afraid  of  hell.  Rather,  man 
finds  God  through  love,  for  God 
is  love.  God  is  always  there.  He  re- 
mains invisible  only  to  those  who 
refuse  to  open  their  eyes. 

But  love  is  a  strange  thing.  A 
heart  containing  love  for  someone 
cannot,  at  the  same  time,  contain 
hatred,  envy,  or  jealousy  for  him. 
Love  and  evil  are  simply  not 
compatible.    Love    is    pure.    Before 


love  can  come  into  a  heart,  evil 
must  be  emptied  out.  This  does  not 
mean  that  evil  will  not  return  to 
the  heart  and  mind  again  and 
again,  but  it  does  mean  that  man 
must  constantly,  willfully,  empty 
these  things  so  that  God  can  come 
in.  We  are  not  promised  freedom 
from  temptation. 

God  promises  us  much.  And 
though  He  does  not  bribe  us  with 
an  easy  pot  of  gold  at  the  end  of 
the  rainbow,  we  can  enjoy  the 
beautiful  radiance  of  the  rainbow 
and  the  promise  of  comfort  that  it 
offers  in  spite  of  the  rain.  Most  of 
all,  we  can  be  sure  of  God's  prom- 
ise of  love  to  fill  our  lives.    • 
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The 
Man  Who 

Could   Not; 
Hate 


By  VINCENT   EDWARDS 


/MEMBER  OF  a  Union  vol- 
unteer company,  known  as 
the  Berdan  Sharpshooters 
who  fought  through  the  War  Be- 
tween the  States,  has  handed  down 
an  impressive  recollection  of  Abra- 
ham Lincoln. 

If  it  does  nothing  else,  at  least 
it  proves  how  free  the  great  Presi- 
dent was  from  the  bitter  feeling 
that  stirred  so  many  people  toward 
the  South  and  its  leaders. 

In  the  spring  of  1861,  when  the 
company  was  stationed  at  Alexan- 
dria, it  was  Lincoln's  custom  to 
come  over  from  Washington  to 
watch    target   practice.    Sometimes 


the  President  fired  a  few  rounds 
himself,  and  it  was  immediately 
noticed  that  he  was  an  excellent 
shot. 

There  came  a  day  when  the 
range  instructor  sprang  a  surprise 
on  the  distinguished  visitor.  He  had 
busied  himself  between  the  Presi- 
dent's visits  and  had  had  a  spe- 
cial target  made.  It  represented  a 
man  in  civilian  attire  and  it  was 
labeled  in  big  letters  "JEFF  DA- 
VIS." The  orders  were  that  this 
was  to  be  run  up  the  minute  that 
Mr.  Lincoln  took  his  place  at  the 
range. 

Those  present  when  the  President 


arrived  never  forgot  what  hap- 
pened. The  young  volunteer  who 
related  the  incident  in  later  years 
was  one  of  those  on  the  firing 
line,  so  he  had  a  close  view  of  the 
whole  proceedings. 

The  President  stepped  up  as  us- 
ual, selected  his  rifle  and  then, 
smiling  a  little  as  he  examined  it, 
let  it  be  known  that  he  was  ready 
to  shoot. 

Immediately  the  curious  target 
with  the  figure  marked  "JEFF  DA- 
VIS" was  run  up. 

Mr.  Lincoln  had  his  rifle  half 
raised. 

"We  want  to  see  you  take  a  crack 
at  that,"  the  range  instructor  spoke 
up. 

The  President  looked  straight  at 
the  new  target.  But  for  answer  he 
lowered  his  rifle  and  turned  to  the 
instructor. 

As  long  as  he  lived,  the  young 
volunteer  who  was  watching  never 
forgot  the  look  on  Lincoln's  face. 

The  President  did  not  say  a  single 
word  in  reply.  He  simply  looked 
at  the  instructor  with  an  expres- 
sion full  of  surprise,  disappoint- 
ment, and  more  than  all  else,  of 
sorrow. 

Then  he  laid  his  rifle  down  slow- 
ly and  quietly,  and  went  a  little 
way  off  from  the  men.  There,  with 
folded  arms  and  bowed  head,  he 
walked  silently  up  and  down,  keep- 
ing to  himself.  He  was  apart  like 
this  for  perhaps  as  long  as  twenty 
minutes. 

He  then  returned  to  the  firing 
range.  By  that  time  the  instructor's 
grotesque  target  had  been  removed, 
and  the  regular  one  restored  to  its 
place.  When  this  was  raised,  the 
President  fired  several  shots  at  it, 
just  as  he  had  done  on  previous 
visits. 

But  every  soldier  there  observed 
how  silent  Mr.  Lincoln  was  until 
he  went  away  a  short  time  after- 
ward. With  the  young  volunteer 
who  witnessed  it,  the  incident  re- 
mained a  vivid  memory  for  all  of 
fifty  years  afterward. 

No  better  proof  could  have  been 
found  of  how  free  Lincoln  was  from 
the  hatred  and  bitter  feeling  that 
stirred  so  many  others  around 
him.    • 
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The 

Little  Brown 

Church 


By  CORINNE   BERGSTROM 


"O  come  to  the  church  in  the 
wildwood,  O  come  to  the  church  in 
the  vale."  Each  year,  thousands  of 
visitors  answer  Dr.  William  S.  Pitts' 
invitation  to  visit  the  site  where 
he  was  first  inspired  to  write  his 
famous  hymn. 

The  Little  Brown  Church  in  the 
Wildwood  still  stands  near  Nashua, 
Iowa,  and  serves  a  congregation  of 
about  125  people.  Its  present  min- 
ister Glenn  L.  Utterback  also  per- 
forms many  special  wedding  and 
baptism  ceremonies  for  out-of-town 
visitors,  who  come  for  this  express 
reason. 

But  let  us  go  back  in  history  to 
a  time  when  no  "little  brown 
church"  stood  on  this  site  in  Brad- 
ford Township.  While  on  a  jour- 
ney in  1857  to  Fredericksburg,  Iowa, 
where  his  future  bride  lived,  Wil- 
liam Pitts  first  saw  the  site  of  the 
now  famous  "church  in  the  wild- 
wood." 

At  that  time,  the  spot  was  sim- 
ply a  wooded  area,  but  it  stuck  in 
his  mind.  After  he  returned  home 
to  Wisconsin  where  he  taught  in 


a  rural  school,  he  couldn't  throw  off 
the  image  of  that  woods,  so  he  fin- 
ally sat  down  and  composed  a 
hymn  about  it.  He  envisioned  a 
brown  church  on  the  site,  although 
none  had  been  there. 

Meanwhile  unknown  to  William 
Pitts,  the  site  had  been  donated 
for  a  church  to  serve  the  surround- 
ing community  of  Bradford,  which 
is  no  longer  in  existence  as  a  town. 
Several  pastors  had  served  the 
church  up  to  this  time.  The  con- 
gregation had  met  in  such  places 
as  the  hotel  dining  room,  a  law- 
yer's office,  or  abandoned  store  be- 
cause of  lack  of  funds  and  too 
few  members  to  build  a  proper 
church  building.  However  in  1859,  a 
young  man,  the  Reverend  John  K. 
Nutting,  encouraged  the  small  group 
of  followers  to  begin  construction. 
With  the  site  donated,  the  next  job 
was  to  lay  a  foundation.  The  men 
quarried  rock  and  were  ready  to 
lay  the  foundation  when  the  Civil 
War  began  and  claimed  them. 

Construction  was  not  resumed 
until  1862  when  the  Reverend  Mr. 


Nutting,  unable  to  accept  defeat, 
talked  people  into  making  gifts  of 
lumber  and  money.  Even  a  bell, 
which  had  been  made  in  the  fa- 
mous Meneely  Bell  Foundry  in  New 
York  and  had  been  broken,  found 
a  new  home  in  the  Bradford 
church.  It  was  recast  and  sent  to 
Bradford  as  a  gift.  This  same  bell 
still  hangs  in  the  tower  of  the 
Little  Brown  Church. 

Dedication  of  the  building  took 
place  on  December  29,  1864.  "And 
so  we  finished  the  building,"  said 
the  young  pastor,  no  doubt  with  a 
big  sigh  of  a  major  task  accom- 
plished through  faith  and  love. 

And  where  was  William  Pitts  all 
this  time?  He,  of  course,  had  re- 
turned home  and  composed  the 
song  about  his  vision  of  a  church 
in  that  wildwood.  He  filed  it  away, 
for  he  had  written  it  to  relieve  the 
gnawing  at  his  mind  of  that  beau- 
tiful site  back  in  Iowa  and  not 
with   the    thought   of   publication. 

In  1858,  he  and  Miss  Ann  War- 
ren of  Fredericksburg  were  wed. 
They  lived  in  Wisconsin  where  he 
continued  to  teach  in  the  rural 
school  until  1862  when  they  re- 
turned to  Fredericksburg  because 
of  the  illness  of  his  wife's  parents. 
In  the  fall  of  1863,  he  accepted  a 
teaching  position  at  Bradford 
Academy. 

As  he  passed  the  site  of  the 
church  he  had  been  inspired  to 
write  about  in  a  song,  his  heart 
leaped.  There,  sitting  on  that  very 
same  spot  which  he  remembered  so 
well,   was   a  new   church. 

Later,  the  building  was  painted 
brown.  Soon  after  the  dedication, 
William  Pitts  took  his  music  class 
to  visit  the  church,  and  he  sang 
his  song  for  them.  They  greeted  it 
with  such  enthusiasm  that  he  car- 
ried the  manuscript  to  Chicago 
where  H.  M.  Higgins  agreed  to  pub- 
lish it. 

Many  years  passed  before  the 
hymn  became  popular — years  in 
which  William  Pitts  became  Dr. 
Pitts  and  practiced  medicine  in  his 
wife's   hometown. 

Of  the  Church  at  Bradford,  now 
Nashua,  Dr.  Pitts  said,  "My  hope 
is  that  it  will  stand  for  a  thousand 
years  and  will  continue  to  call  both 
old  and  young  to  worship."    • 
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Almost  a 
Missionary 


By  MARY  LOU   KITSEN 


THINK  IT  is  not  untruthful 
to  say  that  quite  possibly  90 
percent  of  the  Christians  in 
this  nation  today  have  wished  at 
one  time  cr  another  in  their  lives 
that  they  could  actually  serve  as 
a  missionary.  To  support  the  mis- 
sionaries in  their  work  is  impor- 
tant, of  course.  But  the  human  has 
a  need  within  himself  to  really  "do" 
something.  We  have  an  inner  need 


for  accomplishing  something  that 
makes  us  feel  worthwhile. 

But  to  be  realistic,  the  average 
man  with  a  family  to  care  for  can- 
not take  off  for  a  year  to  go  to 
Africa  or  South  America  or  else- 
where so  that  he  can  personally  do 
God's  work.  He  does  not  have  the 
time  to  take  the  training  necessary 
for  such  work.  But  any  man  can, 
with  imagination  and  a  will  to  ac- 


complish, become  "almost  a  mis- 
sionary." 

Take  one  man — we  will  call  him 
Mr.  Smith — he  will  not  allow  his 
own  "missionary"  work  to  be  used 
as  a  "publicity"  stunt  to  further 
his  own  business  interests.  Mr. 
Smith  operated  a  most  successful 
business  dealing  in  business  ma- 
chines. He  gathered  together  sev- 
eral other  businessmen  who  were 
friends  as  well  as  business  associ- 
ates and  told  them  about  an  idea 
he  had. 

As  a  result  of  this  meeting,  Mr. 
Smith  contacted  a  pastor  whose 
church  was  located  in  a  low-in- 
come area.  He  told  this  pastor  that 
he  and  his  friends  stood  ready  to 
help  with  advice  in  any  enterprise 
in  operation,  or  about  to  go  into 
operation,  and  owned  by  the  peo- 
ple of  his  congregation.  Within  the 
next  few  years  they  helped  a  man 
get  a  small  sign  business  going,  ad- 
vised a  young  widow  opening  a 
dress-making  business,  helped 
three  young  men  just  discharged 
from  the  service  to  get  started  in 
the  television  repair  field  as  a 
small  business.  They  were,  do  you 
not  agree,  almost  missionaries! 

There  are  many  other  people 
who  are  "almost  missionaries";  for 
example,  an  artist  who  holds  a  free 
painting  class  each  Saturday 
morning  in  the  basement  of  a 
church;  a  home  economics  teacher 
who  each  Thursday  holds  a  session 
for  young  mothers  living  in  a  low- 
income  area;  a  group  of  teen- 
agers who  each  Saturday  clean 
and  mow  the  yard  about  a  senior 
citizen  center  in  a  small  New  En- 
gland town;  a  Spanish  teacher  at 
a  prep  school  who  on  weekends 
privately,  and  without  any  charge, 
tutors  Spanish-speaking  children 
in  a  nearby  city  who  are  still  find- 
ing English  a  struggle. 

So,  as  you  continue  to  support 
the  missions  of  your  church  and 
the  full-time  missionaries,  use 
whatever  talent  or  special  training 
you  have  to  be  "almost  a  mission- 
ary." The  good,  contented  feeling 
that  will  result  will  be  reward 
enough !    • 
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The  Rest: 
of 
Your  Life 


By   DON    BUCK 


H.  Armstrong  Roberts 


hAVE  YOU  EVER  had  the 
experience  of  hearing 
someone  make  a  statement 
more  or  less  jokingly,  yet  later, 
when  you  took  time  to  analyze  and 
evaluate  what  he  said,  you  discov- 
ered that  he  had  actually  clothed 
a  profound  truth  in  "jesting 
guise"? 

A  teen-ager  found  the  following 
quotation  in  a  monthly  periodical: 

"Today  is  the  first  day  of  the 
rest  of  your  life." 

To  the  restless  youngster,  with 
the  beckoning  years  stretching  al- 
most infinitely  before  him,  it  was 
merely  a  witty  saying.  Actually  it 
represents  a  profound  and  excit- 
ing bit  of  philosophy. 

Today  is  all-important.  Today  is 
life  in  motion.  Today  is  now!  Yes- 
terday is  beyond  recall;  tomorrow 
beyond  reach.  Only  this  day,  this 
hour,  this  minute  exists.  All  other 
time  is  gone — or  yet  to  be. 

True,  we  all  like  to  think  about 
the  past,  and  we  should  do  so — 
for  certain  purposes,  and  up  to  a 
certain  point.  But  sometimes,  for 
reasons  known  only  to  ourselves, 
we  tend  to  dwell  more  on  the  past 


than  on  the  present,  which  is  im- 
practical and  often  unhealthy  as 
well. 

After  all,  we  can't  do  much  about 
the  past  except  use  intelligently 
the  experience  we  gained  from  it. 
But  we  can,  to  a  large  extent,  con- 
trol the  present  and  thereby  in- 
crease our  chances  of  controlling 
the  future — which  is  certainly 
more  important.  After  all,  where 
we  have  been  is  not  nearly  as  im- 
portant as  where  we  stand;  and 
where  we  stand  is,  in  turn,  far  less 
important  than  where  we  are  go- 
ing. 

The  Koran,  the  sacred  book  of 
the  Mohammedan  religion,  gives  us 
this  nugget  of  wisdom. 

"Yesterday   is   already   a   dream, 

And  tomorrow  is  only  a  vision; 

But  today,  well  lived,  makes  every 
yesterday 

A  dream  of  happiness,  and  every 
tomorrow 

A  vision  of  hope." 

In  the  book  of  Philippians,  Paul 
makes  this  marvelous  declaration: 
"This  one  thing  I  do,  forgetting 
those  things  which  are  behind, 
and    reaching    forth     unto    those 


things  which  are  before,  I  press 
toward  the  mark  for  the  prize  of 
the  high  calling  of  God  in  Christ 
Jesus"  (Philippians  3:13,  14).  With 
his  eye  confidently  on  the  future, 
Paul  was  making  the  best  possible 
use  of  the  present. 

None  of  us  know  how  much  of 
this  mortal  life  is  left.  As  the  poet 
said: 

"The  clock  of  Life  is  wound  but 
once, 

And  no  man  has  the  power 

To  say  just  where  the  hands  will 
stop, 

At  late  or  early  hour." 

Whatever  amount  of  time  is  left 
— is  left.  And  it  starts  with  the 
next  tick  of  the  clock. 

So — if  some  of  our  yesterdays 
have  not  been  exactly  thundering 
successes,  if  parts  of  our  past  show 
disappointments,  failures,  regrets, 
impurities  and  sins — perhaps  we 
would  do  well  to  face  the  other 
way  for  a  change.  Let  us  pray  for 
forgiveness  and  guidance;  raise 
our  eyes;  look  ahead  with  courage, 
hope,  expectation.  Because — "To- 
day is  the  first  day  of  the  rest  of 
your  life!"    • 
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A  Bold  Look  Into 

the  Challenging  World  of 

Twentieth-Century  Youth 


By   FLOYD   D.   CAREY 


Teen  Bops  and  the  Thread  Scene 


The  Bible  teaches  that  teen-age 
girls  should  wear  modest  clothing. 
This  topic  was  featured  in  the  July 
Insight  discussion.  This  month  we 
will  consider  the  dressing  practices 
of  teen-age  boys.  In  the  light  of 
Peter's  counsel  concerning  dress, 
"Whose  adorning,  let  it  not  be  that 
outward  adorning  (for  pride  and 
popularity)  .  .  .  But  let  it  be  the 
hidden  man  of  the  heart"  (1  Peter 
3:3,  4),  and  in  the  light  of  trends 
in  male  fashions,  how  should  this 
admonition  and  the  desire  to  be  a 
witness  be  related  to  the  personal 
dressing  practices  of  teen-age  boys. 

Alton  Stone,  Jr.,  age  16—1  think 
that  a  dedicated  Christian  boy 
should  have  a  mixed  wardrobe.  For 
social  gatherings  and  for  school 
he  should  wear  the  clothes  he 
feels  comfortable  in  and  that  he 
enjoys  wearing,  regardless  of  the 
"going  trends."  He  may  choose 
to  be  "in"  or  "out"  of  the  present 
fashions.  He  should,  however,  al- 
ways be  clean  and  neat.  A  Chris- 
tian boy,  I  feel,  can  wear  almost 
all  of  the  modern  clothes  and  still 
live  a  life  that  proves  that  he  is  a 
true  Christian.  Young  men  should 
always  look  neat  and  boldly  pre- 
sent their  testimony  and  witness 
for  Jesus. 

Elaine  Fogle,  age  18 — Boys  to- 
day have  developed  a  new  trend 
in  dress  which  allows  them  to  wear 
"way-out"    clothing    and    also    to 


wear  their  hair  longer  than  usual. 
The  unusual  clothes  of  boys  are 
okay,  up  to  a  certain  point.  I  like 
the  bright-colored  shirts — for  ex- 
ample, pink  and  bright  red — and 
the  multi-colored  ties.  There  are 
always  some,  however,  who  will  go 
a  little  overboard.  This  is  true  in 
every  area  of  life.  Also  there's  the 
question  of  long  hair.  Long  hair  is 
a  subject  of  great  controversy.  I 
believe,  however,  that  if  a  boy  keeps 
his  hair  clean  and  at  a  reason- 
able length  it  will  be  acceptable 
and  will  not  hinder  his  Christian 
testimony. 

Alfred  Skipper,  age  19— The  Bi- 
ble says  that  we  should  dress  as 
a  representative  of  holiness.  Many 
boys  go  for  the  modern  trends  in 
clothing.  As  for  myself,  I  do  not. 
I  cannot  serve  the  Lord  and  still 
keep  up  with  the  seasonal  fashions 
for  boys.  We  cannot  wear  our 
clothes  just  to  please  others;  this 
would  be  impossible.  We  should  buy 
clothing  to  suit  our  own  taste  and 
to  support  our  witness  for  Christ. 

Lynn  Hancock,  age  17 — Many 
church  people,  especially  elderly 
ones,  look  with  disdain  upon  Chris- 
tian boys  for  the  way  they  dress. 
In  most  cases,  however,  it  is  not 
because  their  dressing  practices  are 
sinful,  but  because  they  appear  un- 
usual. Basically,  it  is  simply  a  mat- 
ter of  taste.  Parents  need  to  give 
their    children    an    opportunity    to 


think  for  themselves  instead  of  al- 
ways telling  them  what  to  wear. 
This  will  prepare  them  to  make 
decisions  for  themselves  when  they 
get  older.  Base  your  dressing  stan- 
dards on  the  platform  of  the  Scrip- 
tures, of  separation  and  Christian 
service. 

Carroll  E.  Landreth,  Jr.,  age  17 
— I  think  that  a  Christian  teen- 
age boy  should  dress  according  to 
his  nature  and  personality.  Some 
boys  can  wear  wild  colors  that  al- 
most make  your  eyes  pop  out  while 
others  have  to  wear  lighter  colors 
and  plain  apparel.  I  don't  think 
that  a  Christian  boy  should  wear 
the  loose  flowered  shirts  that  just 
hang  on  the  body.  A  Christian  teen 
should  dress  just  as  if  the  Lord 
was  with  him,  because  He  is. 

Steve  Maxwell,  age  17 — I  feel 
that  Christian  boys  should  remem- 
ber that  their  dressing  practices 
reflect  not  only  their  personality 
but  also  the  depth  of  their  Chris- 
tianity. No  styles  should  be  worn 
that  will  cause  others  to  lose  con- 
fidence in  you.  Keep  in  mind  that 
it  isn't  important  to  conform  to  the 
crowd;  each  boy  should  be  his  real 
self. 

Eddie  Tallmage,  age  14—1  don't 
go  for  the  bell-bottom  trousers,  the 
flowered  pants,  and  all  the  wild 
color  they  put  in  boy's  clothes  to- 
day. I  use  the  word  vrild  loosely, 
because  they  are.  It  is  best  that  a 
boy  dress  so  that  sinners  can  look 
at  him  and  immediately  tell  that 
he  is  a  Christian. 


Show  me  a  boy  who  laughs  last,  and  I 
will  show  you  a  boy  who  didn't  get  the 
Joke. 

Show  me  a  rabbit  that  Is  well  groomed, 
and  I  will  show  you  a  rabbit  who  owns 
a   harebrush. 

The  latest  appliance  on  the  market  Is  a 
combination  record  player  and  air  condi- 
tioner. It  Is  designed  for  people  who  like 
to  play  It  cool. 

Did  you  hear  about  the  bike  that  couldn't 
stand  up  by  Itself  because  It  was  two-tired. 


Webesterlsm 
Diet — penalty  for  exceeding  the  feed  limit. 
Slogan — a  gun  that  shoots  slow  bullets. 
Unabridged— a    river    you    have    to    wade 
across. 

INCITE 
How  do  you  feel  about  Christian  youth 
and  the  thread  scene?  Send  in  your  com- 
ments, a  topic  for  consideration,  or  a 
cool  rlb-tlckler  to  this  address:  Lighted 
Pathway.  Montgomery  Avenue,  Cleveland, 
Tennessee   37311. 
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How    Much    Can    I    Sin 


and  get  away  with  it? 


By   BOB   LAIR 


WHEN  THE  APOSTLE  Paul 
told  the  Romans  that 
they  were  saved  by  grace 
through  faith  and  that  their  own 
righteousness  was  of  no  value,  so 
far  as  justification  was  concerned, 
some  of  them  misunderstood  him 
and  said:  "Well,  then,  what's  the 
use?  We  may  as  well  go  ahead 
and  sin,  because  the  blood  of  Christ 
cleanses  us  anyway."  Paul  was 
shocked  that  any  man  should  be 
so  lacking  in  understanding  or  so 
malicious  as  to  interpret  his  words 
in  that  way. 

Now  it  is  true  that  the  blood 
of  Jesus  Christ  cleanses  from  all 
sin.  There  is  no  crime  so  terrible 
that  He  cannot  deliver  from  its 
condemning  power.  There  is  no 
sinner  so  hopeless  that  the  atone- 
ment is  ineffectual  for  him.  Yet 
the  spirit  of  those  Roman  converts 
is  surely  not  the  spirit  of  the  born- 
again   child   of   God. 

Occasionally  I  meet  Christians 
who  seem  to  say:  "I  wonder  how 
much  I  can  get  by  with  and  still 
be  saved?"  I  often  think  at  such 
times  of  an  elderly  Christian  who 
once  said:  "I  already  sin  far  more 
than  I  loant  to."  The  child  of  God 


who  lives  in  fellowship  with  His 
Spirit  is  surely  not  sitting  around 
trying  to  see  how  much  he  can 
put  over  on  God.  Instead,  he  is 
constantly  examining  his  own  life, 
asking  the  Spirit  of  God  to  search 
him  to  see  what  there  is  in  him 
that  is  profitless  to  God.  He  gives 
his  energies  to  Jesus  Christ.  He  is 
no  longer  sin's  slave:  he  is  Christ's 
slave. 

A  southern  evangelist  often  told 
the  story  of  a  wealthy,  nineteenth- 
century  man  who  lived  at  the 
top  of  a  remote  mountain,  ap- 
proached by  a  rough  road  that  led 
past  canyons  and  up  steep  inclines 
and  through  dangerously  narrow 
passes.  One  day  the  man  decided 
he  was  too  old  to  drive  the  rough 
route  any  longer,  so  he  advertised 
for  a  driver  for  his  horse  and  car- 
riage. 

Three  men  answered  the  ad.  The 
first  man,  when  asked  how  near 
he  felt  he  could  come  to  the  edge 
of  the  cliff  without  going  over, 
paused  and  replied:  "Well,  I've 
been  driving  a  good  while  now, 
and  I  think  I  can  come  within  a 
yard  of  it  and  still  hold  her 
steady." 


The  second  man,  a  youth  of 
strong  muscular  build,  responded 
self-conf  idently :  "I've  driven 
horses  in  races  and  contests  of 
various  sorts.  I  think  I  can  come 
to  within  six  inches  of  the  ledge 
and  still  get  you  up  here  safely." 

As  he  interviewed  his  third  ap- 
plicant, the  old  man  asked  the 
same  question:  "How  near  the 
edge  of  the  cliff  can  you  come  and 
still  not  go  over?"  He  was  surprised 
at  the  answer:  "I'll  tell  you,  sir, 
if  you're  interested  in  somebody  to 
drive  near  the  edge  of  that  pre- 
cipice, I'm  not  your  man.  I  make 
it  a  policy  to  stay  as  far  away 
from  the  edges  of  a  dangerous 
ledge  as  I  can.  I  don't  know  how 
close  I  can  come  to  the  cliff;  I 
plan  to  stay  as  far  back  from  it 
as  I  can."  He  got  the  job! 

The  point  is  pretty  obvious.  A 
man  is  a  fool  to  want  to  play  a 
game  with  sin.  He  can't  help  but 
lose.  Such  is  never  the  attitude  of 
the  Spirit-led  child  of  God.  He  does 
not  try  to  outwit  God.  He  does  not 
seek  to  be  disobedient  or  to  let  sin 
abound,  because  he  thinks  grace 
will  much  more  abound.  God  for- 
bid that  it  should  ever  be  so.    • 
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MOTORIST'S      DIARY 

Friday,  the  13th:  Picked  up  the  kids  after  school. 
Noticed  Diane  did  not  look  both  ways  when  she  ran 
across  street  to  car.  Also  noticed  how  scuffed  her  shoes 
are.  Must  buy  her  new  shoes  this  weekend.  Luck  nor- 
mally bad;  chipped  a  filling  at  lunch. 

Saturday,  the  14th:  Housepaint  on  sale  at  shopping 
center  paint  store.  Remind  Neal  to  call  program  com- 
mittee about  PTA  meeting  next  week.  Forgot  to  take 
clothes  to  cleaners  today.  Be  sure  to  load  them  in  car 
before  going  shopping  next  time. 

These  are  actual  notations  from  the  notepad 
secured  by  a  magnet  to  the  dashboard  of  our  car.  The 
two  entries  quoted  were  made  by  my  wife.  I  use  our 
'motorist's  diary"  as  often  as  she  does. 

Later,  we  found  that  we  spent  a  good  deal  of  time 
just  sitting  in  the  car,  waiting  around.  Often  those 
weeks  when  it  was  my  turn  to  provide  transportation 
to  and  from  work  every  day,  I  found  myself  sitting  be- 
hind the  wheel,  waiting  for  the  other  men  to  come  out 
of  their  homes.  My  wife  usually  had  a  few  minutes  to 
wait  days  when  she  had  the  car  and  had  to  drive  over 
to  pick  up  the  children  after  school.  We  began  using  this 
time  to  mull  over  problems  and  projects  that  concerned 
us.  If  we  thought  of  something  helpful,  we  made  a 
brief  memory- jogging  written  reference  to  the  solution 
on  the  notepad  so  that  we  would  not  forget. 

Now,  that  bulky  notepad  has  been  replaced  by  a 
regular  diary  which  we  keep  in  the  dash  compartment. 
We  have  acquired  the  habit  of  bringing  the  diary  into 
the  house  and  reading  through  the  entries  for  the  week 
on  Friday  evenings. 

Last  night,  I  opened  our  motoring  log  and  scanned 
it.  I  glanced  up  from  the  diary  after  reading  the  final 
entry  in  my  wife's  small,  neat  handwriting. 

The  entry  was  dated  that  same  day. 

I  love  you. 

Those  were  the  words  I  saw  written  there.  I  smiled 
and  walked  over  to  the  writing  desk  at  the  far  end  of 
our  living  room.  I  found  a  pencil  and  bent  over  the 
diary  to  make  an  addition  to  her  entry. 

I  love  you,  too! 

Sentiment  crowded  in  between  yesterday's  reminder 
about  getting  the  brakes  checked  and  tomorrow's 
grocery  shopping  list. 

Love — included  among  the  written  evidences  of  how 
busy  this  business  of  living  is.  Love — right  where  love 
belongs! 

— Neal  Neitzel 
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Editorial 


Learn  Something 


Clyne  W.  Buxton 


lway 


IT  IS  POSSIBLE  for  us  to 
shift  our  minds  to  neutral 
and  to  "learn  nothing  about 
nothing,"  or  we  can  constantly 
exercise  our  minds  and  be  always 
learning.  Paul,  the  Apostle,  may 
have  had  this  in  mind  when  he 
admonished  us  to  study. 

A  good  Christian  ought  to  be  a 
good  student.  He  does  not  have  to 
be  highly  intelligent  in  order  to  be 
constantly  learning  from  God's 
Word.  Every  Christian  should  have 
an  insatiable  thirst  to  learn  more 
and  more  from  the  Bible. 

During  my  childhood  I  knew  a 
dear  soul  that  found  God,  and  she 
was  so  excited  about  her  discovery 
that  she  buried  herself  in  His  Word. 
I  have  never  known  a  better  stu- 
dent of  the  Bible.  She  did  not 
know  what  a  Bible  college  was  nor 
did  she  ever  have  the  opportunity 
to  attend  Sunday  school,  but  she 
did  know  what  the  Bible  said,  and 
she  knew  how  to  apply  its  sayings 
to  everyday  life. 

We  might  have  said  something 
like,  "This  sandy  piece  of  ground 
is  producing  a  good  crop  this  year," 
and  she  would  have  been  certain 
to  counter  with,  "Yes,  and  the  Bi- 
ble tells  of  a  time  when  even  the 
desert  will  blossom  as  a  rose."  She 
was  always  careful  to  tell  the 
chapter  and  verse  of  all  her  ref- 
erences to  the  Holy  Word. 

Her  prayer-meeting  testimony 
about  her  experience  with  Psalm 
91  genuinely  blessed  me  as  a  teen- 
ager. She  told  how  that  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  night  an  electrical  storm 
came,  and  the  lightning  was  near- 
ly constant.  She  opened  her  Bible 
to  the  psalm  and  while  the  light- 
ning flashed,  she  read  from  its 
light,  snatching  phrases  from  the 


page  which  comforted  and  assured 
her  of  God's  keeping  power. 

The  Word  of  God  enriches  our 
lives,  and  it  makes  us  better  fol- 
lowers of  the  Lord.  We  commit  a 
great  error  when  we  neglect  it.  Je- 
sus said,  "Ye  do  err,  not  knowing 
the  scriptures"  (Matthew  22:29). 
The  Christian  who  studies  God's 
Word  daily,  thus  letting  God  speak 
to  him,  and  then  prays  daily,  thus 
talking  to  his  heavenly  Father,  has 
a  line  of  communication  to  heav- 
en which  is  unparalleled  by  any 
dialogue  between  men  on  earth. 

We  should  not  only  learn  God's 
Word,  but  we  should  also  learn 
how  to  communicate  it.  We  may 
know  a  great  deal  about  the  Bi- 
ble, but  if  we  fail  to  learn  the 
basics  of  good  grammar,  we  may 
be  handicapped  in  communicating 
the  Word  to  our  listeners.  If  a  per- 
son has  the  capacity  to  learn  what 
the  Bible  says,  he  also  has  the 
capacity  to  learn  what  a  good  En- 


glish textbook  says,  and  he  should 
apply  himself  to  both. 

The  teacher  who  whittles  a  few 
hours  from  his  sleep  in  order  to 
study  is  destined  to  become  a  bet- 
ter teacher.  Further,  if  a  pastor 
drives  across  town  to  a  college  and 
studies  such  courses  as  Sociology, 
Biology,  or  Bible,  he  will  improve 
his  preaching,  all  things  being 
equal.  He  is  making  his  mind  ex- 
plore new  areas,  and  a  mind  thus 
expanded  will  do  a  better  job  in 
the  pulpit. 

Thankfully,  God  does  not  make 
our  possessing  a  college  diploma  a 
requisite  for  entering  heaven.  In 
fact,  he  speaks  rather  complimen- 
tary about  a  people  who  did  not 
know  their  right  hand  from  their 
left.  Nonetheless,  He  does  admon- 
ish us  to  study.  After  we  have 
studied,  the  Bible  promises  that 
the  Holy  Spirit  will  bring  to  our 
remembrance    what    we    ought   to 


It  Pays  to  Serv 


By   SAMUEL   FARINA 


WE  OFTEN  HAVE  heard  it 
said  that  it  does  not  pay 
to  serve  the  devil — or 
that  sin  does  not  pay.  But  the  fact 
is  that  it  does  pay  to  serve  the 
devil.  Satan  does  pay  wages,  and 
the  scale  of  pay  is  very  high.  Satan 
is  called  the  father  of  lies,  but  he 
is  faithful  to  keep  one  promise, 
however:  He  will  pay  his  servants 
their  due  wages. 

Jesus  said  that  a  man  is  either 
for  or  against  Him — either  on  His 
side  or  the  devil's;  thus,  man  is 
employed  either  by  Christ  or  Sa- 
tan. There  is  no  middle  ground,  no 
neutrality,  no  fence-straddling.  Je- 
sus said,  "No  one  can  be  loyal  to 
two  masters.  He  is  bound  to  hate 
one  and  love  the  other,  or  support 
one  and  despise  the  other"  (Mat- 
thew 6:24,  Phillips). 

Satan  is  bringing  many  young 
people  into  his  employ  by  offering 
high  wages.  He  offers  the  world 
on  a  string,  a  life  of  rollicking  fun, 
and  a  shortcut  to  a  life  of  hap- 
piness. He  is  constantly  bargaining 
with  the  youth  of  America  for  their 
souls.  He  bids  for  them  at  any 
cost. 

Many  young  people  make  the 
bargain— and  a  foolish  one  it  is. 
Jesus  said,  "What  shall  it  profit  a 
man,  if  he  shall  gain  the  whole 
world,  and  lose  his  own  soul?  Or 


what  shall  a  man  give  in  exchange 
for  his  soul?"  If  you  bargain  for 
your  eternal  soul,  someday  Satan 
will  come  to  collect  it! 

What  about  the  devil's  wages? 
What  are  they?  They  can  be  divi- 
ded into  two  categories — the  im- 
mediate and  the  eternal;  corrup- 
tion now  and  eternal  damnation 
later. 

The  immediate  wages  of  sin  in- 
clude physical  weakness,  mental 
torment,  moral  decay,  and  an  early 
grave.  There  are  countless  teen- 
agers suffering  from  the  wages  of 
sin  today.  Their  bodies,  once  strong 
and  lithe,  have  been  wasted  away 
by  riotous  living. 

Young  men  and  women  who 
should  be  at  the  peak  of  their  phys- 
ical strength  are  plagued  by  weak 
bodies  and  shaky  nerves  because  of 
sin.  Former  athletes  and  social 
leaders  are  falling  behind  their 
peers  because  of  the  wages  of  sin. 
Months  ago  the  son  of  a  former 
baseball  great,  and  more  recently 
the  teen-age  son  of  a  former  foot- 
ball star,  was  arrested  on  narcotic 
charges — their  athletic  potential 
shattered  by  sin's  wages. 

Alcohol,  tobacco,  narcotics,  glue 
vapors,  pep  pills,  LSD,  and  other 
harmful  drugs  are  sapping  the 
strength  of  American  youth.  The 
once    bright    eyes    are    now    hazy 


and  dull;  the  quick  step  has  been 
replaced  by  the  slow,  empty  shuf- 
fle. Many  with  mental  sharpness 
have  been  reduced  to  incoherent 
fools.  Neatness  has  been  replaced 
by  an  unkempt,  ragged  appear- 
ance. These  are  the  wages  of  sin! 

What  about  mental  torment? 
Many  young  people  are  suffering 
from  mental  frustrations  and  a 
screaming  conscience — frustrations 
because  of  what  they  cannot  do, 
and  a  screaming  conscience  be- 
cause of  what  they  have  done. 
Many  young  ladies  cannot  live 
with  themselves  because  they  have 
lost  their  purity.  Many  young  men 
live  in  fear  because  of  their  illicit 
relationships.  Many  suffer  the 
pangs  of  fear  and  frustrations. 
How  else  can  we  explain  the  fact 
that  thousands  of  young  people 
take  their  own  lives  every  year? 
Sin  pays  a  terrible  wage! 

"Tired  of  life,  a  Chicago  coed 
and  her  girl  friend  recently  in- 
haled gas  in  a  wine-celebrated  sui- 
cide pact  that  left  one  dead  and 
the  other  in  critical  condition." 
Thus  began  the  tragic  news  ac- 
count of  two  nineteen-year-old 
university  students. 

"Today  I  die,"  began  one  of  the 
suicide  notes.  "I  die  simply 
enough,  because  I  haven't  enough 
life  in  me  to  maintain  life  through 


the  Devil 


long,  long  years."  Sin  paid  its 
wage! 

Suicides  among  Japanese  college 
students  have  reached  such  an 
alarming  rate  that  it  is  now  being 
officially  studied  by  the  govern- 
ment. 

Sin  pays  a  wage  in  moral  decay. 
Statistics  tell  us  that  most  young 
people  lose  their  purity  before  they 
leave  their  teens.  Sexual  perver- 
sion also  has  reached  an  alarming 
stage.  This  is  the  same  kind  of 
moral  decay  that  reduced  many 
great  empires  to  oblivion.  Is  Amer- 
ica next?  Remember,  do  not  be 
fooled  by  the  "new  morality."  It  is 
merely  the  "old  immorality"  dress- 
ed up  in  mod  fashions. 

Satan's  final  paycheck  in  this 
life  is  an  early  grave.  Sin  has  cut 
short  the  life  of  many  a  young 
person.  The  effects  of  sin  are  tak- 
ing a  heavy  toll  on  American 
youth.  Every  day  young  drivers, 
stupefied  by  alcohol  or  narcotics, 
die  in  car  crashes.  Hundreds  d  i  e 
annually  from  an  overdose  of 
drugs  or  from  the  effects  of  drugs. 
Veneral  diseases  shorten  the  lives 
of  many  others.  I  have  walked  by 
the  coffins  of  many  young  men 
and  women  whose  lives  have  been 
snuffed  out  by  the  wages  of  sin. 

It  is  as  true  today  as  the  day  it 
was  first  stated  by  the  Apostle 
Paul  almost  two  thousand  years 


ago,  "Do  not  deceive  yourselves:  no 
one  makes  a  fool  of  God.  A  man 
will  reap  exactly  what  he  plants. 
If  he  plants  in  the  field  of  his  nat- 
ural desires,  from  it  he  will  gather 
the  harvest  of  death;  if  he  plants 
in  the  field  of  the  Spirit,  from  the 
Spirit  he  will  gather  the  harvest  of 
eternal    life"     (Galatians    6:7,    8; 


Good  news  for  Modern  Man).  Do 
not  be  under  any  illusion,  sin  pays 
a  sure  wage.  Remember,  however, 
the  wages  in  this  life  are  only  a 
down  payment  on  an  eternal  exis- 
tence without  God  and  without 
hope. 

Does  it  pay  to  serve  the  devil? 
Yes  it  does!  But  the  wage  is  death. 


Come  Boldly 


By   DAISY   MARIE   ELY 


HEBREWS  4:16  admonishes 
us  to  "come  boldly  unto 
the  throne  of  grace,  that 
we  may  obtain  mercy,  and  find 
grace  to  help  in  time  of  need." 
What  does  Paul  mean  when  he 
tells  us  to  come  boldly  to  God's 
throne  of  grace? 

Webster's  Student  Dictionary 
gives  the  definition  of  the  word 
bold  as  "willingness  to  meet  dan- 
ger or  to  take  risks;  venture- 
some." A  second  meaning  may  im- 
ply rudeness,  impudence,  forward- 
ness. But  Paul  did  not  mean  for 
us  to  come  to  the  throne  of  grace 
with  any  of  these  attitudes.  In  his 
day  and  long  thereafter,  the  word 
bold  meant  to  approach  another 
with  "trustfulness,  total  confi- 
dence, or  assurance."  These  are  the 
attitudes  that  Paul  was  inspired  to 
give  us  as  the  proper  approach  to 
the  throne  of  grace. 

God's  children  who  come  to  His 
throne  of  grace  meet  no  danger 
and  take  no  risk.  They  are  not 
rude,  impudent,  or  forward.  We 
must  accept  the  obsolete  meaning 
of  the  word,  for  this  is  what  Paul 
had    in    mind    when    he    used    it. 


Then  we  will  be  able  to  come  to 
God  with  confidence  and  assur- 
ance. 

We  can  come  to  God's  throne 
with  total  faith,  knowing  that  we 
will  indeed  obtain  mercy  and  that 
we  will  find  grace  to  help  us  in 
our  time  of  need.  God  rules  over 
all.  He  ruled  for  an  eternity  in  the 
past,  He  rules  now,  and  He  will 
rule  for  an  eternity  in  the  future. 
So  at  His  throne  we  may  obtain 
eternal  mercy  and  grace. 

Our  time  of  need  is  all  of  the 
time.  In  1  Thessalonians  5:17,  we 
are  directed  to  "pray  without  ceas- 
ing." Along  life's  way  emergencies 
do  come,  but  the  greatest  deliver- 
ance possible  is  that  we  be  on 
praying  terms  with  God. 

Again  in  Hebrews  10:19  we  are 
represented  as  having  boldness  to 
enter  into  the  holiest  by  the  blood 
of  Jesus.  When  we  approach  the 
throne  of  grace,  we  are  indeed 
entering  into  the  holiest;  and  as 
we  come  by  the  blood  of  Jesus,  we 
are  sure  and  certain  that  the  one 
who  occupies  the  throne  loves  us 
beyond  human  comprehension. 
Through  Christ,  God  freely  gives  us 


all  things  (Romans  8:32). 

This  throne  of  grace  gave  Paul 
boldness  to  write.  The  grace  given 
him  from  God  removed  any  and 
all  doubt  that  he  could  or  would 
err  in  his  writings.  By  the  revela- 
tion that  God  gave  him,  we  learn 
somewhat  about  God's  throne  of 
grace  and  the  mercy  that  we  may 
obtain  in  our  time  of  need. 

First  Timothy  3:13  says,  "For 
they  that  have  used  the  office  of 
a  deacon  well  purchase  to  them- 
selves a  good  degree,  and  great 
boldness  in  the  faith  which  is  in 
Christ  Jesus."  What  was  true  of 
the  deacons  must  be  true  of  any 
and  all  who  use  their  Christian 
assignments  and  duties  well.  A 
consciousness  that  we  have  done 
our  whole  Christian  duty  indeed 
gives  us  bold  faith  in  Jesus  Christ. 

Realizing  that  our  throne  of 
grace  comes  "according  to  the  eter- 
nal purpose  which  he  purposed  in 
Christ  Jesus  our  Lord"  (Ephe- 
sians  3:11),  we  have  boldness  of 
access  to  the  throne  of  grace.  This 
comes  by  our  faith  in  Christ. 

Christians  may  be  burdened  be- 
cause they  do  not  have  the  cour- 
age to  speak  for  their  Lord;  but  if 
they  will  come  boldly  to  the  throne 
of  grace  and  become  recipients  of 
mercy  and  help  in  their  time  of 
need,  they  will  receive  a  marvelous 
experience  which  will  help  them  to 
be  good  witnesses.  They  can  say 
to  those  to  whom  they  witness, 
"Great  is  my  boldness  of  speech  to- 
ward you"  (2  Corinthians  7:4). 
Thus,  in  all  of  our  experiences  we 
can  have  total  boldness  or  confi- 
dence when  we  come  to  the  throne 
of  grace.  We  can  come  with  assur- 
ance, knowing  that  we  will  ob- 
tain mercy  and  find  grace  to  help 
in  our  time  of  need. 

We  do  not  receive  boldness  be- 
cause of  our  merits,  but  because 
we  have  made  the  precepts  and 
examples  of  Jesus  Christ  our  way 
of  life.  The  verse  of  Scripture  in 
2  Corinthians  5:21  assures  us,  "For 
he  hath  made  him  to  be  sin  for 
us,  who  knew  no  sin;  that  we 
might  be  made  the  righteousness 
of  God  in  him."  Therefore,  we  are 
made  the  righteousness  of  God  in 
Jesus  Christ.    • 


Christ  Gave 
His  All,  Too 

By  MILDRED  J.   NEUMANN 


^HE  MISSION  SERVICE  had 
been  well  advertised.  An 
air  of  expectancy  was  prev- 
alent. 

Usually,  in  other  mission  services, 
some  well-known  state-side  person- 
ality had  been  the  guest  speaker. 
But  the  program  for  this  occasion 
was  different. 

Some  seven  hundred  miles  away, 
a  college  mission  group  with  a  mis- 
sionary  a  real,  live,  active  mis- 
sionary— were  on  their  way  south 
to  be  in  charge  of  the  service. 

Mission  day  and  our  guests  ar- 
rived. The  young  people  from  the 
college  were  vibrant  with  enthusi- 
asm as  each  one  shared  his  in- 
terest in  missions  with  those  of  us 
present.  With  deep  devotion  their 
song  leaders  led  us  in  singing  mis- 
sion songs. 

As  I  sang,  songs  such  as  "I'll  Go 
Where  You  Want  Me  to  Go"  and 
"Give  of  Your  Best  to  the  Master" 
were  turned  to  prayers. 

Then  the  missionary  took  me  on 
wings  of  words  to  another  coun- 
try— a  country  of  idol  worship!  a 
country  of  poverty!  a  country  void 
of   the   gospel    of   deliverance. 

There,  I  looked  into  the  eyes 
of  children  who  had  had  no  touch 
of  the  gospel.  In  their  eyes 
was  no  expectancy  of  love.  There 
was  no  expectancy  of  tenderness! 
no  projection  of  wonder!  no  excite- 
ment, so  common  among  our  own 
children. 

I  followed  the  missionary  as  she 
traveled  the  countryside.  The  older 
folk  were  a  perfect  picture  of 
Isaiah  60:2,  "For,  behold,  the  dark- 


ness shall  cover  the  earth,  and 
gross  darkness  the  people." 

I  stayed  close  by  her  side  as  she 
ministered  the  Word  to  them.  I  saw 
Matthew  4:16  fulfilled.  "The  people 
which  sat  in  darkness  saw  great 
light;  and  to  them  which  sat  in 
the  region  and  shadow  of  death 
light  is  sprung  up."  Jesus — Jesus,  in 
the  form  of  the  Word — had  surely 
come  to  these  people! 

Then,  hardly  realizing  it,  I  was 
back  in  the  State  of  Florida.  With 
a  background  of  soft  organ  music, 
the  young  people  began  passing  out 
slips  of  paper — for  pledges  to  be 
made  in  behalf  of  missions. 

Holding  the  orange  slip  in  my 
hand,  I  began  to  read:  "I  pledge 
the  following  amount  of  money  to 
be  used  to  carry  the  gospel  to  the 

mission   fields.    $25;    $50; 

$100;   $1,000.   Signature." 

Acquainted  now  with  the  slip,  I 
began  to  reread  looking  for  the 
answer  to  the  question,  "How  much 
shall  I  give?" 

Coming  to  the  area  of  twenty- 
five  dollars,  I  remembered  the 
thousand  dollars  I  had  just  recent- 
ly placed  in  the  bank.  Our  little 
frame  home  had  been  sold  and 
moved  off  of  our  lot.  A  thousand 
dollars!  A  start  toward  the  hope 
of  a  new,  larger  home. 

"Yes,"  I  said,  "I  have  twenty-five 
dollars  I  could  give." 

But  then  I  heard  a  voice!  "Give 
Me   your   all." 

My  eyes  lowered  to  the  next  line. 
"Yes,"  I  said,  again  remembering 
the  house  sale.  I  do  have  fifty  dol- 
lars I  could  give." 


Again  came  the  voice!  "Give  Me 
your  all." 

Still  going  down  the  slip,  my  eyes 
fell  on  the  one-hundred-dollar 
blank.  Once  more  I  remembered 
the  thousand-dollar  bank  account. 
"Yes,  I  have  a  hundred  dollars  I 
can  give,"  I  acknowledged. 

And  once  more,  I  heard  His  voice. 
"Give  Me  your  all." 

Then  my  eyes  came  to  rest  on 
the  last  blank.  "Yes,"  I  said,  "I 
have  a  thousand  dollars  I  can 
give." 

His  tender,  wooing  voice  came 
through  with  the  same  clarity  as 
in  the  beginning.  "Give  Me  your 
all,"  I  heard  Him  say. 

Suddenly,  the  same  spirit  of  Rev- 
elation spoken  of  by  Paul  in 
Ephesians  1:17,  18,  opened  the  eyes 
of  my  understanding. 

Without  a  moment  of  hesitancy, 
my  heart  and  hand  went  to  work. 
On  the  little  orange  slip,  on  the 
mission  pledge,  my  hand  wrote:  "I 
give  my  all.  Mildred  J.  Neumann," 
and  I  dated  it. 

As  my  hand  wrote,  my  heart  was 
committing.  "Not  only  the  thousand 
dollars,  Lord,  but  my  life,  my  time, 
my  body,  my  energy,  my  family— 
my  all!" 

We  were  to  keep  the  orange  slip 
to  remind  ourselves  of  our  pledge. 
Deliberately,  my  hand  folded  the 
mission  pledge.  Opening  my  Bible, 
I  placed  the  little  orange  slip  of 
paper  within  its  pages.  As  I  closed 
the  Bible  my  heart  reaffirmed, 
"Yes,  Lord,  my  all!  I  give  to  You 
my  all!"    • 
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Youth  and  His  Family  Harmonize 


By  GINGER  HAMES 


THE  NEXT  TIME  your  par- 
ents smile,  pat  you  pa- 
tronizingly on  your  head, 
and  tell  you  this  generation  really 
is  no  different  from  any  other,  nod 
your  head  in  agreement  and  point 
them  in  the  direction  of  Duane 
Swilley. 

Duane  Swilley  is  a  seventeen- 
year-old,  all-American-type  Geor- 
gia Tech  student  who,  along  with 
a  handful  of  contemporaries,  puts 
icing  on  the  theory  that  the 
younger  set  really  isn't  all  bad. 

Duane  grows  his  hair  to  a  "good 
length"— not  extreme  either  way- 
lives  at  home,  and  doesn't  believe 
in  getting  serious  with  any  girl  un- 
til he  finishes  his  education. 

He  was  voted  as  one  of  the  top 
ten  seniors  at  graduation  this  year 
at  Bass  High  School.  He  holds  a 
state  title  in  jumping  hurdles  and 
won  a  track  scholarship  to  Tech. 

Besides  that,  he's  got  harmony 
in  his  family. 

"It's  no  Alice  in  Wonderland.  We 
have  our  differences,"  he  says;  "but 


we  understand  each  other  because 
we  work  closely  together,  and  we 
all  believe  in  the  same  things." 

Duane,  his  parents,  and  brother 
Mark,  who  is  twelve,  have  been 
singing  together  professionally  as 
the  Swilley  Family  since  1965.  They 
sing  crusade  music  and  have  per- 
formed nationally  and  interna- 
tionally, mostly  answering  invita- 
tions from  their  own  church,  the 
Church  of  God. 

Each  of  them  plays  a  musical 
instrument,  and  Duane  describes 
their  sound  as  "very  contempo- 
rary." He  listed  "Oh,  Happy  Day" 
as  one  of  the  family  favorites. 

Duane  grew  up  in  Doraville, 
Georgia,  and  moved  to  Ohio  when 
his  father,  Wallace  Swilley,  was 
made  state  director  of  the  Sunday 
School  and  Youth  Department  of 
the  Church  of  God.  By  the  time 
the  elder  Swilley  was  transferred 
back  to  Atlanta,  the  family  had 
formed  their  singing  group. 

Both  Swilley  boys,  play  the 
trumpet    for    the    quartet.    Duane 


also  played  first  chair  trumpet  for 
four  years  in  his  high  school  band, 
the  Marching  Warriors.  He  served 
as  captain  of  the  band  his  senior 
year  as  well  as  vice  president  of 
the  Senior  Class. 

Because  his  sons  were  in  school, 
the  elder  Swilley  said  the  family 
has  not  traveled  extensively  except 
in  the  summer.  Other  singing  en- 
gagements were  made  for  the 
weekends. 

"Only  once  did  they  get  out  of 
school  for  a  trip,"  the  father  said. 
"Both  of  their  principals  felt  that 
they  would  get  more  out  of  spend- 
ing a  week  in  Trinidad  than  they 
would  sitting  in  a  classroom." 

The  family  made  another  inter- 
national trip  in  June — this  time  to 
Haiti  to  attend  a  convention  at  the 
island's  Church  of  God.  Duane  felt 
this  was  one  of  their  most  Inter- 
esting trips. 

"Haiti  is  the  most  poverty- 
stricken  island  I've  ever  seen,"  he 
said.  "The  children's  stomachs 
stick   out  from   hunger,   and   they 


sleep  on  the  sidewalks  at  night. 
Almost  everything  has  to  be  im- 
ported, and  prices  are  so  high.  The 
people  just  don't  have  enough  to 
eat." 

He  said  that  the  people  of  Haiti 
use  their  churches  for  various 
functions  other  than  religious  ser- 
vices: often  classes  in  cooking, 
sewing,  or  first  aid  are  conducted. 

Each  Sunday  the  congregation 
is  asked  to  make  two  offerings. 
The  first  offering  goes  to  the 
church,  and  the  second  is  given  to 
poor  people. 

"My  brother  Mark  and  I  found 
out  the  hard  way  that  they  take 
up  two  offerings,"  Duane  remem- 
bered. "We  both  were  playing 
trumpets  while  the  offering  plates 
were  being  passed;  by  the  time  the 
congregation  of  two  thousand  peo- 
ple had  been  served,  our  lips  were 
pretty  sore. 

"But  then,  when  we  thought 
they  were  through,  they  started  all 
over  again  with  another  collection; 
and  we  had  to  keep  playing!" 

The  family  has  made  seven  tele- 
vision appearances  and  are  tap- 
ing a  show  for  WSB-TV's  "Today 
in  Georgia"  next  month.  They  are 
recording  their  third  long-play  al- 
bum and  also  have  accepted  an  in- 
vitation to  perform  at  the  Church 
of  God's  international  convention 
in  St.  Louis. 

In  September,  Duane  will  settle 
back  into  his  studies  as  an  indus- 
trial management  major  at  Tech. 
He  later  plans  to  enter  Emory 
University  School  of  Dentistry. 

Although  he  has  a  full  schol- 
arship to  Tech,  which  includes 
dorm  facilities,  he  prefers  to  live 
at  home.  "There  would  be  so  many 
regulations  to  follow  if  I  lived  on 
campus.  I  really  think  I  can  study 
better  at  home,"  he  said. 

When  Duane  marries,  how  will 
it  affect  the  family  group? 

"Well,  right  now  I  just  like  to 
have  a  good  time  and  meet  a  lot 
of  people,"  he  said.  "But  as  far 
as  getting  serious  with  one  girl  or 
getting  too  involved  .  .  .  well,  I'd 
rather  finish  with  my  education 
first.  Then,  whether  we  continue 
as  a  family  group  after  I'm  mar- 
ried— that  just  depends  on  my 
wife."    • 


The  World  You 
Grow  Up  In 

By  MATILDA  NORDTVEDT 


CAN  YOU  IMAGINE  a  world 
without  cars,  airplanes, 
electric  lights,  radio,  and 
television?  Ask  that  elderly  man 
who  lives  on  your  block.  He  will 
tell  you  what  it  was  like.  An 
eighty-year-old  person  today  be- 
gan his  life  in  the  horse-and- 
buggy  era  and  will  end  it  in  the 
Space  Age.  Someone  has  said,  "You 
won't  grow  up  in  the  world  you 
were  born  in;  and  you  won't  die 
in  the  world  you  grew  up  in."  So 
fast  is  our  world  changing. 

Education  is  undergoing  star- 
tling changes.  One  educator  stated 
that  teachers  today  no  longer  aim 
to  give  students  a  body  of  facts  to 
memorize,  because  advances  in 
knowledge  quickly  make  the  facts 
obsolete.  Instead,  they  seek  to  en- 
courage the  students  to  search  out 
answers  for  themselves.  Scientist 
Urich  Jelenik,  in  a  speech  to  the 
National  Sunday  School  Conven- 
tion in  Minneapolis  in  the  fall  of 
1967,  said  that  the  same  amount 
of  knowledge  has  been  acquired  in 
the  last  fifteen  years  as  in  all  the 
precious  years  of  history.  This 
amazing  store  of  knowledge  will 
double  in  the  next  five  years. 
Scientists  are  developing  a  feeling 
of  lostness  because  they  cannot 
keep  up  with  it. 

New  inventions  are  changing  our 
way  of  living.  The  Surveyor  I  space- 
craft has  inspired  a  new  "kitchen 
on  wheels,"  which  will  operate  ef- 
ficiently indoors  or  out.  A  sonic 
beam  oven  will  prepare  foods  in 
one  minute  instead  of  hours.  Cook- 
ing will  be  done  by  remote  con- 
trol, or  by  a  telephone  call  trigger- 
ing the  stove  or  oven.  Even  snow 
shoveling  will  be  a  thing  of  the 
past;  electric  colls  placed  under- 
neath the  driveway  will  melt  the 


snow  as  it  touches  the  ground.  Pre- 
fabricated houses  will  come  ready 
to  assemble  in  one  day.  They  will 
be  heated  by  a  stainless  steel  solar 
unit  which  will  catch  the  sun's 
rays  and  convert  them  into  energy. 
These  are  fantastic  improvements. 

Automation  has  taken  over  in- 
dustry. New  industries,  such  as 
ocean  farming,  are  being  devel- 
oped. Commandant  Jacques-Yves 
Cousteau,  a  French  sea-explorer, 
predicts  that  within  fifty  years 
men  will  be  living  beneath  the 
ocean  without  a  surface  air  sup- 
ply. This  is  progress. 

But  some  changes  are  detrimen- 
tal. Churches  are  changing.  Groups 
that  some  years  ago  believed 
staunchly  in  the  inspiration  of  the 
Bible,  today  are  saying  that  only 
parts  of  the  Bible  are  inspired  by 
God.  Others  go  so  far  as  to  reject 
it  altogether,  substituting  man's 
words  for  God's. 

Standards  are  changing.  What 
was  universally  considered  immor- 
al a  few  years  ago  is  accepted  be- 
havior today.  Free  love  is  advo- 
cated by  many  young  people;  mar- 
riage is  considered  outdated  in 
some  circles  of  our  society. 

In  a  bewildering,  changing  world 
of  morals,  we  cling  to  Him  who 
says,  "I  am  the  Lord,  I  change 
not"  (Malachi  3:6).  Hebrews  13:8 
assures  us  that  Jesus  Christ  is  "the 
same  yesterday  and  to  day,  and  for 
ever."  With  the  songwriter  we  say, 
"Change  and  decay  in  all  around 
I  see:  O  Thou  who  changest  not, 
abide  with  me!"  God's  Word  is  the 
standard  by  which  we  may  judge. 
God  does  not  change,  and  we  are 
safe  if  we  accept  or  reject  change 
according  to  the  principles  which 
He  has  laid  down  In  the  Bible.    • 


Air®  f ®ir 


By   BEBE   FAAS   RICE 


HE  CHECKOUT  LINE  at 
the  supermarket  was  long; 
and  the  tiny  girl,  kicking 
her  chubby  legs  in  the  shopping 
cart  ahead  of  Martha,  was  begin- 
ning to   get  restless. 

Glancing  s  i  d  e  w  i  s  e  at  Martha 
from  under  long,  black  lashes,  she 
threw  a  box  of  cereal  to  the  floor 
and  then  waited — dimpling,  for 
Martha  to  bend  over  and  retrieve 
it. 

Martha  turned  her  head  away 
quickly  and  pretended  that  she 
had  not  seen.  Children  always 
"performed"  for  Martha,  and  the 
old  Martha  of  a  year  ago  would 
have  laughed  and  would  have  been 
the  baby's  all-too-willing  victim. 

But  she  couldn't  now — not  now. 
The  pain  that  washed  over  her  at 
the  sight  of  a  small  child,  even 
after  all  these  months,  was  so  in- 
tense that  it  could  have  had  a 
physical  cause. 

Her  Jamey  had  been  plump  and 
cuddly,  too,  with  cheeks  as  red  as 
winter  apples;  and  the  top  of  his 
round,  silky  little  head  had  always 
invited   a   kiss. 

"Will  I  always  feel  like  this?" 
she  wondered  dully.  How  simple  it 
would  be  if  one  really  could  die  of 
a  broken  heart. 

"My  Pammy  has  taken  a  fancy 
to  you."  The  baby's  young  mother 
had  turned  to  Martha  and  was 
smiling  pleasantly.  "You  must  like 
children.  They  always  seem  to 
know,  don't  they?" 

Martha  murmured  something 
polite,  but  designed  to  forestall  fur- 
ther conversation.  The  woman 
turned  back  to  the  checkout  stand. 


The  young  mother  was  right,  she 
thought.  She  had  always  loved 
children.  She  and  Jim  had  wanted 
a  baby,  right  from  the  happy  start 
of  their  marriage.  But  two  years 
went  by,  then  three.  When  Jamey 
came,  it  was  like  a  miracle!  How 
perfect  he  had  been,  with  his  wild- 
strawberry  mouth,  fluffy  dark 
hair,  and  beautiful  little  hands! 

Now  they  were  a  real  family! 
During  the  next  three  years  their 
life  together  was  fuller  and  richer 
than  they  had  ever  dreamed  pos- 
sible, and  each  holiday  took  on 
new  meaning  and  excitement  be- 
cause of  Jamey. 

But  everything  had  ended  that 
Sunday  in  June.  Martha  relived 
it  often  in  her  dreams. 

"Let's  get  away  for  a  couple  of 
days,"  Jim  had  suggested.  "Let's!" 
she  had  agreed  happily.  Throwing 
a  few  things  into  a  suitcase,  they 
had  driven  to  the  beach  and  had 
rented  a  motel  room.  Little  Jamey 
loved  the  water  and  the  sun,  and 
Martha  and  Jim  lay  in  the  sand 
and  watched  him  chase  the  waves. 

They  knew  that  they  were  start- 
ing home  much  too  late,  but  nei- 
ther had  wanted  to  let  the  week- 
end come  to  an  end.  Out  on  the 
freeway  a  tire  went  flat.  Jim  pulled 
the  car  over  to  the  shoulder  of 
the  road  and  stopped,  but  the  man 
in  the  car  behind  them,  befuddled 
by  too  many  cocktails,  followed  at 
a  high  speed,  realizing  too  late 
that  it  was  not  another  lane,  and 
that  their  car  was  not  moving. 

He  never  had  a  chance  to  apolo- 
gize.  Both   he   and   Jamey,   asleep 


on  the  back  seat  of  the  parked  car, 
had  been  killed  instantly. 

Jim  had  been  the  first  to  recover 
— if  that  was  the  word — from  his 
grief.  He  was  a  strong  man,  and 
his  concern  for  her  had  over- 
shadowed his  own  feelings.  And 
each  day  he  went  off  to  his  office 
to  earn  their  living.  So  he  man- 
aged. 

But  Martha  remained  within  the 
four  walls  of  their  home.  Every- 
thing she  did  or  touched  reminded 
her  of  Jamey  and  of  her  aching 
loss.  When  she  put  away  his 
clothes  and  toys,  she  felt  as  though 
she  were  also  putting  away  forever 
her  capacity  for  love. 

The  clerk  bagged  her  few  items 
and  handed  them  to  her.  She  did 
not  drive  to  the  market  these  days. 
With  just  the  two  of  them  she 
did  not  have  much  to  buy,  and  the 
bags  were  not  heavy.  Besides,  the 
daily  walk  gave  her  something  to 
do. 

"If  I  live  to  be  eighty,"  Martha 
thought  dully,  as  she  started  off 
down  the  street,  "I  shall  have  fifty 
more  years  of  this — fifty  years 
dragging  by,  one  lonely  day  at  a 
time." 

Jim  had  tried  so  often  to  reach 
her,  to  bring  her  out  of  her  grief. 
He  had  even  mentioned  the  possi- 
bility of  adopting  a  child,  knowing 
that  Martha  could  not  have  any 
more  children.  The  doctor  had  told 
them  this  when  Jamey  was  born; 
but  at  the  time,  with  Jamey  in 
her  arms,  it  had  not  mattered. 

But  Martha  found  herself  draw- 
ing back  from  the  idea  of  adop- 
tion.  "You  just  can't  replace   one 
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child  with  another,"  she  had  pro- 
tested, "the  way  you  would  replace 
a  pet.  And  could  I  ever  love  an- 
other child  the  way  I  loved  Jamey? 
And  what  if  we  adopted  a  child, 
and  I  couldn't  love  it?" 

She  had  done  volunteer  work  be- 
fore the  accident  and  had  seen  the 
children  in  the  orphanages.  How 
they  craved  love,  especially  the 
babies.  It  would  be  cruel  to  bring 
a  child  home  and  deny  it  the  one 
thing  it  needed  most! 

"But  we  have  so  much  to  share 
with  a  child,"  Jim  had  argued. 
"Love,  understanding,  warmth — or 
at  least  we  could  have,"  he  added 
significantly. 

Martha's  heart  sank  as  she 
turned  down  her  street.  Mrs.  Mac- 
Leod was  out  in  front  of  her  neat 
little  cottage,  fussing  over  her 
roses,  as  usual.  Mrs.  MacLeod  was 
a  dear,  but  Martha  habitually 
avoided  everyone  these  days.  Her 
desire  for  solitude  seemed  to  be 
growing  more  and  more  intense. 

Mrs.  MacLeod  had  a  big  bouquet 
of  her  prize  deep-pink  Killarneys 
waiting  for  Martha  as  she  drew 
near. 

"Here,  dear,"  she  bustled,  tuck- 
ing their  stems  down  into  Martha's 
shopping  bag.  "These  will  look 
lovely  in  that  old  white  vase  that 
your  grandmother  left  you." 

"But  you  shouldn't  have  picked 
so  many!"  Martha  protested.  "You 
have   hardly   any   left!" 

"Oh,  but  it's  good  for  them,"  Mrs. 
MacLeod  assured  her.  "The  more 
they're  cut,  the  more  blooms  they 
produce." 

For  some  reason  Martha  thought 


about  Mrs.  MacLeod's  roses  all  the 
way  home.  "The  more  blooms  you 
cut,"  Mrs.  MacLeod  had  said,  "the 
more  they  produced."  Something 
in  the  phrasing  of  it  had  made 
Martha  remember  a  sermon  that 
she  had  heard  once — only  this  had 
dealt  with  the  nature  of  love,  not 
roses.  She  dimly  remembered  the 
minister's  words,  "The  more  freely 
we  give  of  our  love,  the  greater 
our  capacity  for  love  becomes.  .  .  ." 

"What  has  happened  to  my  ca- 
pacity for  love?"  she  asked  her- 
self. "Am  I  losing  it  because  I  have 
been  refusing  to  give  it  to  anyone 
but  myself?" 

After  putting  away  her  groceries, 
she  rummaged  through  a  little 
box  of  clippings  which  she  had 
been  collecting  over  the  years.  Fi- 
nally she  found  what  she  was 
looking  for.  It  was  a  prayer  that 
she  had  once  clipped  from  a  re- 
ligious  magazine. 

She  reread  it  thoughtfully  before 
placing  it  on  her  dresser  where 
she  would  see  it  each  time  she 
looked   at   her   reflection: 

Lord,  make  me  an  instrument 
of   Thy   peace. 

Where  there  is  hatred,  let  me 
sow  love. 

Where   there   is   injury,   pardon. 

Where  there  is  doubt,  faith. 

Where  there  is  despair,  hope. 

Where   there   is   darkness,   light. 

Where  there  is  sadness,  joy. 

For  it  is  in  giving  that  we  re- 
ceive, in  loving  that  we  are 
loved,  and  in  dying  that  we 
are  born  to  eternal  life. 

—Prayer  of  St.  Frances  of  Assisi 

"Had     she,"    wondered     Martha, 


"been  guilty  of  clutching  her  own 
little  grief  so  tightly  that  she  had 
cut  herself  off  from  the  needs  of 
those  around  her?  Had  she  been 
taking  advantage  of  the  man  who 
loved  her?  Jim  needed  comfort  and 
consolation  as  much  as  she  did. 
And  here  she  was,  walking  around 
with  her  head  down,  not  thinking 
of  anyone  but  herself." 

Mrs.  MacLeod  had  lost  a  son  on 
Iwo  Jima,  but  she  led  a  happy 
and  useful  life,  and  took  the  time 
to  give  others  kindness,  love — and 
roses. 

"We  all  need  each  other,"  Mar- 
tha thought,  "because  we  all  need 
love." 

Martha  knew  that  she  would 
never  get  over  losing  Jamey.  Her 
sorrow  would  always  be  like  a  scar 
— and  on  some  days  it  would  hurt 
more  than  on  others.  But  she  could 
not  waste  her  life — and  Jim's — by 
making  it  an  empty  monument  to 
her  grief.  She,  like  the  rosebush, 
must  put  forth  new,  green  shoots. 

It  was  true,  as  she  had  said  to 
Jim,  you  cannot  replace  one  child 
with  another.  But  there  were  so 
many  little  ones  hungering  for 
that  love  which  she  had  once 
packed  away  so  carefully  in  a 
trunk. 

Carefully  arranging  the  roses  in 
the  milk  glass  vase,  she  set  them 
in  the  middle  of  the  dining  room 
table.  They  would  eat  in  here  to- 
night. Maybe  she  would  light  the 
candles.  Jim  would  like  that.  She 
would  wear  her  blue  dress — and  a 
smile. 

She  was  needed.  She  would  start 
with  Jim.    • 
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FUSfflNG  BY  THE  WELL 


By    HELEN    FREELAND 


ESUS  SAT  WAITING.  Soon  a 
woman  of  Sychar  ap- 
proached, bearing  an  empty 
vessel.  Silently  she  filled  the  jar 
with  the  cool,  sweet  water  from  Ja- 
cob's well.  Raising  the  jar  easily  to 
her  head,  she  turned  to  go. 

Then  Jesus  spoke.  "Give  me  to 
drink,"  He  requested  simply. 

Astonished,  she  whirled  about 
and  queried:  "How  is  it  that  thou, 
being  a  Jew,  askest  drink  of  me, 
which  am  a  woman  of  Samaria?" 
(The  Bible  explains  that  the  Jews 
of  that  time  had  no  dealings  with 
the  Samaritans.)  More  than  this, 
He  had  placed  Himself  in  the  hum- 
ble position  of  asking  this  favor  of 
her — the  Creator  was  asking  from 
His  creature. 

Jesus  countered  skillfully:  "If 
thou  knewest  the  gift  of  God,  and 
who  it  is  that  saith  to  thee,  Give 
me  to  drink;  thou  wouldest  have 
asked  of  him,  and  he  would  have 
given   thee   living   water." 

"The  gift  of  God?"  "this  Man's 
identity?"  and  "Living  Water?" — 
this  Samaritan  woman  felt  that 
she  must  know  and  understand  this 
divine  mystery.  Eagerly  she  began 
to  question  Him:  "Sir,  thou  hast 
nothing  to  draw  with,  and  the  well 
is  deep:  from  whence  then  hast 
thou  that  Living  Water?  Art  thou 
greater  than  our  father,  Jacob, 
which  gave  us  the  well?" 

But  Jesus  continued  His  theme: 
"Whosoever  drinketh  of  this  water 
shall  thirst  again:  But  whosoever 
drinketh  of  the  water  that  I  shall 
give  him  shall  never  thirst;  but  the 
water  that  I  shall  give  him  shall  be 
in  him  a  well  of  water  springing  up 
into   everlasting  life." 

Then  Jesus  spoke  to  her  of  true 
worship  and  of  the  Father.  He  ex- 


plained this  precious  secret  simply 
and  clearly,  step  by  step: 

1.  It  is  no  longer  necessary  to  go 
to  the  mountain  or  to  Jerusalem 
to  worship. 

2.  Samaritans  do  not  know  what 
they  worship. 

3.  Jews  know  what  they  worship 
because  salvation  is  of  the  Jews. 

4.  The  time  is  now  come  when  the 
true  worshipers  shall  worship 
the  Father  in  Spirit  and  in 
truth. 

5.  The  Father  seeks  such  to  wor- 
ship him. 

6.  God  is  a  Spirit,  and  we  must 
worship  Him  in  spirit  and  in 
truth. 

With  a  deep  sigh,  the  woman 
said  to  Him:  "I  know  that  Mes- 
sias  cometh  which  is  called  Christ: 
when  he  is  come,  he  will  tell  us  all 
things." 

This  is  what  Jesus  had  been 
waiting  for:  an  expressed  deep 
desire  for  Jesus  Himself.  With  sev- 
en simple  but  astounding  words 
He  made  Himself  known  to  her: 
"I  that  speak  unto  thee  am  he." 
And  she  believed. 

At  this  point  the  disciples  re- 
turned with  the  food  they  had  pur- 
chased at  Sychar.  But  the  woman 
(now  a  new  woman)  left  her  wa- 
terpot,  and  her  old  life,  and  hur- 
ried into  the  town  with  her  great 
good  news. 

Obediently  she  gave  this  invita- 
tion to  each  of  her  former  com- 
panions: "Come,  see  a  man,  which 
told  me  all  things  that  ever  I  did: 
is  not  this  the  Christ?"  Should  not 
this  be  our  invitation  also:  "Come 
see  a  Man?"  Jesus  had  guided  her 
into  the  only  restitution  possible  to 
those  whom  she  had  so  grievously 
wronged  in  her  misguided  search 
for  happiness  and  fulfillment.  • 
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By   SHIRLENE  J.   MEDENDORP 


BRIGHTLY  COLORED  AND 
attractive  brochures  are  of- 
ten mailed  to  our  homes 
urging  our  child  to  join  this  or  that 
book  club.  These  appealing  pamph- 
lets remind  us  of  the  importance 
of  reading.  Perhaps  they  could  also 
remind  us  of  the  importance  of 
spiritual  reading. 

There  is  a  verse  of  Scripture 
which  is  directed  to  us  as  parents 
and,  Christian  educators  believe, 
includes  the  reading  of  good  books. 


We  are  told  to  teach  our  children 
the  things  of  God:  "When  thou 
sittest  in  thine  house,  and  when 
thou  walkest  by  the  way,  when 
thou  liest  down,  and  when  thou 
risest  up"  (Deuteronomy  6:7). 

When  we  sit  at  the  breakfast  ta- 
ble and  butter  the  toast  or  pour 
the  cereal  and  milk  for  their  little 
bodies,  could  we  also  take  a  few 
minutes  to  read  devotions  as  food 
for  the  soul?  The  statement,  "We 
are  what  we  eat,"  has  been  made; 


but  it  is  even  more  true  that  we 
are  what  we  take  in  mentally.  "As 
he  [a  man]  thinketh  in  his  heart, 
so  is  he"    (Proverbs  23:7). 

When  we  "sit  down"  in  the  eve- 
ning on  our  couches  or  in  a  com- 
fortable chair,  is  it  to  watch  TV 
or  perhaps  to  read  the  evening 
paper?  How  many  of  us  take  time 
to  read  to  the  little  ones  the  great 
biographies,  missionary  stories,  and 
Bible  stories?  These  years  of  child- 
hood pass  so  swiftly,  as  many  a 
grandparent  can  testify. 

It  is  perhaps  inconvenient  or  ex- 
pensive to  go  out  to  purchase  Chris- 
tian reading  material.  But  what 
could  be  more  convenient  than 
stopping  weekly  after  services  at 
the  church  library  and  borrowing 
an  attractive  book  or  two?  Church- 
es might  aid  the  parents  by  oc- 
casionally printing  in  the  church 
bulletin  information  on  available 
books. 

The  time  to  interest  our  children 
in  reading  foi  themselves  is  during 
childhood.  According  to  studies 
made  a  number  of  years  ago  by 
psychologists,  the  peak  in  the 
amount  and  the  variety  of  reading 
done  by  typical  boys  and  girls  is 
at  twelve  or  thirteen.  Beginning 
at  age  nine,  the  amount  of  leisure 
reading  increases  steadily  to  about 
age  thirteen  where  it  gradually 
drops  off.  Before  and  during  this 
period,  with  a  little  encouragement, 
an  interest  in  the  right  kind  of 
books  may  be  developed.  By  estab- 
lishing a  nightly  quiet  time,  book 
after  book  can  be  read.  Even  better, 
a  wonderful  lifetime  habit  may  be 
formed. 

It  is  equally  important  for  us  as 
parents  to  set  an  example  for  our 
child  by  sitting  down  ourselves,  not 
only  with  the  evening  paper  but 
also  with  a  good  book.  To  this  day 
the  image  of  a  reading  father  and 
mother  is  one  of  the  pleasant  men- 
tal pictures  many  of  us  have  car- 
ried to  adulthood. 

A  leading  industry  has  adver- 
tised, "Send  me  a  man  who  reads." 
Also,  the  King  of  kings  needs  in 
His  realm  "a  man  who  reads."  Let 
us  heed  the  admonition  of  Timothy, 
"Give  attendance  to  reading"  (1 
Timothy  4:13).  • 
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By   PETER   CROXTON 


Winning 

The 

Outsider 


IT  HAS  BEEN  estimated  that 
if  present  trends  continue,  in 
thirty  years'  time  only  12  per- 
cent of  the  population  of  America 
will  attend  church.  In  England 
where  the  effects  of  the  Methodist 
revival  and  the  revivals  under  the 
preaching  of  William  Booth  have 
already  worn  off,  less  than  10  per- 
cent of  the  population  attend  a 
church  even   occasionally. 

This  means  that  the  Church  of 
God  is  presented  with  the  problem 
of  reaching  with  the  gospel  count- 
less multitudes  who  have  no  church 
background  at  all  and  for  whom 
the  practices  of  the  church  are 
completely   alien. 

These  "unchurched  outsiders" 
may  not  be  familiar  with  the 
hymns  we  sing.  The  language  we 
use  might  be  strange  to  them,  yet 
still  they  have  the  right  to  hear 
the  message  of  God's  undying  love. 


The  Christian  believer  must  be 
willing  to  be  burdened  for  the  souls 
of  these  people  who  are  dying  in 
their  own  sin. 

We  must  be  willing  to  visit  the 
ghettos  and  slum  dwellings  as  well 
as  the  college  campuses.  If  we  are 
to  lead  them  to  the  Lord,  we  must 
first  be  interested  in  them  as  in- 
dividuals and  be  willing  to  get 
involved  in  their  personal  prob- 
lems. Jesus  Himself  took  time  to 
care  for  the  individual,  as  did 
Phillip  when  he  encountered  the 
Ethiopian  eunuch.  Surely  we  can 
learn  a  lesson  from  them. 

To  win  the  outsider  we  must  be 
willing  to  mix  with  them.  Many 
Christians,  especially  if  they  have 
been  brought  up  in  the  church,  are 
opposed  to  the  idea  of  witnessing 
for  Christ  in  some  of  the  places 
frequented  by  the  unsaved.  Even  so, 
if    we    are    to    reach    the    sinners 


we  must  be  willing  to  go  out  where 
the  sinners  are.  Many  people  today 
would  refuse  an  invitation  to  a 
church  service  yet  would  listen  to 
the  gospel  if  it  were  preached  in 
simple  terms  in  the  atmosphere  of 
a  coffee  bar.  It  is  not  as  pleasant 
preaching  the  gospel  on  a  street 
corner  as  it  is  in  the  comfort  of  a 
church  building,  yet  it  is  a  fact 
that  we  find  more  unsaved  people 
on  the  streets  than  we  do  in  our 
church  services. 

It  is  essential  that  we  gain  the 
confidence  of  the  outsider  if  we  are 
to  reach  him  for  the  Lord.  The 
testimony  of  our  life  must  match 
up  to  that  of  our  lips,  and  we 
must  be  willing  to  put  into  practice 
that  which  we  preach.  If  we  show 
the  outsiders  that  we  are  interested 
in  them  as  individuals  and  not  just 
as  prospective  church  members, 
they  will  often  be  willing  to  listen 
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to  what  we  have  to  say. 

There  is  a  danger  that  when  we 
meet  an  unsaved  person,  we  are 
too  eager  to  moralize.  We  may 
criticize  the  young  men  for  their 
long  hair  and  casual  attire  and 
young  ladies  for  their  cosmetics 
and  short  skirts.  But  the  gospel  of 
Jesus  Christ  is  a  positive  message 
of  God's  redemptive  work  through 
Jesus  Christ,  so  we  should  avoid 
the  temptation  to  always  preach  a 
negative  gospel.  We  cannot  expect 
a  non-Christian  to  hold  Christian 
standards  of  outward  holiness. 

If  we  are  to  reach  the  outsider 
we  must  be  willing  to  meet  them 
on  equal  terms.  This  might  mean 
that  we  have  to  surrender  some  of 
our  old  traditions.  If  a  person  has 
never  attended  a  church  service, 
it  can  be  a  foreboding  and  strange 
experience.  In  some  cases  it  is  nec- 
essary to  hold  informal  meetings 
where  the  outsider  can  be  intro- 
duced to  the  form  and  practices  of 
the  Christian  church.  Open-air 
meetings  can  be  successfully  used 
in  conjunction  with  an  informal 
service. 

Those  who  are  contacted  on  the 
streets  and  in  parks  can  be  taken 
into  a  meeting  where  their  prob- 
lems can  be  discussed.  They  should 
be  brought  to  the  meeting  not  just 
to  be  preached  at  but  to  be  allowed 
to  discuss  informally  the  message 
of  the  gospel,  or  any  problems 
which  they  might  have.  Words  such 
as  justification,  propitiation,  and 
even  resurrection  might  be  unfa- 
miliar to  the  person  who  has  no 
church  background,  and  so  we 
should  explain  the  gospel  in  simple 
terms. 

Finally,  it  is  essential  to  accept 
the  "outsiders"  as  "insiders"  as 
soon  as  they  receive  Christ  as  their 
personal  Saviour.  All  too  often 
our  churches  are  comprised  of 
small  groups  or  cliques  which  the 
newcomer  cannot  enter  because 
they  are  too  close-knit.  The  new 
Christian  needs  to  form  new 
friends,  or  else  he  will  not  remain 
for  very  long.  Make  the  newcomer 
feel  at  home,  befriend  him,  invite 
him  to  your  own  home,  and  very 
soon  you  will  find  that  he  too  will 
be  winning  other  outsiders.    • 
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Are  the 

Lines 

Down? 


Communication  between  members  of  the  family  has 
always  been  recognized  as  a  contributing  factor  to  a 
well  established  home.  Is  its  lack  becoming  a  danger- 
ous threat? 


LAST  WEEK  I  was  talking 
with  a  friend  when  the 
door  opened  and  his  teen- 
age son  walked  in.  He  is  a  clean- 
cut  boy  of  seventeen  with  neatly 
combed  brown  hair  and  expressive 
blue  eyes.  He  seemed  representa- 
tive of  the  average  teen-ager  as 
he  stood  there  waiting  for  us  to 
finish  our  conversation  so  that  he 
could  make  a  request.  I  took  the 
initiative  and  nodded  to  him.  We 
already  knew  each  other,  after  a 
fashion,  so  there  was  no  need  for 
an    introduction. 

The  boy  flashed  a  contagious 
smile,  "I'll  need  the  car,  Dad,"  he 
said,  "I'll  bring  it  back,  undented, 
before  ten  o'clock." 

The  father  hesitated,  "Well— I 
suppose  so,  but  remember  your 
promise." 

Ralph  accepted  the  keys;  he  put 
them  in  his  pocket  and  turned  to 
go,  but  then  he  came  back  and 
placed  his  hand  on  the  arm  of  his 
father's  chair,  "There's  just  one 
more  thing,"  he  said.  "Could  I 
borrow  five  dollars?  I'll  pay  you 
back." 

A  moment  later  he  was  gone, 
with  the  five  dollars  and  the  keys. 
At  the  sound  of  the  car  pulling 
out  of  the  drive,  the  father  turned 
to  me  with  a  worried  expression 
on  his  face.  "It's  become  a  ritual," 


By  HANS  JEPSEN 


he  mused  thoughtfully,  "and  he 
knows  his  part  much  better  than 
I  do  mine.  For  example,  he's 
learned  long  ago  not  to  ask  for 
things  in  two's;  he's  aware  that 
the  chances  of  getting  what  he 
wants  are  less!  Take,  for  instance, 
what  occurred  just  a  moment  ago. 
Don't  assume  that  his  enthusiasm 
was  any  incidental  thing;  it  was 
carefully  planned.  Ralph  knew  that 
we  were  engaged  in  conversation 
and  that  I  probably  wouldn't  re- 
fuse him  in  front  of  a  guest.  His 
asking  for  the  five  dollars  wasn't 


any  afterthought  either;  it  was  as 
carefully  thought  out  as  all  the 
rest!" 

I  looked  at  my  friend  somewhat 
dubiously  and  he  raised  an  eye- 
brow, "Don't  be  surprised,"  he  said. 
"It's  the  truth.  I  just  don't  know 
the  boy.  He  may  bring  that  car 
back  before  ten  o'clock,  or  it  may 
be  nearly  midnight.  In  the  event 
it's  nearly  midnight,  we'll  have  a 
'discussion' — not  that  it  will  lead 
to  anything — it  never  does.  He's 
always  careful  not  to  lc>6e  his 
temper,  and  the  whole  thing  takes 
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the  form  of  lighthearted  repartee." 

When  I  had  gone,  I  gave  con- 
siderable thought  to  these  state- 
ments. What  immediately  dawned 
on  me  was  the  fact  that  this  man 
was  an  average  father  in  nearly 
every  way.  He  was  in  the  average 
income  class,  with  a  moderately 
nice  home  and  a  four-year-old  car 
in  the  garage.  His  son  Ralph  was 
average  too.  He  liked  sports,  girls, 
and  reading.  I  had  always  assumed 
that  his  homelife  was  excellent,  for 
it  was,  after  all,  an  "average" 
homelife,  and,  perhaps,  therein 
lies  the  problem. 

As  for  Ralph,  I  did  not  really 
know  him.  I  had  chatted  with  him 
on  various  occasions  and  shared 
my  thoughts  with  him  as  he  had 
with  me,  but  there  was  always  a 
tangible  barrier  between  us.  At 
times,  it  was  almost  imperceptible, 
but  it  was  always  there.  I  assumed 
this  was  only  natural,  for,  after 
all,  young  people  could  be  expect- 
ed to  converse  more  freely  with 
those  of  their  own  age.  But  should 
it  be  that  way  between  parents 
and  their  children? 

When  I  really  began  to  consider 
the  problem,  I  found  some  sur- 
prising social  discrepancies  among 
them — the  apparent  fact  that 
Americans  seem  to  be  losing  con- 
tact with  each  other,  and  espe- 
cially with  their  children.  Desiring 
to  know  to  what  degree  this  might 
be  affecting  the  average  family,  I 
conducted  a  private  survey,  and 
here  is  what  I  learned. 

Of  fifty  fathers  to  whom  I 
talked,  twenty-five  conceded  that 
they  did  not  really  communicate 
with  their  children;  they  felt  that 
being  a  consistent  and  good  pro- 
vider was  more  important.  Com- 
municating with  the  children 
could  be  handled  by   the   mother. 

Five  percent  of  the  fathers  ad- 
mitted that  due  to  various  exterior 
pressures  (work,  for  example)  that 
they  had  hardly  any  real  commu- 
nication with  their  children.  They 
also  stated  that  they  thought  the 
mother  could  achieve,  in  part, 
what  they  did  not — even  though, 
some  of  them  conceded,  this  was 
by  no  means  ideal.  They  also  said 
that    sometimes    their    youngsters 


got  into  "little  jams,"  and  one  of 
these  fathers  was  seriously  con- 
cerned about  whether  his  son  was 
becoming  delinquent. 

Five  percent  of  the  fathers,  on 
the  other  hand,  replied  that  they 
had  quite  good  relations  with  their 
children,  and  that  they  had  talks 
of  a  serious  nature  with  them 
and  attempted  to  have  at  least  a 
cursory  knowledge  of  their  chil- 
dren's opinions  and  friends.  These 
fathers  felt  that  this  communica- 
tion had  a  definite  beneficial  ef- 
fect on  their  home  life,  and  they 
generally  agreed  that  the  mother 
could  not  supply  all  the  compan- 
ionship that  an  adolescent  might 
need.  Further,  they  thought,  in 
general,  that  the  father  was  def- 
initely a  determining  factor  inso- 
far as  the  molding  of  personality 
was  concerned. 

Of  these  fifty  urban  fathers,  the 
remaining  5  percent  claimed  to  en- 
joy very  good  and  effective  com- 
munication with  their  youngsters, 
asserting  that  homelife  was  of 
paramount  importance.  It  is  in- 
teresting to  note  that  in  this  last 
group  only  one  minor  "scrape"  (a 
stolen  box  of  groceries  and  a  wa- 
termelon from  a  back  porch)  had 
occurred.  All  of  the  fathers  inter- 
viewed were  requested  to  seriously 
consider  the  questions  before  they 
answered,  and  a  percentage  re- 
fused any  comment  at  all. 

Are  the  lines  of  communication 
really  down  between  American 
parents  and  their  children?  Per- 
haps the  lines  are  down  between 
the  parents  as  well.  Admittedly, 
such  a  survey  would  vary  in  dif- 
ferent parts  of  the  country,  and 
this  one  was  made  in  the  district 
of  Oklahoma  City,  but  the  discrep- 
ancies would  not  appear  to  be  so 
acute  as  to  render  the  above  re- 
sults totally  irrelevant.  These  were 
"average"  fathers.  (I  wonder  if 
"average"  is  an  appropriate  word.) 
It  would  certainly  appear  that  "the 
average"  leaves  something  to  be 
desired.  Can  we  get  turned  on 
concerning  the  lack  of  communi- 
cation between  parents  and  their 
children?  Or  must  we  wait  until 
our  teens  build  a  different  society, 
totally  alien  to  our  own?    • 
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Sunday  Morning 
Headache 


By   HELEN   C.    MOORE 


LAST  MONDAY  NIGHT  I 
went  early  to  the  monthly 
meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Christian  Education.  I  wanted  to 
see  the  Sunday  school  superinten- 
dent, and  I  went  with  the  firm  de- 
termination of  telling  him  that  I 
was  not  going  to  continue  teach- 
ing. I  rehearsed  my  reasons  care- 
fully. 

Reason  Number  One:  My  junior 
high  pupils  were  bright,  active 
boys,  interested  in  athletics,  band 
music,  and  girls.  They  needed  a 
man  teacher,  preferably  a  young 
one. 

Reason  Number  Two:  I  had  been 
teaching  in  this  same  system  for 
several  years.  My  age,  carefully 
concealed,  but  truthfully  pushing 
the  seventy  mark,  made  it  imper- 
ative for  me  to  have  a  rest. 

The  third  and  real  reason  for 
my  decision,  I  was  not  going  to  re- 
veal. I  woke  up  every  Sunday 
morning  with  a  severe  headache 
that  lasted  well  into  the  afternoon. 

The  superintendent  greeted  me 
cheerfully  as  I  entered  his  office. 
The  smile  faded  as  I  presented  my 
carefully  prepared  speech. 

"Do  you  realize,"  he  asked,  "that 
I  am  already  four  teachers  short 
for  the  next  session?  And  I  have 
no  idea  who  in  the  whole  congre- 
gation, would  be  willing  to  take 
that  class  of  boys." 

"But,  surely,  somebody — "  I  be- 
gan. 


The  superintendent  shook  his 
head. 

"I  would  take  it  myself  but  the 
whole  system  would  suffer  for  lack 
of  supervision.  But  I  realize  your 
reasons  are  valid.  I'll  see  what  I 
can  do  and  let  you  know." 

Tuesday  afternoon,  the  superin- 
tendent called  on  me  at  my  home. 

"Here's  our  problem,"  he  told 
me.  "The  mothers  of  those  boys, 
and  I  might  add,  most  of  the 
mothers  in  our  church,  are  work- 
ing at  outside  jobs.  They  do  well 
to  get  to  church  with  the  children. 
There  simply  isn't  time  in  their 
busy  schedule  to  prepare  a  Sun- 
day school  lesson. 

Their  fathers  are  businessmen 
who  are  out  of  town  a  great  deal. 
Some  of  the  fathers  have  Sunday 
jobs.  The  older,  young  folks  are 
busy  getting  an  education — most 
of  them  working  to  pay  their  way. 
But  I  have  in  mind,  a  young  man 
who  is  attending  our  local  college. 
He  has  a  part-time  job  and  a 
heavy  schedule  at  school.  He  hopes 
for  a  lighter  load  next  fall.  He 
might  consider  taking  the  class, 
then." 

Now,  the  superintendent's  voice 
was  pleading. 

"You  have  always  done  a  fine 
job  with  this  group.  If  they  get 
bored  and  drop  out,  they  are  gone 
for  all  time.  Do  you  think  you 
could  hold  out  until  fall?" 

"There  was  a  moment  of  quiet 


in  my  living  room.  I  made  a  swift 
and  silent  prayer. 

"With  your  help,  Father!" 

Then  I  got  to  my  feet.  "I  think 
we  both  need  a  cup  of  tea.  And 
I'll  try  to  hold  out  until  fall." 

When  the  superintendent  was 
gone,  I  faced  facts.  My  headaches 
were  brought  on  by  nervous  ten- 
sion and  I  had  to  admit,  old  age. 
But  they  were  real  and  getting 
worse.  I  had  to  do  something. 

Teaching  a  Sunday  school  class, 
I  decided,  was  for  me,  second  na- 
ture. I  had  started  at  the  early 
age  of  fifteen  and  had  kept  at  it 
through  college,  teaching  school, 
marrying,  and  raising  a  large  fam- 
ily. I  had  always  enjoyed  it  im- 
mensely, even  after  my  children 
were  grown.  It  kept  me  in  touch 
with  the  younger  generation,  some 
of  them  my  own  grandchildren. 

Until  lately,  the  work  of  prepar- 
ing the  lesson  had  been  easy.  I 
thought  about  the  lesson  through 
the1  week,  did  some  work  on  it, 
Saturday  afternoon  and  picked  up 
loose  ends  on  Sunday  morning. 
The  problem  of  discipline  had 
been  much  worse.  Perhaps  I  really 
was  too  old  to  teach.  Somehow,  I 
didn't  relish  this  idea  at  all.  I  got 
up  and  walked  restlessly  around 
my  big,  old  house. 

Opening  off  from  my  kitchen,  is 
a  small  room  which  has  served  in 
varying  capacities  for  the  forty 
years  we  have  lived  here.  At 
present  it  held  the  grandchildrens' 
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outgrown  toys,  piles  of  old  maga- 
zines waiting  for  a  church  paper 
drive,  and  some  gardening  sup- 
plies. 

Promising  myself  to  do  a  com- 
plete clean-out  in  the  very  near 
future,  I  cleared  one  side  of  the 
room  and  moved  in  a  small  table, 
a  metal  book  rack  and  a  comfor- 
table chair.  I  went  all  over  the 
house,  collecting  my  Bibles,  my  re- 
ligious reference  books  and  my 
current  Sunday  school  material. 
These  I  carried  to  my  new  "of- 
fice." I  emptied  a  cardboard  file 
box  and  worked  until  I  had  all 
the  material  in  a  semi-orderly 
condition. 

Wednesday  morning  at  exactly 
nine  o'clock,  I  marched  into  my 
office,  got  out  my  teacher's  man- 
ual and  the  pupil's  book  and  went 
to  work.  I  was  greatly  relieved  to 
find  that  my  mind  clicked  right 
along. 

Half  an  hour  later,  I  was  check- 
ing maps  and  planning  a  question 
and  answer  session,  when  the 
kitchen  phone  rang. 

"This  is  Bertha,"  a  cheerful 
voice  informed  me.  "Did  you  hear 
about   what   happened—" 

Almost  without  thinking,  I 
blurted  out,  "Bertha,  I'm  deep  in 
my  Sunday  school  lesson.  Could  I 
call   you   back  in  half   an   hour?" 

"Sunday  school  lesson!  Why,  it's 
only  Wednesday — but  okay.  But 
don't  forget  to  call." 

I  went  back  to  my  self-appointed 
task  and  followed  this  routine 
faithfully  for  the  rest  of  the  week. 
On  Friday  I  went  to  a  community 
church  workshop  on  the  new  cur- 
riculum and  came  home  wildly  en- 
thused. I  realized  I  had  been  us- 
ing my  advanced  age  as  an  excuse 
for  not  attending  these  extra-cur- 
ricular  meetings. 

Saturday  morning,  before  I 
started  my  regular  baking  routine 
—even  grown-up  grandchildren 
like  to  find  a  full  cooky  jar— I 
went  into  my  office,  gathered  my 
material,  packed  my  portfolio,  and 
checked  my  written  program  for 
that  hectic  sixty  minutes  ahead  of 
me. 

Sunday  morning,  I  was  drinking 
my  coffee  when  I  realized  my 
head  was  as  clear  as  a  church  bell. 


I  bribed  my  husband  to  leave  his 
Sunday  paper  a  little  early. 

When  my  Tempestuous  Twelve 
exploded  into  the  class  room,  I  was 
ready  for  them.  They  eyed  me 
suspiciously.  You  can't  fool  this 
younger  generation.  But  they  set- 
tled down  to  the  lesson  at  once. 
When  the  closing  bell  rang,  they 
gave  me  the  most  rewarding  com- 
pliment possible. 
"Do  we  have  to  quit  now!" 
Before  I  left  the  room,  I  remem- 
bered to  say  a  fervent  prayer  of 
thanks  for  the  guidance  I  had  so 
truly  received.  But  as  I  walked 
away,  I  wondered  if  I  really 
wanted  to  have  that  young  man 
take  over  my  class  next  fall.   • 
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Got 
Problems? 

By  BRENDA  ROBERTS 


HEN  YOU  HAVE  a  prob- 
lem, to  whom  do  you 
turn  for  help?  Do  you 
try  to  work  it  out  yourself?  Do 
you  ask  a  friend  if  he  can  help  or 
do  you  carry  it  to  the  Lord  and 
let  Him  help? 

You  know,  most  of  the  time  we 
try  to  work  our  problems  out  by 
ourselves  and  leave  God  out.  I 
know  I  am  guilty  of  this,  but  I 
really  try  to  remember  that  there 
is  a  God  in  heaven  who  can  help 
me  and  will  resolve  my  problem  if 
I  will  but  ask  Him. 

The  other  day  I  had  a  problem, 
and  it  seemed  that  I  could  not  go 
on.  One  of  my  teachers  in 
school  is  a  Church  of  God  lady,  so 
I  thought  I  would  ask  her  advice. 
She  gave  me  encouragement  and 
helped  me  to  remember  that  God 
is  still  on  His  throne  and  that  He 
could  help  me.  She  said,  "Just  have 
faith.  You  know  that  God  is  bigger 
than  this  problem." 

That's  another  thing.  Faith.  Just 
what  is  faith?  Paul  defines  faith 
in  Hebrews  11:1,  "Faith  is  the  sub- 
stance of  things  hoped  for,  the  evi- 
dence  of  things   not  seen." 

We  cannot  afford  to  lose  our 
faith.  Matthew  says,  "If  ye  have 
faith  as  a  grain  of  mustard  seed, 
ye  shall  say  unto  this  mountain, 
Remove  hence  to  yonder  place;  and 
it  shall  remove;  and  nothing  shall 
be  impossible  unto  you"  (Matthew 
17:20).  Nothing  is  impossible  with 
Christ,  but  without  Him  everything 
is  impossible. 

If  we  trust  in  God  we  have 
nothing  to  lose  and  everything  to 
gain.  Solomon  says  in  Proverbs, 
"Trust  in  the  Lord  with  all  thine 
heart;  and  lean  not  unto  thine 
own  understanding"  (Proverbs  3: 
5). 

The  next  day  after  I  had  talked 
to  my  teacher,  I  read  an  article 
which  reminded  me  that  God  also 
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tries  us  to  see  if  we  can  stand 
under  the  pressure,  and  that  the 
brightest  day  comes  after  the 
darkest  night.  This  is  very  true  in 
the  trials  that  God  lets  come  our 
way.  In  James  1:3  we  find  that 
"the  trying  of  your  faith  worketh 
patience." 

So — let  us  try  to  take  more  of 
our  problems  to  God  and  let  Him 
help  us.  Remember  to  "trust  in  the 
Lord  with  all  thine  heart."    • 


Colorado  Springs, 
Colorado 


David 
Sawyer 
(king) 


Donny   Taylor  ^ 

(runner-up)  i. 


The  Colorado  Springs  Church  of 
God  announces  the  crowning  of 
the  Junior  Boys  Class  king.  King 
David  Sawyer  earned  this  honor 
by  leading  in  class  candy  sales  for 
the  Youth  World  Evangelism  Ap- 
peal campaign.  Because  David 
raised  fifty-five  dollars  for  YWEA, 
he  was  awarded  a  free  trip  to  the 
Colorado-Wyoming  Youth  Camp, 
which  convened  July  20-24. 

Donny  Taylor,  who  reached  the 
forty-six-dollar  mark  in  profits  for 
the  campaign,  received  a  beautiful 
engraved  Bible  for  his  efforts. 

David  and  Donny,  as  well  as 
Danny  Snavely,  were  presented 
certificates  at  camp  meeting  for 
raising  at  least  fifteen  dollars  each 
to  help  build  the  Indian  Bible 
school  in  Gallup,  New  Mexico. 

— Sandra  Boone 
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GROUPS!  Raise  up  to 

$2,000  or  more  with 

PURE  M-K  food  items. 


Full  rich  flavor.  Na- 
turally good  (and 
good  for  you)!  Qual- 
ity and  PURITY 
have  made  M-K  fa- 
mous for  48  years. 
Cash  in  for  your 
group.  Write  for  the 
Pure  Profit  story. 
No  obligation. 


Satisfaction 

"Never  in  our 
history  have  we 
had  such  a  won- 
derful and  enjoy- 
able project." 
Mrs.  A.W.C(La.) 


MARION-KAY 


D»pt.   JLSQ 


Brownstown,  Ind.  47220 


Thames  selects, 

shells,  and  packages 

the  meatiest,  freshest 

and  tastiest  pecans.  They're 

great  for  pies,  pralines,  fudge, 

personal  and  business  gifts,  or  for 

eating  right  out  of  the  package  ...  no 

matter  what  "nutty"  ideas  you   have! 

•  available   in    12-oz.   and    16-oz. 
packages,  and  in  bulk 

•  ideal  for  fund-raising  projects 

m 


FOR  SALE:  GOSPIL  TINTS 

Special  prices  to  ministers.  For  com- 
plete   information   write 

VALDOSTA  TINT 

MANUFACTURING  CO. 

P.    O.    Box    248,    Voldosto,    Georgia 

31601 

Phone  242-0730 


THE  SECOND  COMING  OF  CHRIST 


An  exact  duplicate  of  a   hand   painting,   in   LIVING  COLOR,   bordered   and   waiting 

to  be  framed.    Size   16"  x  23". 

A  beautiful  picture  for  a  Christmas  gift.    A  continuous  reminder  of  Christ's  second 

coming.  $2.00  for   1,  $3.00  for  2,  $'l.00  each  for   10  or  more.     No  C.O.D.   orders 

please. 

BARDWELL  &  MOODY,  Dept.  LP,  Box  131,  Walker,  Louisiana  70785. 
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By  JOHN    NEMEC 


Beyond 


THE  AVERAGE  DAY  for 
Thomas  Edison  consisted  of 
eighteen  working  hours. 

Despite  being  nearly  completely 
deaf  since  boyhood,  this  giant 
among  inventors  persevered  in  his 
genius-like  experiments.  The  fact 
that  he  patented  356  electrical  in- 
ventions, among  other  types,  gives 
us  some  idea  of  the  driving  force 
that  motivated  him. 

Although  Edison  resided  until 
age  seven  with  his  family  in  Mi- 
lan, Ohio,  dire  times  influenced 
them  to  move.  His  father,  a  Ca- 
nadian shingle  craftsman,  found 
himself  going  bankrupt. 

"You  were  a  school  teacher 
once,"  he  told  his  wife.  "Try  to  ed- 
ucate Tom  here  at  home,  because 
he  certainly  won't  be  able  to  hear 
much  if  he  should  go  to  a  regular- 
classroom." 

Thus  did  young  Edison  begin  re- 
ceiving private  tutoring  from  his 
own  mother  after  the  family  had 
relocated  in  Michigan. 

Enough  money  gradually  came 
in,  but  they  were  not  as  well  off 
as  they  had  been.  Tom  helped  out 
by  peddling  papers  on  a  train.  It 
also  took  him  many  daily  hours  of 
labor  once  he  got  interested  in  try- 
ing to  invent  things. 

"Someone  should  create  a  tele- 
graph system  for  sending  two  mes- 


sages on  the  same  wire,"  he  rea- 
soned. 

And  so  he  eventually  came  up 
with  the  diplex  telegraph. 

The  phonograph,  a  contrivance 
for  which  he  is  the  most  famous, 
first  saw  light  of  day  in  1877.  This 
recording  machine  captured  the 
sounds  of  voices  and  music. 

Thomas  Alva  Edison  hoped  to  be 
able  to  make  a  dictating  machine, 
music  box,  and  other  far-out  items. 
But  this  was  not  destined  to  be. 
Although  he  did  have  the  basic 
ideas  for  such  things  much  in  ad- 
vance of  their  actual  invention,  the 
phonograph  could  not  do  them. 

A  hundred  years  later,  wire  and 
tape  recorders  fulfilled  the  dreams 
of  this  almost-deaf  wizard. 

Strange  and  pathetic  it  was  that 
a  man  should  work  so  diligently, 
when  his  ears  failed  to  catch  even 
the  tweet  of  a  songbird.  And  yet, 
noise  itself  did  fascinate  him.  It 
was  the  reason  for  his  success.  The 
challenge  and  mysterious  dilemma 
of  being  in  his  own  silent  world 
drove  him  to  continue  his  toil  of 
research  beyond  normal  limits. 

Unfortunately,  this  situation  re- 
sulted in  his  losing  out  on  many 
personal  friendships  or  acquaint- 
ances which  he  otherwise  might 
have  had  time  for. 

Lest  anyone  think  Tom  Edison's 


career  was  all  dull,  humorless 
dedication,  it  would  be  well  to  re- 
call how  he  proposed  to  his  girl 
friend.  While  they  were  courting, 
he  persuaded  her  to  learn  Morse 
Code.  Then  he  sat  her  down  in  a 
secluded  room  one  fine  day. 

"I'm  going  to  tap  out  a  com- 
munication to  you,  dear,"  he  said 
with  a  twinkle  in  his  piercing  blue 
eyes.  "Please  listen  carefully.  It 
could  change  the  entire  course  of 
our  lives." 

"Tom,  I  think  your  tongue  is  in 
your  cheek,"  she  frowned.  "What's 
wrong?" 

"Listen." 

He  started  beep-beeping  a  series 
of  dots  and  dashes  on  his  model 
transmitter.  A  smile  gradually 
came  upon  his  girl  friend's  face. 
He  was  offering  marriage  to  her. 
Needless  to  say,  she  accepted  and 
became  the  wife  of  America's  boy 
wonder  inventor. 

In  1961,  New  York  University  be- 
stowed a  modern  honor  upon  Edi- 
son. He  became  only  the  twenty- 
fifth  inventor  (or  scientist)  to  find 
a  place  among  the  sculpted  busts 
in  the  college's  hall  of  fame — fit- 
ting tribute  for  the  man  who  gave 
us  the  mimeograph  and  an  in- 
candescent lamp  which  illumina- 
ted Mother  Earth.    • 
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He 

Saved 
Babe  Ruth, 
but  Lost 
Himself 


By  C.    NEIL  STRAIT 


JIMMY  WALKER,  ONE-TIME 
mayor  of  New  York  City, 
gave  a  dinger  in  honor  of 
Babe  Ruth  at  the  peak  of  the 
slugger's  career.  At  that  dinner, 
the  mayor  gave  a  stunning  speech 
that  helped  to  save  the  baseball 
player  from   disaster. 

Babe  Ruth  had  fallen  to  serious 
drinking  and  was  causing  no  small 
amount  of  concern  among  his  fol- 
lowers and  admirers.  They  saw  his 
baseball  career  in  serious  jeopardy. 

Jimmy  Walker,  mayor  of  New 
York  City,  was  an  avid  fan  of 
Babe  Ruth.  The  mayor,  along  with 
others  who  were  interested  in  the 
career  of  Ruth,  arranged  a  dinner 
in  honor  of  the  Yankee  great. 
While  the  dinner  was  to  honor  the 
Babe's  accomplishments  on  the 
diamond,  another  real  and  im- 
portant objective  was  to  salvage 
his  career. 

In  an  after-dinner  speech,  Jim- 


my Walker,  confronted  the  Yankee 
star  with  the  challenge  to  quit 
drinking.  He  stressed  the  Babe's 
example  and  influence  on  the  boys 
of  America.  He  begged  him  to  con- 
sider his  character  and  his  career. 
The  New  York  mayor  laid  the  facts 
on  the  line. 

It  is  reported  that  Babe  Ruth 
was  moved  to  reform.  He  laid  aside 
his  drinking  and  his  carousing. 

A  New  York  mayor  had  done  a 
service  to  baseball  and  to  America. 
And,  to  Babe  Ruth. 

But  all  the  chapters  of  the  New 
York  mayor,  Jimmy  Walker,  were 
not  pleasant  ones.  Indeed,  a  sad 
chapter  marks  the  end  of  Walker's 
career. 

The  chapter's  sadness  began 
while  he  was  mayor  of  New  York 
City.  There,  with  prestigious  power, 
Walker  tolerated  open  corruption 
in  city  government.  He  refused  to 
move  against  it.  Also,  Walker  pur- 


sued open  infidelities  in  his  own 
marriage.  His  refusal  to  clean  up 
the  city  government,  and  his  own 
house,  were  seeds  for  his  eventual 
disaster. 

Jimmy  Walker  had  an  electric 
personality.  His  way  with  people 
won  back-to-back  elections.  His  ad- 
mirers refused  to  believe  that  their 
mayor  was  anything  but  upright. 

Truth  has  a  way  of  catching  up 
with  people.  It  did  with  Jimmy 
Walker.  The  popular  mayor  was 
impeached  for  malfeasance  of  of- 
fice. His  misconduct  stunned  the 
city.  New  York  courts  ordered  him 
to  Albany,  the  state  capital,  for  an 
examination. 

While  in  Albany,  a  newspaper  re- 
porter talked  with  Walker  during 
a  trial  recess.  The  reporter,  like  so 
many  others,  was  an  admirer  of 
the  mayor  and  could  believe  noth- 
ing short  of  a  frame-up. 

The  reporter  asked  Walker: 
"Jimmy,  who  was  your  enemy  who 
wanted  to  do  you  in?  Was  it  Gov- 
ernor Roosevelt?  Was  it  Judge  Sea- 
bury?  Was  it  John  Haynes  Holmes? 
Was  it  Stephen  Wise?" 

The  reply  that  Walker  gave  the 
New  York  reporter  shocked  the  city 
and  the  world:  "My  one  and  only 
real  enemy  was  Jimmy  Walker.  I 
did  this  to  myself.  There  is  no  one 
else  to  blame." 

The  disposed  New  York  mayor, 
in  answering  the  reporter's  ques- 
tion, gave  testimony  to  a  truth,  the 
truth  that  man  is  pilot  of  his  own 
fate.  No  one  had  done  the  mayor 
in.  He  had  created  his  own  dis- 
aster. 

He  who  had  saved  the  great  Yan- 
kee slugger  Babe  Ruth  from  ruin- 
ing his  life  and  his  baseball  car- 
reer was  unable  to  save  his  own 
career  from  ruin. 

The  Apostle  Paul  cautions  us 
against  carelessness  in  personal 
living  and  reminds  us  of  the  pos- 
sibility that  in  helping  others,  we 
could  lose  ourselves  (1  Corinthians 
9:27). 

Each  man  is  architect  of  his  own 
life,  the  pilot  of  his  own  destiny. 
If  we  fail,  we  can  blame  no  one. 

Failure  need  not  close  our  lives. 
We  can  heed  the  truths  that  open 
life  to  great  possibilities.   • 
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A  Bold  Look  Into  the  Challenging  World  of   Twentieth-Century  Youth 

By   FLOYD    D.    CAREY 


Soul 
Expressions 
for 
September 


What  can  the  Church  of  God  do  to 
help  teens  better  understand  the 
Bible  and  apply  its  teachings  to 
their   life? 


D.  L.  Bonham,  United  States 
Army:  As  a  member  of  the  Church 
of  God  for  over  ten  years,  I  feel 
that  young  people  should  know  the 
Scriptures  upon  which  the  teach- 
ings of  the  church  are  based. 
Most  young  people  know  what  we 
teach  against  but  they  do  not 
know  why  we  believe  or  teach 
against  these  things.  I  feel  that  it 
would  be  beneficial  for  the  Church 
of  God  to  publish  a  series  of  pam- 
phlets or  workbooks  for  young 
people  to  help  them  understand 
the  teachings  and  doctrines  of  the 
church  and  how  to  use  these  as  a 
guide  for  successful  Christian  liv- 
ing. Many  times  a  Christian  is 
asked     why    his     church     teaches 


against  different  things  and  he 
needs  to  have  a  good  answer  if  he 
is  to  be  an  effective  soulwinner. 
Young  people  should  know  why 
the  church  embraces  a  certain  doc- 
trine before  they  are  asked  to 
abide  by  it. 

James  Billy  Leonard,  Jr.:  The 
best  way,  I  feel,  to  help  teens  bet- 
ter understand  the  Bible  is  for 
adults  to  "live  it"  before  them. 
Many  teens  are  turned  against  the 
Bible  because  adults  make  it  a 
drag.  The  Bible  is  the  most  excit- 
ing book  I've  ever  read.  My  girl 
friend,  Luann,  and  I  use  God's 
Word  daily  in  our  lives.  Why?  Be- 
cause we  have  observed  other 
Christians  and  they  live,  eat,  and 
drink  God's  Holy  Word  in  their 
daily  actions.  I  feel  that  the 
Church  of  God  should  sponsor  some 
plan  to  promote  a  family  altar  pro- 
gram in  every  home.  Guidance  ma- 


terials relating  to  conducting  a 
family  altar  is  also  desperately 
needed.  The  family  altar  does  not 
have  to  be  a  drag.  I  am  afraid 
that  it  will  be,  however,  unless  the 
church  takes  positive  action  and 
does  something. 

Judy  Owens:  In  the  day  in  which 
we  live,  teen-agers  need  a  conduct- 
guide  to  go  by  and  to  lean  on 
when  the  pressures  of  the  outside 
world  get  great.  They  need  to 
know  the  message  of  the  Bible  and 
how  to  apply  it  to  the  different 
circumstances  they  may  face.  I 
think  that  the  Church  of  God 
should  sponsor  Bible  study  groups 
after  school  or  on  Saturday.  In  the 
study  groups,  scriptures  that  would 
assist  teen-agers  in  their  daily  ac- 
tivities and  would  strengthen  their 
faith  would  be  discussed  and  ways 
to  apply  them  to  real  life  situa- 
tions   would   be    developed.    Youth 
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need  to  know  the  true  meaning  of 
the  Scriptures;  and  when  they  do, 
they  can  live  by  them  in  everyday 
life. 

Pamela  Grant:  Although  many 
young  people  are  reared  in  the 
church,  they  receive  very  little  in- 
structions in  church  doctrine  and 
Bible  principles.  I  feel  that  many 
teens  in  the  Church  of  God  fall 
away  from  the  Church  because 
they  do  not  have  strong  beliefs  and 
convictions.  This  is  a  result  of 
weak  and  insufficient  training  in 
the  fundamentals  of  faith.  I  be- 
lieve that  children  should  be  taught 
the  doctrine  of  the  church  at  a 
very  early  age.  A  course  in  church 
doctrine  should  be  offered  to  new 
members  and  a  youth  renewal 
course  should  be  taught  yearly.  A 
small  church  policy  handbook 
should  also  be  prepared  for  young 
people.  The  youth  should  not  be 
blamed  if  they  do  not  have  a  deep 
love  for  the  church.  Often  times, 
they  know  very  little  about  it. 


Show  me  a  man  who  went  to  town  on 
Monday  and  came  back  three  days  later  on 
Monday,  and  I  will  show  you  a  boy  who  has 
a    horse    named    Monday. 

They  are  erecting  a  medical  building  for 
oculists,  opticians,  and  optometrists  on  a 
vacant  lot  in  our  neighborhood.  The  place 
is  known  as  a  site  for  sore  eyes. 

The  cost  of  a  college  education  in  the 
1970's — count  your  pennies.  Four  years  at 
a  private  institution  will  cost  between 
*20.i)i)()  and  $30,000.  A  state  university  will 
cost   between   $10,000   and   $15,000. 

"Pinocchio  was  a  dummy." 

Sign  on  an  upholstery  truck:  "On  the 
Road   to   Recovery." 


Websterism 


Coppertone — A  police  siren. 
Southpaw — A    dad    from    Dixie. 
Fortress— A  female  fort. 


Eggy:  I  don't  think  so.  He's  studying  for 
a  bachelor's  degree. 

The  American  Social  Health  Association 
reports  that  1.5  million  new  cases  of 
venereal  disease  occur  each  year.  The  price 
of     sin     is     high! 

"Associate  yourself  with  men  of  good 
character.  Remember  it  is  better  to  be 
alone  than  in  bad  company."  George 
Washington 


INCITE 


Hoio  do  you  feel  about  what  the 
church  should  do  to  help  teens  bet- 
ter miderstand  the  Bible?  Send  in 
your  comments  to  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  922  Montgomery  Avenue, 
Cleveland,   Tennessee  37311. 


The  Devil 
Wants  You 
Back 


HAVE  YOU,  AS  a  Christian, 
ever  wondered  why  you 
snap  at  your  parents  with- 
out thinking?  why  you  just  cannot 
get  along  with  people  in  general? 
why  idle  gossip  slips  out  some- 
times when  you  are  with  friends? 
why  you  envy  a  classmate  who 
seems  to  have  everything? 

Stop  and  consider  these  things 
for  a  few  moments,  and  you  will 
probably  agree:  The  reason  is,  The 
devil  wants  you  back!  He  is  doing 
his  level  best  to  make  you  slip 
back  by  degrees,  until  he  has  as 
firm  a  hold  upon  you  as  he  had 
before  you  were  saved. 

Satan  cannot  cause  most  Chris- 
tians to  become  agnostics  or  athe- 
ists. He  would  find  it  almost  im- 
possible to  get  us  to  become  mur- 
derers or  thieves,  so  he  concen- 
trates on  the  "little  things." 

A  tree  is  not  felled  with  one 
whack,  and  neither  are  you.  Soil 
erosion  is  not  caused  by  one  or 
two  gusts  of  wind;  it  takes  days  or 
weeks  of  constant  wearing  by 
wind  and  rain.  The  devil  special- 
izes in  "soul  erosion."  Little  by  lit- 
tle he  whittles  away  whenever  the 
opportunity  presents  itself. 

If  he  can  cause  your  temper  to 
flare,  he  feels  his  day's  work  has 
been  justified.  If  he  can  cause  en- 
vy, resentment,  bitterness,  or  fear 
to  overcome  you,  he  knows  that  he 
has  scored  a  point  for  his  side.  If 
he  can  cause  you  to  be  ashamed 
of  your  Christianity,  he  has  given 
you  another  push  downward. 

But  do  not  become  discouraged. 
Paul,   in  his   epistle   to   the   Ephe- 


By  MARGIE  SNOWDEN   NORTH 


sians,  tells  us  exactly  what  to  do: 
Put  on  all  of  God's  armor  so 
that  you  will  be  able  to  stand 
safe  against  the  wiles  of  Satan. 
For  we  are  not  fighting  against 
people  made  of  flesh  and  blood, 
but  against  persons  without  bod- 
ies— the  evil  kings  of  the  unseen 
world,  those  mighty  satanic  be- 
ings and  great  evil  princes  of 
darkness  who  rule  this  world; 
and  against  huge  numbers  of 
wicked  spirits  in  the  spirit  world. 
So  use  every  piece  of  God's  ar- 
mor to  resist  the  enemy  when- 
ever he  attacks,  and  when  it  is 
all  over,  you  will  still  be  stand- 
ing up.  But  to  do  this,  you  will 
need  the  strong  belt  of  truth  and 
the  breastplate  of  God's  approv- 
al. Wear  shoes  that  are  able  to 
speed  you  on  as  you  preach  the 
Good  News  of  peace  with  God. 
In  every  battle  you  will  need 
faith  as  your  shield  to  stop  the 
fiery  arrows  aimed  at  you  by 
Satan.  And  you  will  need  the  hel- 
met of  salvation  and  the  sword 
of  the  Spirit — which  is  the  Word 
of  God.  Pray  all  the  time.  Ask 
God  for  anything  in  line  with  the 
Holy  Spirit's  wishes.  Plead  with 
Him,  reminding  Him  of  your 
needs,  and  keep  praying  ear- 
nestly for  all  Christians  every- 
where (Ephesians  6:11-18,  Liv- 
ing Letters). 

Is  your  armor  becoming  worn? 
Are  there  pieces  missing?  If  so,  be- 
gin repairs  and  replacement  im- 
mediately. Above  all,  wear  your  ar- 
mor daily  and  you  will  have  noth- 
ing to  fear.    • 
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CHOOSE   YOUR   DIVISION 

The   Pathway   Book    Club   offers   books    in    three    separate    and 
distinct   divisions: 

1.  THE  MINISTERIAL  DIVISION  offers  sermonic  helps  and 
study    books    for    ministers    and    Bible    students. 

2.  THE  REGULAR  DIVISION  offers  Christian  fiction,  bio-' 
graphical,  and  devotional  books  for  laymen,  teen-agers,  and 
adults. 

3.  THE  JUNIOR  DIVISION  offers  inexpensive  Christian  book 
for   children   under    12   years   of   age. 


HOW  THE  CLUB  OPERATES 

Each  month  the  Pathway  Book  Club  reviewers  will  make  a  se- 
lection for  each  division  from  the  very  best  Christian  books 
available.  A  copy  of  the  Book  Path  containing  reviews  of  these 
selections  will  be  sent  to  each  member.  The  member  will 
decide  whether  or  not  he  desires  the  book  for  his  division. 
If  so,  he  does  NOTHING,  it  will  come  automatically.  If  he 
docs  NOT  want  the  selection,  he  simply  mails  a  properly 
check  rejection   slip  which   is   included   in   each   Book   Path. 
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ROM  CHILDHOOD  WE  were  taught  that  God 

was  all-powerful;   that  He  could  do  anything. 

We  believed  it,  and  because  the  Scripture  states 

it  as  a  fact,  we  continue  to  believe  it.  But  because 

God   can    do    anything,   does   it   automatically    follow 

that  He  can  wrcdo  anything? 

The  nineteenth-century  poet  Will  Carleton  tells  the 
sad  story  of  a  young  farmer  who,  before  he  left 
for  work  in  the  morning,  angrily  scolded  his  wife  be- 
cause she  had  allowed  the  cows  to  stray.  The  next 
time  he  saw  her  she  was  dead — killed  in  a  violent 
storm  while  searching  for  the  errant  cattle.  The  hus- 
band was  filled  with  remorse  and  bitter  self-reproach 
for  his  angry  words.  The  poet  Carleton  bluntly  stated: 
Thoughts  unexpressed  may  sometimes  fall  back  dead, 
But  God  Himself  can't  kill  them  when  they're  said. 

A  wise  mother  taught  her  children  a  valuable  life- 
time lesson  when  she  said,  "If  you  can't  speak  good 
of  others,  keep  still.  Leave  the  judging  to  God." 

One  can  only  conjecture  as  to  how  many  hearts 
have  been  broken,  how  many  homes  wrecked,  how 
many  lives  ruined,  how  many  professions  destroyed, 
how  many  characters  defiled,  or  how  much  irrevo- 
cable damage  has  been  done  by  an  uncontrolled  fit 
of  temper  or  by  a  rumor-loving,  scandal-spreading 
tongue.  The  wry  comment,  "You  can't  believe  every- 
thing you  hear,  but  you  can  repeat  it,"  applies  all  too 
often.  And  unhappily,  it  applies  to  too  many  of  us. 

In  the  words  of  Sir  Walter  Scott: 
Many  a  word,  at  random  spoken, 
May  soothe  or  wound  a  heart  that's  broken. 

The  thoughtless  comment  often  has  untold  power 
for  joy  or  pain,  for  good  or  evil,  for  confidence  or 
despair. 

How  wonderful  it  would  be  if  we  could  keep  con- 
stantly in  mind  the  solemn  fact  that  a  word  once 
spoken  is  forever  beyond  recall.  If  we  do  not  have 
something  good  to  say,  then  silence  is  indeed  golden. 
We  should  leave  the  judging  to  God. 

— D071  Buck 
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The  Church 
Goes  Forward 


Editorial 


Clyne  W.  Buxton 


rEOPLE  POURED  into  St. 
Louis  from  the  four  corners 
of  the  earth  to  attend  the 
Fifty-third  General  Assembly  of  the 
Church  of  God,  convening  August 
25-31,  1970.  The  conclave  hummed 
with  activity  under  the  theme, 
"That  We  Go  Forward."  The  good 
progress  of  the  church  is  never 
more  in  focus  than  during  a  bien- 
nial Assembly,  for  there  official 
reports  are  made  public  concerning 
the  state  of  the  church. 

During  the  last  two  years  more 
than  100,000  were  saved,  more  than 
33,000  were  baptized  with  the  Spirit, 
more  than  15,000  were  baptized  in 
water,  and  over  26,000  were  added 
to  the  church  membership.  These 
spiritual  results  refer  only  to  the 
United  States  and  Canada.  They 
do  not  reflect  the  spiritual  progress 
of  other  countries. 

Property  value  increased  to  a 
high  mark  of  $187  million;  and  the 
church  now  has  8,751  ministers, 
categorized  as  follows:  3,158  ordain- 
ed, 3,009  licensed  ministers,  and 
2,584  exhorters.  The  ordained  min- 
isters compose  the  General  Council, 
and  this  year  more  than  1,600  were 
in  attendance.  This  group,  probably 
the  largest  deliberating  body  in  the 
nation,  discusses  and  passes  mo- 
tions which  are  later  voted  upon 
by  the  entire  General  Assembly. 

The  Church  of  God,  now  min- 
istering in  ninety  countries,  has  an 


illustrious  history.  Though  it  be- 
gan in  1886,  its  progress  was  at  a 
snail's  pace  in  those  early  years. 
The  first  General  Assembly  con- 
vened during  the  wintry  month  of 
January  in  Camp  Creek,  North 
Carolina,  in  1906.  That  year  the 
delegates,  who  met  in  a  farmhouse, 
came  by  wagons  and  buggies;  this 
year  delegates  met  in  a  spacious, 
air-conditioned  auditorium,  after 
arriving  in  shiny  new  cars  and 
modern  jet  planes. 

Twenty-one  delegates  attended 
the  first  Assembly;  this  year  there 
were  approximately  10,000  in  at- 
tendance. That  year  the  church 
membership  stood  at  a  handful; 
this  year  it  was  567,770.  That  year 
the  real  estate  holdings  of  the 
church  was  only  a  few  hundred  dol- 
lars; this  year  the  total  was  more 
than  $187  million.  The  church  has 
come  a  long  way  since  that  first 
Assembly  at  Camp  Creek. 

The  church  membership  of  567,- 
770  does  not  include  224,852  adher- 
ents in  some  of  the  foreign  coun- 
tries who  are  professing  believers 
worshiping  with  us,  but  for  one 
reason  or  another  have  not  become 
members  of  the  church. 

As  the  church  expands,  adjust- 
ments must  be  made  in  its  struc- 
ture. Hence,  the  business  sessions 
at  the  Assembly  are  very  important. 
This  year  the  ordained  ministers 
discussed    a    twenty-page    agenda 


prepared  by  the  Executive  Council. 
Some  measures  were  accepted  in 
toto,  others  were  amended,  and 
still  others  were  rejected. 

Perhaps  the  most  important  pro- 
posal on  the  agenda  was  the  one 
concerning  the  establishment  of  a 
seminary.  The  measure  called  for 
the  Executive  Council  "to  proceed 
with  a  study  leading  to  the  estab- 
lishment of  a  seminary  and  Bible 
institute,  and,  if  found  feasible, 
that  the  Executive  Council  initiate 
the  first  phase  of  the  program." 
The  measure  passed. 

The  General  Assembly  effected 
some  changes  in  terminology.  The 
title  of  the  General  Sunday  School 
and  Youth  Department  was  chang- 
ed to  Department  of  Youth  and 
Christian  Education,  and  the  Lad- 
ies Willing  Workers  was  changed 
to  Church  of  God  Ladies  Auxiliary. 

The  Church  of  God  has  grown 
from  a  small  group  gathering  in  a 
mountain  cabin  in  North  Carolina, 
where  the  first  Assembly  was  held, 
to  a  potent,  influential  movement 
reaching  ninety  countries.  The 
church  is  founded  on  the  Bible  and 
has  a  ministry  and  membership 
that  is  both  godly  and  zealous.  The 
movement  has  dedication,  manpow- 
er, finances,  and  the  blessings  of 
God.  The  Church  of  God  is  going 
forward;  and  with  God's  guidance, 
it  is  ready  to  do  great  exploits  for 
Christ.    • 
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SOUNDS 


Young  people  performed  in   Teen   Talent  Parade   while 
competent  judges   recorded  points. 


This  instrumental  trio   had  good  harmony. 


Serving  as  Assistant  General 

Director  of  Youth  and  Christian 

Education,  Guiles  has  an  avid 

interest  in  the  spiritual  welfare  of 

youth. 


By  CECIL  R.   GUILES 


UNDREDS  OF  YOUTH  and 
adults  converged  on  St. 
Louis,  Missouri,  August  26- 
30,  for  the  national  Teen  Talent 
finals.  They  came  to  perform  and 
to  hear  their  state  champions  per- 
form. The  Grand  Ballroom  of  the 
St.  Louis  Gateway  Hotel  was  rap- 
turous with  the  sounds  of  talented 
teens.  It  was  a  thrilling  experience 
indeed.  Enthusiasm  and  intense  in- 
terest ran  high  as  the  long-awaited 
time  arrived  for  the  starting  of  the 
national  finals. 

The  Teen  Talent  Parade  has 
done  much  to  capture  the  imagina- 
tion and  interest  of  Church  of  God 
teens.  The  program  has  been  in- 
strumental in  discovering  and  de- 
veloping talented  young  people  in 
Church  of  God  churches.  Although 


the  Teen  Talent  Parade  takes  on 
the  flare  of  competition  at  the 
regional,  state,  and  national  levels, 
the  purpose  of  the  program  is  to 
discover  and  develop  youth's  talent 
to  be  used  in  worship  services  in 
the  local  church.  It  has  provided 
an  opportunity  for  teens  to  express 
their  God-given  talents. 

Starting  Tuesday  at  12:00  noon 
and  continuing  throughout  the 
week  until  Saturday  afternoon, 
each  contestant  or  group  of  con- 
testants in  each  of  the  six  categor- 
ies were  heard  and  judged  succes- 
sively during  the  finals.  Over  six 
hundred  state  finalists  vied  for  na- 
tional honors. 

Six  panels  of  judges,  carefully 
selected  and  highly  qualified,  sacri- 
ficed their  personal  schedules  and 


worked  extremely  hard  during  the 
week  to  select  the  national  winners. 
Judges  were  Jim  Burns,  Dwayne 
McLuhan,  Joe  Muncy,  Randy 
Weeks,  Paul  Miller,  Darlia  Conn, 
Martha  Dismukes,  Charles  R.  Nov- 
ell, Mabel  Morehead,  James  Land- 
reth,  Bill  Waters,  Gary  Vincent, 
Roy  Morris,  R,obert  Champion, 
Sandi  Hitte,  Thomas  Morse,  Thom- 
as Russell,  and  Sue  Whitaker.  Da- 
vid Horton  served  as  coordinator 
and  Lonzo  Kirkland  served  as  as- 
sistant coordinator. 

After  five  days  of  competition, 
the  awesome  responsibility  of  selec- 
ting the  winners  became  the  re- 
sponsibility of  the  judges.  Statistic- 
ally speaking,  the  judges  spent 
some  twenty-two  hours  in  judging 
the  entries. 


FROM  THE  GATEWAY  CITY 


On  Sunday  afternoon  at  approx- 
imately 5:20,  the  big  moment  ar- 
rived for  the  announcement  of 
those  receiving  superior  rating 
and  those  selected  as  national  win- 
ners. In  the  vocal  solo  category 
those  receiving  superior  rating 
were  Patty  Carpenter,  Ohio;  Kathe 
Eastham,  Oklahoma;  Lemuel  Mil- 
ler^Florida;  Gay  Pettyjohn,  Ten- 
nessee; and  K.  Michael  Pinion, 
Georgia.  The  winner  was  Gay  Pet- 
tyjohn, Tennessee.  Those  receiving 
superior  rating  in  the  instrumental 
solo  (keyboard)  category  were 
Dawn  Boatwright,  Michigan;  Au- 
brey Dykes,  Florida;  Diane  Jef- 
fords, Georgia;  and  Chloe  Vik, 
Montana.  The  winner  was  Diane 
Jeffords,  Georgia.  Those  receiving 
superior  rating  in  the  instrumental 
solo  (non-keyboard)  category  were 
Doyle  Dykes,  Florida;  Carrol  Fox, 
Jr.,  North  Carolina;  Michael  Hines, 
Delmarva-D.C;  and  Edward  Starn- 
es,  Georgia.  The  winner  was  Ed- 
ward Starnes,  Georgia.  Those  re- 
ceiving superior  rating  in  the  in- 
strumental ensemble  category  were 
the  Central  Parkway  Orchestra, 
Ohio;  the  E.  Chattanooga  Brass 
Ensemble,  Tennessee;  and  the 
Hialeah  Brass  Ensemble,  Florida. 
The  winner  was  the  Hialeah  Brass 
Ensemble,  Florida. 

Those  receiving  superior  rating  in 
the  vocal  ensemble  category  were 
the    MacArthur    Teen    Trio,    West 


Virginia;  the  Monroe  Trio,  Michi- 
gan; the  Mosinee  Trio,  Wisconsin; 
and  the  Teen-Tone  Trio,  Florida. 
The  winner  was  the  Mosinee  Trio, 
Wisconsin.  In  the  choir  category 
those  receiving  superior  rating  were 
Central  Parkway  Youth  Choir, 
Ohio;  Hurst  Youth  Choir,  Texas; 
Natchez  Youth  Choir,  Mississippi; 
South  Lenoir  Youth  Choir,  North 
Carolina;  and  the  Westmore  Youth 
Choir,  Tennessee.  The  winner  was 
the  Westmore  Youth  Choir,  Tennes- 
see. After  the  announcement  of 
those  receiving  superior  rating  and 
the  winners  in  each  category,  the 
winners  gave  presentations  and 
were  awarded  lovely  trophies. 

There  were  several  changes  in 
this  year's  Teen  Talent  Parade 
which  we  feel  added  greatly  to  the 
continuing  process  of  upgrading 
the  program.  One  improvement  was 
the  introduction  of  a  rating  system 
used  in  judging  all  categories.  Con- 
testants were  rated  "poor,  fair, 
good,  excellent,  and  superior."  An 
additional  improvement  was  the 
expanding  of  the  program  to  in- 
clude a  sixth  category — the  instru- 
mental solo  (non-keyboard).  One 
of  the  major  purposes  in  creating 
the  sixth  category  was  to  enhance 
the  accuracy  of  the  judges  (it  is 
quite  difficult  to  compare  a  piano 
solo  and  trumpet  solo)  and  to  pro- 
duce keener  competition  among 
the     contestants.    Also    this    year 


each  judge  prepared  a  written 
commentary  for  each  contestant 
or  groups  of  contestants,  thereby 
providing  an  opportunity  for  the 
sharing  of  comments  and  suggest- 
ions for  future  improvements.  De- 
pending upon  the  communicative 
ability  of  the  judges,  this  practice 
could  have  a  direct  bearing  on  the 
continuing  development  of  each 
contestant  throughout  his  teens. 

The  young  people  who  particip- 
ated in  the  national  finals  repres- 
ented thousands  of  Church  of  God 
youth  who  are  living  testimonies 
for  Christ.  It  was  a  week  wh^n 
in  the  midst  of  a  world  torn  with 
war,  with  problems  of  environ- 
mental pollution,  and  with  the 
breakdown  of  law  and  order,  our 
denomination  focused  its  attention 
upon  youth. 

In  reflection  it  was  a  wonderful 
week.  The  sounds  from  the  Gate- 
way City  were  not  aired  on  nation- 
al network  radio  and  television 
news  programs.  There  were  no  cries 
from  the  approximately  twenty- 
five  hundred  young  people  attend- 
ing the  General  Assembly  to  de- 
stroy the  American  flag,  to  burn 
down  the  city,  to  destroy  the  in- 
stitution, or  to  do  away  with  the 
church.  The  occasion  was  just  a 
week  of  national  Teen  Talent  com- 
petition of  fine  clean-cut  young 
people.  Perhaps  to  a  sin-sick  soci- 
ety, the  occasion  was  not  news- 
worthy !    • 


The   Teen   Talent  Parade  has  played  a   vital  role  among   the  youth    ot    the    Church    of    God.     It    has    been    instrumental    in 
developing  talents   for  use  in   furthering   Christ's  cause. 


EEN  TALENT  competition 
was  only  a  part  of  the  ac- 
tivities planned  for  the 
youth  attending  the  Fifty-third 
General  Assembly  in  St.  Louis,  Mis- 
souri. There  has  never  been  any- 
thing quite  like  it  at  any  General 
Assembly.  Never  have  so  many 
young  people  been  so  involved!  I 
will  endeavor  to  give  you  a  brief 
resume  of  these  activities. 

The  activities  actually  began  on 
Monday  night  prior  to  the  official 
opening  of  the  General  Assembly. 
Hundreds  of  people,  mostly  teens, 
crowded  into  the  Gold  Room  of  the 
Sheraton-Jefferson  Hotel  for  the 
big  Teen  Music  Festival.  Featured 
were  Teen  Talent  contestants  and 
several  special  guests,  who  present- 
ed a  most  enjoyable  and  spiritual 
musical  program. 

While  the  .General  Council  was 
in  session  on  Tuesday  and  Wednes- 
day nights,  the  youth  assem- 
bled in  the  Opera  House  of  the 
Kiel  Auditorium  for  two  Teen  Ac- 
tion rallies.  The  first  of  these  ral- 
lies was  opened  by  General  Youth 
and  Christian  Education  Director 
Paul  F.  Henson,  who  led  the  hymn, 
"How  Great  Thou  Art."  The  pur- 
pose of  the  Teen  Action  rallies  was 
thus  stated  in  this  grand  old  hymn 
of  the  church — the  teens  were 
there  to  worship  God.  A  spirit  of 
worship  prevailed.  Hearts  were 
touched,  commitments  were  made. 

The  Reverend  Tommy  Morse, 
minister  of  Surfside  Challenge  in 
Miami,  spoke  in  the  first  rally  con- 
cerning many  young  people  whose 


lives  have  been  changed  from  one 
of  drug  addiction  to  an  overcom- 
ing life  in  Christ.  The  Reverend 
Raymond  Culpepper  from  Lee  Col- 
lege spoke  in  the  second  rally  on 
"The  Undespised  Generation." 

Both  youth  messengers  empha- 
sized that  worldly  wealth,  prestige, 
or  personal  powers  could  not  sat- 
isfy the  longing  of  young  lives.  The 
power  of  the  Holy  Spirit  and  the 
saving  grace  of  Jesus  Christ  was 
cited  as  the  answer  to  youthful 
longings.  The  highlight  of  both  ral- 
lies was  the  response  of  youth  to 
the  call  for  dedication  and  com- 
mitment at  the  conclusion  of  the 
preached  Word. 

Dr.  Charles  W.  Conn,  general 
overseer,  begged  leave  of  the  Gen- 
eral Council  long  enough  to  greet 
the  youth  present  for  the  first  ral- 
ly. Informing  the  youth  that  the 
General  Council  was  in  session  in 
the  large  auditorium,  the  General 
Overseer  stated,  "All  we're  doing  in 
the  General  Council  is  pointless  and 
meaningless  if  it  were  not  for  the 
youth  of  our  church." 

There  were  two  banquets — one 
for  the  teens  and  one  for  the 
young  adults.  Miss  Ethel  Barrett 
of  Gospel  Light  Publications,  Glen- 
dale,  California,  spoke  for  both 
gatherings.  Her  unique  manner  of 


presenting  God's  Word  in  story 
form  captivated  her  audience.  Her 
theme  emphasized  the  fact  that 
God  is  real,  that  He  knows  each 
individual  by  name,  and  that  He, 
sooner  or  later,  will  demand  that 
we  take  notice  of  His  presence. 
Miss  Barrett  did  not  claim  to  have 
all  the  answers  to  the  problems 
facing  the  now  generation,  but  she 
insisted  that  God's  Word  does. 

Music  was  an  integral  part  of  all 
the  General  Assembly  youth  activi- 
ties. Among  the  special  musical 
groups  were  Bob  and  Carroll 
Champion,  The  Sammy  Hall  Sing- 
ers, and  the  Swilley  family.  David 
Horton  and  Manuel  Bonilla  also 
were  featured  guests. 

The  grand  climax  was  the  Sun- 
day night  General  Assembly  youth 
service.  A  mass  youth  choir  of  hun- 
dreds of  teens  marched  to  the  stage 
from  all  sections  of  the  huge  au- 
ditorium, and  the  service  was  un- 
der way.  Teen  Talent  awards  were 
presented  and  the  national  cham- 
pions performed. 

Another  General  Assembly  is  his- 
tory. There  have  been  fifty-three, 
but  there  has  never  been  a  Gen- 
eral Assembly  that  placed  empha- 
sis on  youth  as  the  one  just  con- 
cluded in  St.  Louis,  August  25-31, 
1970.    • 


By   LAMAR  VEST 


A  productive  worker  among 

youth,  Lamar  Vest  is  State  Director 

ot  Youth  and  Christian  Education 

in  Maryland. 


Ethel    Barrett   spoke    at   a    teen    banquet, 
furnished  music. 


Bob    and    Carol    Champion 


Youth    Night 

at   the 

General  Assembly 


HURCH    OF    GOD    young 

people  are  beautiful! 

They  are  beautiful  because 

they  are  committed  to  Christ  and 

to  the  performance  of  His  ideal  will 

for  their  lives. 

You  should  have  seen  them  on 
youth  night  at  the  Fifty-third 
General  Assembly.  There  were 
hundreds  of  them  present.  They 
were  beaming  with  life  and  high 
hopes.  Pep  pills,  which  many  young 
people  are  depending  upon  today 
for  make-believe  life,  were  not  re- 
sponsible for  their  "high"  spirits: 
it  was  the  result  of  the  promise 
and  the  experience  of  Pentecost. 

Pentecostal  young  people  are  dif- 
ferent, distinctly  different.  For  this 
reason  the  Sunday  evening  service 
at  the  General  Assembly  was  dif- 
ferent. Church  of  God  Pentecostal 
young  people  made  it  different. 
The  format  of  the  service  was  dif- 
ferent; the  contagious  air  of  ex- 
pectancy, the  bright  glow  of  un- 
limited potential,  the  tingling  urge 
to  worship — all  of  these  things 
made  the  youth  night  service  dif- 
ferent. 

The  service  began  sharply  at 
5:00  p.m.  The  lights  in  the  mam- 
moth auditorium  were  dimmed 
and  the  young  people  began  to 
march  in  singing — seemingly  from 
every  direction — as  giant  spotlights 
focused  on  them.  What  a  sight! 
What  a  feeling!  What  a  sound! 
This  was  indeed  the  sound  of 
youth,  the  sound  of  the  future 
leadership  of  the  Church  of  God. 
The  procession  was  so  impres- 
sive that  it  would  inspire  one  to 
stand  up  and  shout  "Yes,  we  will 
go  forward.  We  will  go  forward 
because  we  have  committed  youth." 
Yes,  this  was  the  sound  of  the 
Church  of  God  moving  forward. 

The  Teen  Talent  program  is  a 
vital  and  electrifying  phase  of  the 
General  Assembly  youth  activities. 
It  is  also  a  vital  and  life-shaping 
phase  of  the  ministry  of  Christian 
Education  in  the  Church  of  God. 
The  program  is  designed  to  discov- 
er, develop,  and  dedicate  musical 
talent  in  the  local  church  "for  the 
glory  of  God." 

State  champions  performed  dur- 
ing the  week  at  the  Gateway  Ho- 


tel in  expectation  of  the  announce- 
ments of  national  champions  on 
youth  night.  One  could  almost  feel 
the  suspense  before  the  champions 
were  revealed:  "And  now,  the  Teen 
Talent  champions  are.  .  .  ."  What 
suspense!  The  national  Teen  Tal- 
ent champions  are  as   follows: 

Vocal  Solo— Gay  Pettyjohn, 
Tennessee 

Instrumental    Solo    (keyboard) 
— Diane  Jeffords,  Georgia 

Instrumental  Solo  (non-key- 
board)— Edivard   Starnes, 
Georgia 

Instrumental    Ensemble — Hia- 
leah  Brass  Ensemble,  Florida 

Vocal  Ensemble — Mosinee  Trio, 
Wisconsin 

Choir — Westmore  Youth  Choir, 
Tennessee 

"I'm  proud  of  our  youth,"  pro- 
claimed Paul  Henson,  general  di- 
rector of  youth  and  Christian  ed- 
ucation, during  the  gala  and  spir- 
itual service.  He  has  a  right  to  be 
proud  of  our  youth.  We  have  a 
right  to  be  proud  of  our  youth. 
We  have  a  right  to  be  proud  of 
them  because  they  are  committed, 
eager  to  learn,  and  willing  to  re- 
spond. 

The  Sunday  school  and  the  Fam- 
ily Training  Hour  are  the  primary 
agencies  responsible  for  guiding 
and  training  our  youth.  The  pre- 
sentation of  two  awards — the  Sun- 


CAREY 


day  School  Superintendent  of  the 
Year  and  the  Family  Training 
Hour  Leader  of  the  Year — is  a 
highlight  of  the  Assembly.  These 
are  most  coveted  honors.  The  two 
persons  chosen  to  receive  these 
awards  were: 

C.  J.  Norris,  Princeton  Church 
of  God,  Princeton,  West  Vir- 
ginia 

Clint    Thornton,    Montgomery 
Church  of  God,  West  Monroe, 
Louisiana 

"That  good  thing  which  was 
committed  unto  thee  keep  by  the 
Holy  Ghost"  (2  Timothy  1:14)  was 
the  focus  text  read  by  Dr.  Horace 
Ward,  youth  night  speaker.  "That 
good  thing,"  wrote  the  Apostle  Paul 
to  Timothy,  a  young  Christian  min- 
ister, "keep  by  the  Holy  Ghost." 

Paul  charged  Timothy  to  "Keep 
the  Faith,"  to  cherish  it.  to  euard 
it,  and  to  live  by  it.  Speaker  Ward, 
duplicating  the  action  of  Paul, 
charged  the  youth  of  the  Church 
of  God  to  "keep  the  faith"  and  to 
let  it  be  the  guide  and  companion 
of  their  life.  What  a  glorious  ser- 
vice! You  should  have  seen  the 
young  people  praying  in  the  altar. 
They  were  equipping  themselves  to 
march  forward  for  God  and  His 
church.  This  was  indeed  a  beau- 
tiful sight. 

Church  of  God  young  people  are 
beautiful!    • 


Assembly 
Recipe 

By   HOYT   E.    STONE 


TAKE  TWELVE  THOUSAND 
CHURCH  OF  GOD  DELEGATES— 
friendly,  smiling,  hand-waving, 
bubbling  with  small  talk  .  .  .  hap- 
py to  be  alive  and  serving  God  .  .  . 
hurrying  to  meet  as  many  old 
friends  as  possible,  walking  streets, 
climbing  into  taxis,  pressing  into 
elevators,  jostling  in  halls. 

PLACE  IN  A  CONVENTION  CEN- 
TER LIKE  ST.  LOUIS— a  city 
sprawling  because  it  grew  up  when 
there  was  yet  plenty  of  room  .  .  . 
a  city  both  old  and  new  .  .  .  span- 
ning the  Mississippi  with  tiering 
interstate  bridges  and  yet  keeping 
the  MacArthur  Bridge,  so  old  it 
has  caution  lights  and  right  angle 
turns  .  .  .  sporting  wide  thor- 
oughfares, tall  buildings,  Busch 
Stadium,  Kiel  Auditorium,  and  the 
fabulous  Gateway  Arch  from 
which  tourists   can   look  East   and 


West  for  thirty-five  miles. 

BLEND  IN  A  DOUBLE  PORTION 
OF  PAT  I  EN  C  E— to  withstand 
honking  horns  when  caught  in  the 
middle  of  the  street  ...  to  keep 
smiling  when  circling  the  block 
three  times  and  there  is  yet  no 
parking  ...  to  wait  as  the  packed 
crowd  moves  slowly  down  the  ramp 
and  into  the  fresh  air  of  the  street 
...  to  hold  your  tongue  when 
there  are  no  eating  places  late  at 
night  ...  to  catch  the  spirit  of 
worship  even  when  you  cannot 
make  out  the  speaker's  words. 

ADD  SOME  OF  THE  FINEST 
TALENT  IN  THE  WORLD— a 
young  flutist  whose  fingers  and 
lips  create  other-world  notes  that 
climb  higher  and  higher  before 
dancing  off  to  the  tune  of  "Jesus 
is  coming  again"  .  .  .  Vep  Ellis  with 
his  own  song  and  unique  ability  to 


ad  lib  words  which  lift  and  inspire 
.  .  .  three  young  girls  who  in  per- 
fect harmony  and  with  an  un- 
usual contemporary  beat  sing, 
"Thank  God,  He  saved  the  fool." 

TOP  WITH  A  SPECIAL  YOUTH 
SERVICE— a  darkened  auditorium 
with  flashing  spotlight  pi  a  y  i  n  g 
back  and  forth  over  the  main  floor 
audience  .  .  .  young  people  sud- 
denly appearing  from  nowhere  and 
heading  for  the  stage  ...  a  mass 
rainbow  choir,  their  pinks,  blues, 
aquas,  yellows,  greens,  blacks  and 
whites  representing  many  church- 
es and  many  states  ...  Dr.  Alford 
sentinel-like  on  his  little  platform, 
arms  directing  in  large  arches  .  .  . 
more  darkness  and  the  Lee  Sog- 
ers hydraulically  lifted  on  a  sunk- 
en stage,  already  stationed  and 
singing  ...  Dr.  Horace  Ward  step- 
ping forward,  to  the  left,  to  the 
right,  punching  home  his  message, 
"This  glorious  gospel  deposited  to 
our  keeping." 

BAKE  BENEATH  THE  PENE- 
TRATING RAYS  OF  GOD'S  SPIR- 
IT— breathed  upon,  warmed,  lifted 
to  heavenly  places,  broken  to  tears 
on  the  anvil  of  reality,  and  in- 
spired with  urgency  of  time  and 
message. 

REMOVE  QUICKLY— -lest  the 
work  be  overdone  .  .  .  and  burn; 
and  lest  men  forget  ...  or  lose  .  .  . 
or  push  aside  the  ringing  message, 
"  THAT  WE  GO  FORWARD."    • 


Hoyt  E.  Stone  is  Director 
ol  Alumni  Affairs, 
Lee  College. 


Hundreds  of  clean-cut  youth  attended 
the  Assembly. 


Mesdames  Hughes,  Horton,  Darter, 

Conn,  and  Carroll  gave  leadership  to 

the  Ladies  Auxiliary. 


Ladies' 

1970 
Assembly  Activities 


Mrs.  Carroll  is  the  wile  of  Dr. 

R.  Leonard  Carroll,  general  overseer 

of  the  Church  of  God. 

By  MRS.   R.    LEONARD  CARROLL 


HE  BEAUTIFUL  Gold  Room 
.SL  at  the  Sheraton-Jefferson 
Hotel  in  St.  Louis,  Missouri, 
was  the  place  for  most  of  the  ac- 
tivities of  the  ladies  during  the 
1970  General  Assembly  of  the 
Church  of  God.  The  fellowship  we 
enjoyed  was  rich  but  the  thing 
most  outstanding  and  most  talked 
about  was  the  wonderful  presence 
of  the  Lord  in  each  service. 

More  than  seven  hundred  ladies 
attended  the  Wednesday  afternoon 
Ladies'  Fellowship  Tea.  Mrs.  Cecil 
Knight  was  in  charge  of  arrange- 
ments. The  center  table  was  circled 
around  a  beautiful  fountain  sur- 
rounded by  greenery.  Carol  Cham- 
pion entertained  with  piano  music, 
and  this  event  was  a  delightful 
time  of  fellowship. 

In  her  talk  on  Christian  devo- 
tion, Mrs.  T.  B.  Wesson  reminded 
us  that  Martha  was  cumbered  (or 
cluttered)  about  with  many  things, 
but  of  Mary  it  was  said,  "She  hath 
done  what  she  could"  (Mark  14:8). 

Mrs.  O.  C.  McCane,  in  speaking 
about  Christian  service,  charged  the 
ladies  to  seek  God's  will  in  choos- 
ing their  duties  for  Christ.  Freely 
we  have  received  from  Him,  so  let 
us  freely  give  in  Christian  service. 

The  scriptural  background  for 
Mrs.  Lucille  Walker's  talk  on  Chris- 
tian witnessing  was  2  Corinthians 
2:14-16.  She  emphasized  the  fact 
that  we  witness  by  what  we  are, 
what  we  say,  and  what  we  do.  She 
related    experiences    of    her    work 


with  dope  addicts  in  New  York 
City  which  were  very  informative 
and  stirring. 

Thursday  morning  Mrs.  C.  E. 
French,  in  a  brief  devotion,  said, 
"Let  us  fear  lest  the  promises  given 
us  of  God  will  be  unfulfilled  in  our 
lives  because  of  unbelief.  Let  us  not 
jeopardize  our  positions  in  Christ 
because  of  unbelief — let  us  come 
boldly  to  the  throne  of  God  and 
find  grace  for  every  need." 

Our  hearts  were  blessed  by  a  love- 
ly solo  by  Mrs.  Noel  DeSouza.  Mrs. 
Charles  W.  Conn  then  presented 
gifts  to  the  winners  of  the  Willing 
Worker  and  Stamps  for  the  Home 
for  Children  contests. 

We  were  next  informed  of  chal- 
lenging ministeries  for  the  LWWB. 
Mrs.  Paul  Eure  spoke  about  our 
program  for  girls — the  Young  Lad- 
ies Auxiliary  (YLA).  Mrs.  Ronald 
Free  told  of  the  way  God  had 
blessed  through  neighborhood  Bible 
studies  and  coffee  ministries.  Mrs. 
Carl  Richardson  stirred  our  minds 
with  the  need  of  our  participation 
in  child  evangelism  through  orga- 
nizing neighborhood  Kids'  Klubs. 
Mrs.  Annette  Carter  testified  to  the 
wonderful  outpouring  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  in  the  Gentilly  Church  of 
God  in  New  Orleans,  Louisiana. 
Catholic  priests  and  nuns  are  re- 
ceiving this  wonderful  blessing. 

A  drama,  "My  Task,"  was  pre- 
sented by  the  ladies  from  Southern 
California.  Mrs.  Wayne  Proctor  and 


Mrs.  Dorcas  Headley  were  in  charge. 
We  were  cautioned  not  to  become 
so  busy  working  for  God  that  we 
forget  "our  task" — winning  souls. 

Thursday  afternoon  an  LWWB 
chorus  from  South  Carolina  thrill- 
ed our  hearts  with  their  singing. 
The  devotion  was  led  by  Mrs.  Bill 
Winters  who  told  us  that  the  voice 
of  God  still  speaks  to  His  people 
today,  even  amidst  the  turmoil  and 
confusion.  He  speaks  through  pray- 
erful meditation,  through  commun- 
ion with  Him,  and  through  His 
Word. 

Another  time  of  wonderful  fel- 
lowship was  enjoyed  by  over  three 
hundred  ministers'  wives  at  break- 
fast on  Friday  morning.  Mrs.  Wrot- 
en  Dunn  was  emcee  and  Mrs.  Paul 
L.  Walker  spoke  on  the  subject 
"Who  Am  I."  We  were  reminded  of 
Paul's  words,  "I  am  what  I  am  by 
the  grace  of  God."  She  stated  that 
we  each  are  made  up  of  identity, 
attitudes,  and  behavior.  It  is  not 
what  we  are  or  what  we  do,  it  is 
how  God  lives  in  us  that  counts. 

At  this  meeting  Mrs.  R.  Leonard 
Carroll  presented  Mrs.  Charles  W. 
Conn  with  a  gift  and  check  from 
all  the  ladies  as  a  token  of  appre- 
ciation for  her  service  as  National 
President  of  the  LWWB  for  the 
past  four  years. 

I  feel  that  each  lady  left  this 
General  Assembly  with  informa- 
tion, inspiration,  and  zeal  to  "go 
forward"  in  our  work  for  God.  • 


Chambers  is  Assistant  Director  ot 
Student  Aid,  University  ol  Tennessee. 

By   O.    WAYNE   CHAMBERS 


ERHAPS  THE  ALUMNI  were 
more  excited  about  the  1970 
General  Assembly  than  any 
previous  one  in  history.  As  early  as 
January  former  students  of  Lee 
were  talking  about  the  importance 
of  the  Assembly  and  the  Church 
of  God  in  the  coming  decade. 

They  were  sensitive  to  the  de- 
manding pressures  that  the  new 
decade  will  bring  to  our  church. 
"Forward  in  the  "70's"  for  the 
church  means  "Forward  in  the 
"70's"  for  Lee  College.  Alumni  were 
keenly  aware  of  the  challenge  of 
an  excellent  educational  institution 
to  meet  growing  demands  for 
higher  education  in  the  Church  of 
God. 

More  than  at  any  time  in  the 
history  of  the  Alumni  Association, 
alumni  seemed  willing  to  meet  this 
demand  head  on.  They  echoed  the 
statements,  "What  can  I  do?"  "How 
can  I  promote  Lee  in  my  local 
church?" 

Many  recent  graduates  talked 
with  me  during  the  Assembly  and 
stated  that  they  were  anxious  to  do 
something  for  their  alma  mater.  A 
number  of  recent  graduates  were 
newly  elected  officials  of  their 
respective  states.  As  we  discussed 
plans  and  programs,  I  detected  a 
great   deal    of    enthusiasm. 

On  Wednesday  morning,  the  class 
of  1965  met  for  a  reunion  at  the 
Gateway  Hotel.  It  was  very  excit- 
ing to  hear  the  graduates  of  1965 
giving  brief  reports  of  their  activi- 
ties since  leaving  Lee.  Included  in 
the  graduating  class  of  '65  were 
pastors,  college  administrators, 
youth  directors,  and  one  overseer. 
Although  being  in  many  different 
activities  and  fields  of  service,  all 
agreed  that  Lee  had  helped  to  mold 
their  lives. 

The  highlight  for  the  alumni  at 
the  General  Assembly  was  the  Lee 
College    Luncheon.     Approximately 


LEE  ALUMNI 

GO 

FORWARD 


two  hundred  persons  attended  this 
special  meeting.  The  master  of 
ceremonies  was  Dr.  J.  H.  Walker, 
Jr.,  class  of   1945. 

During  the  luncheon,  honor  was 
paid  to  Dr.  James  A.  Cross,  presi- 
dent of  Lee  College  for  the  past 
four  years.  He  was  awarded  a  very 
unique  plaque  depicting  the  high- 
est accomplishment  of  his  tenure 
of  office,  the  accreditation  of  Lee 
College.  Also,  during  Dr.  Cross's 
leadership  the  faculty  was  increas- 
ed, Hughes  Hall  was  completed, 
Cross  Hall  was  erected,  faculty  de- 
grees were  upgraded,  and  the  en- 
rollment increased. 

After  a  song  by  Roosevelt  Miller, 
Dr.  Donald  Aultman  challenged 
alumni  to  move  forward  in  this 
time  of  change.  He  indicated  that, 
due  to  the  rising  cost  of  operations, 


more  and  more,  Lee  must  depend 
on  the  Alumni  Association  for  sup- 
port both  financially  and  in  the 
recruitment  of  Church  of  God 
youth. 

He  mentioned  the  great  need  for 
new  programs  in  our  world  of  spe- 
cialization, and  said  that,  while 
many  private  colleges  are  merging 
in  order  to  survive,  Lee  College  is 
stronger  than  at  any  time  in  pre- 
vious history. 

As  the  General  Assembly  drew  to 
a  close,  we  could  hear  voices  of 
alumni  already  making  plans  to 
come  to  the  campus  in  November 
for  the  annual  homecoming. 

I  would  like  to  encourage  alumni 
to  ask  (and  to  keep  asking;  for  if 
we  do  not,  who  will?)  "What  can 
I  do  for  the  betterment  of  my 
alma  mater?"  • 


The  Ministers'  Trio,  all  Lee  alumni,  sang  at  the  Assembly. 
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Special 
Combination 

Offer 


Subscribe  to  the  Lighted  Pathway  for  one  year  and  receive  an  unusually 
fine  devotional  guide 

That's  right. 
Lighted  Pathway—  only  $2.00  (regularly  $1.50) 

Total  cost  for  both— just  $2.00 


The  Lighted  Pathway,   a 

41 -year-old  periodical,  is 

a  leading   evangelical 

publication    of  America, 

and  you   should  have 

it  coming  to  your  home 

monthly. 


Lighted    Pathway 

922   Montgomery   Ave. 

Cleveland,    Tenn.    37311 

Please  enter  my  subscription  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway  for  one  year.  I  am 
enclosing  the  regular  subscription  price 
of  $2.00.  I  understand  you  will  send  a 
free  copy  of  Daily  Light  by  return  mail. 


NAME 


ADDRESS 
CITY, 


STATE,   ZIP 


"Heaven  is  inviting  us  to  go  forward.    God  is  commanding  us  to  go  forward.    The  condition  of 
the  world  bids  us  go  forward,"  C.  Raymond  Spain  proclaimed. 


By  JAMES  A.   CROSS 


REACHING  AT  THE  Gen- 
eral Assembly  is  different. 
Although  its  style  may  con- 
tain some  elements  of  camp  meet- 
ing fervency,  evangelistic  appeal, 
or  pastoral  exhortation,  it  is  none- 
theless different. 

In  the  early  days  of  the  church, 
preaching  at  the  General  Assembly 
was  a  time  to  expound  doctrinal 
positions,  to  establish  a  scriptural 
basis  for  our  beliefs,  and  to  de- 
fend the  faith  once  delivered  to  the 
saints.  The  position  the  church  as- 
sumed in  matters  of  faith  and 
policy  often  resulted  from  messages 


proclaimed  during  the  General  As- 
sembly. 

For  many  years  items  that  would 
constitute  the  agenda  for  the  As- 
sembly were  introduced  by  the 
General  Overseer  in  his  annual  As- 
sembly address.  In  later  years  the 
General  Overseer's  address  became 
a  message  on  the  state  of  the 
church,  its  progress  and  projec- 
tions. For  the  last  few  years  the 
opening  address  by  the  General 
Overseer  has  set  forth  the  theme 
of  the  Assembly  and  following 
messages  were  centered  around 
this   theme. 
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FUND  RAISING? 


In  this  Fifty-third  General  As- 
sembly the  General  Overseer,  the 
Reverend  Dr.  Charles  W.  Conn,  not 
only  introduced  the  theme  of  the 
Assembly,  he  also  set  the  pace, 
demonstrated  godly  earnestness, 
spiritual  fervency,  and  genuine 
concern  for  the  church  and  its 
progress.  That  the  church  faces  a 
crisis  is  evident.  Confrontations  are 
not  new  experiences  and  the  foes 
are  many  equipped  with  all  sorts  of 
powerful  war  machines,  but  the 
faithfulness  of  God  is  greater  than 
all  foes.  The  General  Overseer  ad- 
vised us  that  we  must  advance  in 
spite  of  adversity,  in  the  face  of 
doubt,  and  in  the  fellowship  of 
love.  We  advance  with  victory  and 
"where  His  finger  points,  His  hand 
will  make  the  way."  The  message 
was  pungent,  powerful,  dynamic, 
and  spiritual. 

The  memorial  service,  conducted 
by  the  Reverend  A.  V.  Beaube, 
though  a  solemn  reminder  of  our 
one  hundred  forty-one  departed 
ministers,  was  also  a  challenge  to 
the  living  to  carry  the  flag.  We  were 
reminded  of  our  hope  in  a  victori- 
ous death  and  of  a  glorious  en- 
trance into  heaven  by  faithful  fol- 
lowers of  the  cross. 

Dr.  Peter  Swanepoel  from  South 
Africa  emphatically  preached  on 
"Forward  Under  Orders."  He  de- 
clared that  the  purpose  under  or- 
ders was  unity  and  obedience,  and 
that  our  destination  was  "into  all 
the  world."  We  may  advance  un- 
der orders  with  sweat,  blood,  and 
tears  but  soul  satisfaction  results 
in  fulfilling  the  orders. 

The  Reverend  Raymond  E.  Crow- 
ley dynamically  and  forcefully 
pointed  out  needy  fields  at  home, 
and  pressed  upon  us  the  awesome 
responsibility  of  reaching  the  un- 
saved around  us.  His  message  was 
God-anointed  and  inspired.  He 
preached  as  only  Pentecostal 
preachers  can,  and  continued  un- 
til fire  fell  as  rain  on  a  parched 
field. 

The  subject  "Forward  in  Faith" 
was  fully  and  adequately  presented 
by  the  Reverend  Harold  B.  Thomp- 
son. He  gave  several  definitions  of 
faith,  and  related  the  march  of 
heroes  and  heroines  who  marched 


forward  in  faith  as  related  in  the 
book  of  Hebrews.  The  march  "For- 
ward in  faith"  in  the  history  of  man 
from  the  beginning  and  through 
the  ages,  culminating  in  the  eternal 
ages,  was  forcefully  and  clearly  pro- 
claimed. 

The  electrifying  proclaiming  of 
"Forward  in  the  Power  of  the 
Spirit"  was  delivered  as  only  C. 
Raymond  Spain  can  preach.  His 
pointed,  barbed  truths  found  their 
mark  and  produced  effect.  The 
congregation  responded  as  he 
thundered,  "Heaven  is  inviting  us 
to  go  forward.  God  is  commanding 
His  church  to  go  forward.  The 
condition  of  the  world  bids  us 
go  forward."  Then  the  speaker 
graphically  described  biblical  re- 
sults of  the  forward  thrust.  He 
clearly  and  forcefully  defined  what 
it  means  to  advance.  God  will  take 
the  natural  and  make  it  super- 
natural. He  will  purge  your  house. 
Church  services  will  be  anointed 
and  effectual.  Such  preaching  pro- 
duced penitents  who  sought  a 
place  of  prayer. 

The  Reverend  James  O.  McClain 
in  his  message  pierced  our  hearts 
as  he  stated  that  the  early  disciples 
"were  driven  to  regions  afar  by  the 
power  of  the  Holy  Spirit."  He  pow- 
erfully related  the  movement  to 
regions  afar  by  the  church  until 
now  she  shouts  "Christ  is  alive"  in 
ninety  countries  around  the  world. 
His  compassionate  appeal  moti- 
vated the  congregation  to  give  for 
the  building  of  a  work  in  Athens, 
Greece. 

The  closing  message  was  deliver- 
ed on  youth  night  by  a  young  man, 
a  Ph.D.  and  dean  of  students  at 
Lee  College,  Dr.  Horace  Ward.  The 
old,  old  gospel  was  presented  in  its 
purity — a  hard-hitting,  straight- 
from-the-shoulder  message,  telling 
it  like  it  is.  The  message  held  the 
audience,  and  youth  responded  to 
the  challenge  by  coming  forward 
for  prayer   and  salvation. 

Preaching  at  the  General  Assem- 
bly is  still  effective  in  reaching 
the  lost,  in  proclaiming  the  gospel, 
in  establishing  in  the  faith,  and 
in  setting  forth  great  doctrinal 
truths.  May  God  grant  that  it  will 
ever  be.    • 


Sell  Atkinson 

Shelled 

Pecans 


For  years  many  church  and  civic  groups 
have  added  hundreds  of  dollars  to  their 
treasuries  by  using  our  proven  way:  Selling 
Atkinson  Fresh-Shelled  Pecans  and  Delicious 
Candies. 

Pecans  are  good  year  round  but  especially 
appropriate  during  the  holiday  season.  You 
make  good  profits  with  easy-to-sell  attractive 
1  -cello   bags. 

Clip  the  coupon  and  mail  today  for  Special 
Church  &  Civic  group  promotion  and  price 
list.     No  obligation. 


ATKINSON  PECAN  PRODUCTS, 
P.  0.    207,  Dept.  G 
GARFIELD,  GEORGIA  30425 


NAME    .. 
ADDRESS 


CITY    STATE 

ORGANIZATION    


'-7*?^ 


RAISE  $50  to  $500 

for  your  church  or  group 

Easily,  quickly  with  this  beautiful  decorative  plate 

Raise  needed  cash  with  inspiring  wall  plates  portraying 
a  beautiful  scene  of  Christ  Knocking  at  the  Door  in 
radiant  full  colors. 

Artistically  crafted  of  gleaming  white  porcelain,  dec- 
orated with  pink  roses  and  lavish  18  KARAT  GOLD 
on  elaborate  scalloped  borders.  Friends,  neighbors,  rel- 
atives will  want  this  hand-finished  plate  to  grace  and 
beautify  their  homes. 

You  never  spend  \<t  of  your  own  money 
To  start,    Anna   Wade   will   ship    you    100   plates   ON 
CREDIT.  Simply  have  10  members  each  sell  10  plates 
at  $1.25  each.  Return  $75  of  proceeds  and  keep  $50  for 
your  treasury.  Take  up  to  60  days.  Mail  coupon  now. 

, CLIP  COUPON-MAIL  TODAY 1 

I   ANNA  WADE,   Dept.   430JT1 
Lynchburg,  Va.  24505 

Rush  complete  details  FREE  -  no  obligation  -  of 
your  plan  foi  our  group  to  raise  up  to  $500  and 
more  with  your  inspirational  Plate  showing  Christ 
Knocking  at  the  Door. 


City State Zip 

I    Name  of  Organization I 


The    World    Missions    Banquet    was 
Department. 


a    highlight    lor    the    Missions 


MISSIONARIES 
AT  THE 
ASSEMBIY 


jfc 


A  capable  preacher  and 
administrator,  Cary  is 
superintendent  of  the 


PERHAPS  NO  OTHER  meet- 
ing or  convention  of  the 
Church  of  God  commands 
more  attention  for  the  missionary 
than  does  the  General  Assembly. 
It  is  here  that  he  sees  the  church 
which  he  represents  abroad  at 
work  and  in  worship.  Here  he  sees 
plans  and  preparation  made  for 
the  extension  of  God's  church  into 
other  regions  of  the  world. 

The  General  Assembly  to  the 
missionary  means  having  the  op- 
portunity to  renew  old  acquain- 
tances with  friends  whom  he  has 
not  seen  for  many  years  due  to  a 
long  absence  from  the  United 
States.  Friends  assure  the  mis- 
sionary that  many  prayers  have 
been  prayed  for  him  and  that 
funds  have  been  contributed  which 
will  make  it  possible  for  him  to  re- 
main abroad  to  declare  the  gospel 


By   LOVELL  CARY 


of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

Missionaries  come  from  the  "four 
corners"  of  the  world  to  this  great 
convocation  which  always  proves 
to  be  the  highlight  of  any  fur- 
lough spent  in  America.  The  mis- 
sionary is  equally  as  interested  in 
the  business  of  the  General  Council 
and  General  Assembly  as  those  who 
reside  in  the  homeland.  Many  of 
the  things  passed  in  the  business 
sessions  affect  his  life  and  work 
directly,  either  by  recommendations 
passed  or  by  appointments  that  are 
made. 

The  worship  services  at  the  Gen- 
eral Assembly  provide  opportunities 
for  our  missionaries  to  receive 
spiritual  strength  and  inspiration 
after  a  long  period  of  extensive 
service.  What  a  thrill  it  is  for  the 
missionary  to  hear  the  great 
preaching  of  some  of  God's  choicest 


servants  and  to  experience  the 
wave  of  God's  glory  sweep  across 
the  thousands  in  attendance.  This 
more  than  repays  the  missionary 
for  the  long  months  and  years  he 
has  spent  in  another  country  away 
from  friends,  family,  and  his 
church  at  home.  The  renewal  and 
the  refreshing  received  are  well 
worth  the  many  thousands  of  miles 
that  the  missionary  has  to  travel 
in    order    to    be    at    the    Assembly. 

The  General  Assembly  mission 
service  is  one  of  the  highlights  of 
the  entire  week.  The  mission  march 
as  well  as  the  mission  service  is 
one  of  the  thrilling  moments  of 
the  entire  Assembly.  Reports  given 
of  great  increases  in  almost  every 
country  where  the  church  min- 
isters stimulate  great  encourage- 
ment and  enthusiasm.  The  minis- 
try of  the  speaker,  the  Reverend 
Jim  O.  McClain,  reflected  that 
which  each  missionary  feels  and 
furthers  in  the  land  of  his  calling. 
The  response  of  the  Assembly  to 
the  appeal  to  give  so  that  this  gos- 
pel may  be  preached  in  all  the 
world  once  again  assures  each  mis- 
sionary that  he  is  not  alone  in  this 
great  task  of  preaching  the  Word 
in  all  the  world.  Thank  God  for 
those  who  give  and  pray  that  we 
may  go  with  God  and  the  gospel  to 
the  ends  of  the  world. 

The  youth  service  at  the  As- 
sembly is  very  inspiring  and  inter- 
esting to  the  missionary  as  he  real- 
izes that  God  will  call  forth  from 
our  Church  of  God  young  people 
others  to  carry  on  this  great  work 
of  worldwide  missions.  It  is  from 
the  ranks  of  our  young  people  that 
most  of  our  missionaries  have  come 
and  from  which  future  ones  shall 
be  sent. 

Missionaries  realize  that  the  Gen- 
eral Assembly  is  but  a  foretaste  of 
what  we  shall  experience  when  we 
all  assemble  around  the  throne  of 
God,  when  all  battles  have  been 
fought  and  all  victories  have 
been  won.  From  the  east,  from  the 
west,  from  the  north,  and  from 
the  south  we  shall  all  come  some 
day  to  sit  in  His  presence  to  for- 
ever praise  Him  for  having  saved 
us  from  sin  and  eternal  punish- 
ment.    • 
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Announcing- 

New  Primary 
Sunday  School 

Materials 


Part  of  the  exciting 

Prepared  and  produced  by  the  Church  of  God 


He 


curriculum 


THE  TOTALLY  NEW  PRIMARY  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  MATERIALS  ARE  NOW 
READY!  They  are  beautiful,  practical,  and  as  thorough  as  the  remarkable 

kindergarten  curriculum,  which  was  introduced  a  few  months  ago. 


Order  from  the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  922  Montgomery   Avenue,    Cleveland, 
now   for   the   winter   quarter   (December-February,    1970-'71). 


37311.    Order 


►►► 


s, 


Iplendid,  easy-to-follow  helps  FOR  THE 
TEACHER.  The  NEW  LIFE  primary  Sunday 
school  materials  offer  some  of  the  most 
complete  teacher-aids  on  the  market.  Note 
these  features: 


* 
* 


* 


A  large,  thorough,  easy -to- follow  teacher's 
manual 

Felt-backed  and  die-cut  flannelgraph  figures 

Large  flash  cards  in  two  colors 

Three  dimensional  face  masks  for  each  main 
character  in  each  story 

Dot-to-dot  illustrations  to  be  completed  in 
class  each  Sunday  by  one  of  the  pupils. 
This  is  done  to  depict  a  person  or  thing 
associated  with  the  story  before  the  Bible 
story  is  told. 

Vocabulary  word  cards  to  introduce  and  de- 
fine new  words  not  in  the  primary  child's 
listening  vocabulary  which  are  included  in 
the  Bible  story. 


Remarkably  colorful  and  effective 
helps  FOR  THE  PUPIL.  Done  in  beau- 
tiful four-color  artwork,  Grow  and 
Learn  the  take-home  paper,  is  a  large, 
four-page  teaching  aid  which  the  child 
himself  uses.  Also,  there  is  a  provoca- 
tive activity  paper  to  be  completed  in 
class.  This  activity  sheet  is  closely 
graded  with  separate  sheets  for  each 
of  the  three  grades  within  the  Primary 
Department. 


THE  PLAN 


Like  most  Sunday  school  curriculum  the  NEW  LIFE  primary  materials  are  prepared  on  a  quarterly  basis, 
and  they  follow  a  theme.  Twelve  lessons  develop  the  theme  and  the  thirteenth  lesson  reviews  the  entire  quarter. 
This  thorough,  down-to-earth  three-year  course  stresses  Gdd's  love  for  the  child,  and  it  leads  him  to  respond 
by  trusting,  obeying,  and  pleasing  Jesus.  When  the  pupil  has  finished  the  three-year  primary  course,  he  is 
prepared  for  a  more  chronological  study  of  God's  Word.  This  he  will  do  when  he  is  older  and  enters  the 
Junior  Department  of  Sunday  school. 

HOW  DOES  THE  QUALITY  OF  NEW  LIFE  LESSON  MATERIALS 

COMPARE  WITH  THOSE  PUBLISHED    BY  OTHER 

DENOMINATIONS  AND  INDEPENDENT  PUBLISHERS? 


From   the   intense   study   which   the   Christian    Education    Committee    made    of    other    competitive    curriculum 
materials,  it  is  evident  that  the  NEW  LIFE  curriculum  compares  most  favorably,  and  in  many  counts  is  superior. 

ARE  THE  NEW  LIFE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL 
LESSONS  BIBLE-CENTERED? 

Each  entire  lesson  is  built  around  the  Bible  story  and  Bible  verse.  The  purpose  of  every  activity  is  to  broaden 
the  child's  understanding  of  the  Bible  truth   and  to  help  him  relate  it  to  the  needs  of  his  life. 


CAN  A  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  WITH  ONLY 
ONE  PRIMARY  TEACHER  USE  THE 
NEW  LIFE  PRIMARY  MATERIALS? 

The  materials  are  so  constructed  that  a  one-teacher 
class  will  find  the  curriculum  very  adequate.  How- 
ever, these  new  materials  are  also  designed  for 
team  teaching,  if  the  school  uses  the  team  teaching 
procedure. 

DOES  THE  NEW  LIFE  LESSON 

MATERIALS  FOR  PRIMARIES  REPLACE 

CHURCH  OF  GOD  PRIMARY 

MATERIALS  FORMERLY  OFFERED? 

Yes.  Former  Church  of  God  Sunday  school  ma- 
terials for  primaries  (ages  6-8,  grades  1-3)  will  not 
be  offered  after  the  fall  quarter  (September-October- 
November),  1970.  The  NEW  LIFE  primary  materials 
will  be  available,  beginning  with  the  winter  quarter 
(December-February,    1970-71). 

WHAT  ARE  THE  PRICES? 

NEW  LIFE  materials  are  "packaged";  that  is, 
Sunday  schools  do  not  have  to  pay  for  each  item 
separately.  The  teaching  packet  contains  a  teacher's 
manual,  flash  cards,  flannelgraph,  teaching  masks, 
vocabulary  cards  and  an  attendance  chart.  The  cost, 
$3.95  each.  The  pupil  packet  contains  thirteen  take- 
home  papers  and  a  set  of  activity  sheets.  The  cost, 


89c.   Surprisingly,   we  are  able  to   keep   the   price   of 
this  new  curriculum  near  that  of  the  old,  though  there 
are  many  more  pieces  to  the  NEW  LIFE  primary  ma- 
terials.  Here  is  a  comparison  of  prices: 
Pupil  materials,  per  pupil:  old,  75c;  new,  89c 
Teacher    materials,    per   teacher:    old,    $3.45;    new 
$3.95 

HOW  WILL  NEW  LIFE  PRIMARY 
LESSON   MATERIALS  AFFECT  THE 

LOCAL  CHURCH?  WILL  THEY 

NECESSITATE  SPECIAL  FACILITIES, 

FURNITURE,  OR  EQUIPMENT? 

The  practical  NEW  LIFE  primary  Sunday  school 
lessons  will  increase  the  effectiveness  of  any  local 
church.  The  curriculum  has  "built-in"  versatility  and 
easy  adaptability  for  every  church  and  Sunday  school 
situation,  regardless  of  size,  facilities,  or  personnel. 
The  materials  were  prepared  with  all  of  our  churches 
in   mind. 

Although  there  is  a  list  of  recommended  classroom 
equipment,  many  practical  suggestions  are  given  to 
show  how  a  Sunday  school  with  limited  funds  and 
space  may  also  effectively  use  these  beautiful  ma- 
terials. 

ARE  THE  NEW  LIFE   PRIMARY 
MATERIALS  AVAILABLE  NOW? 

They  are  now  ready  and  are  listed  on  our  Sunday 
school  order  blank.  Place  your  order  today! 


Primary  Three-Year  Bible  Course 
Living  In  God's  World 

YEAR  ONE:  GRADE  1        YEAR  TWO:  GRADE  2       YEAR  THREE:  GRADE  3 


Fall   Quarter: 

LIVING  TO  KNOW  GOD'S 
GREATNESS 

Stories  of  God's  creation  and 
promises — from  creation  to 
Abraham,  Jacob,  and  Amos. 

Fall  Quarter: 

LIVING  IN  GOD'S  CARE 

Stories  of  the  exodus 
from  Egypt  to  the  entering 
of  Canaan,  showing  God's 
care  for  His  people. 

Winter  Quarter: 

LIVING  AND  GROWING   LIKE 
JESUS 

First  Stories  of  Jesus'  life  and 
ministry. 

Winter  Quarter: 

LIVING  TO   KNOW  JESUS  AS 
GOD'S   SON 

Study  of  words  and  deeds  of 
Jesus,   emphasizing   His  divinity 
and  power  to  help  those  in 
need. 

Spring  Quarter: 

LIVING  TO  KNOW  JESUS' 
HELPERS 

Stories  of  men  whom  Jesus  chose 
to  help  Him  and   how  they 
carried  on  the  work  of  the 
early  church. 

Summer  Quarter: 

LIVING  TO  PLEASE  GOD 

Stories  of  both  Old  and 
New  Testament  people  who 
pleased  God  through  proper 
attitudes  and  actions. 

Spring  Quarter: 

LIVING  TO  TELL  OTHERS 
ABOUT  JESUS 

Stories  of  people  who  told 
others  about  Jesus.   This  helps 
the  child  to  know  ways  in 
which  he  also  can  tell  others 
about  Jesus  today. 

Summer  Quarter: 

LIVING  TO  OBEY  GOD 

Stories  of  Old  Testament 
people,  showing  how  God 
helps  His  people  who  trust 
and  obey  Him. 

LIVING  TO  KNOW  GOD'S 
HEROES 

Stories  of  Old  Testament 
people,  showing  that  God  chose 
as  His  helpers  those  who 
obeyed  and  had  courage  to 
do  right. 


Winter  Quarter: 

LIVING  THE  LESSONS  OF  JESUS 

Study  of  the  lessons  Jesus 
taught,  showing  that  Jesus  tells 
us  in  the  Bible  what  He  wants 
us  to  do. 


Spring  Quarter: 

LIVING   TO   TELL   THE   GOOD 
NEWS 

Study  of  people  in  the  early 
church  and  how  they  spread  the 
gospel.    The  child  learns  his 
part  now  in  spreading  the  gospel. 


Summer  Quarter: 

LIVING  TO  WORSHIP  GOD 

Both   Old  and   New  Testament 
selections,  teaching  the  child 
the  elements  of  worship. 


A  WORD  FROM  THE  DIRECTOR 

The  development  ot  the  New  Lite  curriculum  is  the  most  ambitious  program  ever  under- 
taken by  the  Editorial  Department  of  the  church.  Though  the  project  is  tedious  and  exact- 
ing, it  is  also  very  challenging  and  rewarding. 

We  introduced  the  New  Lite  kindergarten  materials  tor  use  in  the  tall  quarter  ot  1969, 
and  we  have  been  overwhelmed  with  the  enthusiastic  response  from  pupils,  teachers,  and 
pastors.  We  knew  we  had  a  good  curriculum,  but  we  have  been  deeply  gratified  with  its 
wholehearted  acceptance. 

Now,  we  are  ready  to  offer  the  totally  new  primary  curriculum  (ages  6-8).  We  believe 
these  materials  are  lust  as  thorough,  just  as  practical,  and  just  as  beautiful  as  were  the 
kindergarten  materials. 

I  sincerely  trust  that  the  New  Life  primary  Sunday  school  materials  will  be  a  great 
spiritual  help  in  your  church.  It  is  my  earnest  prayer  that  your  primary  children  will  be 
able  to  see  Christ  more  clearly  through  these  new  materials.  May  the  practical  and 
thoroughgoing  new  helps  greatly  aid  the  teachers  as  they  nurture  and  guide  the  tender 
minds  ot  their  pupils. 


Director 
Sunday  School  Literature 


What  are  you 
doing  with 
your  time? 


WILL  YOU  EARN 
$20,000  THIS  YEAR? 
THESE  PEOPLE  WILL 


Minister-Manager 

"Less  than  6  months  af 


iTuture  to  happen 
—  they  search  for  a  rewarding 
career  that  will  give  them  the 
income,  security  and  satisfac- 
tion others  only  i 
When  they  find  it,  they  aoi: 

MEN  &  WOMEN:  A  FEW 
HOURS  A  WEEK  CAN  START 
YOU  ON  YOUR  WAY  TO  A 
PROFITABLE  CHRISTIAN 
BUSINESS  OF  YOUR  OWN! 

Hundreds  of  hoi 


up  to  $25,000  a  year  a 


Many  started  part-time,  sup- 
pler 

to  $200  a  \ 
earning  over  ftuu  i 
working  full-time.  Many  have 
advanced  to  important,  re- 
warding managerial  positions. 


MAKE  EVERY  WORKING 
HOUR  COUNT  BY  DOING 
IMPORTANT,  SATISFYING 
WORK! 

The  John  Rudin  Income  Op- 
portunity is  not  "just  another 
job".  It's  a  dignified,  sj 
job  that  gives  the  deep  spiritual 
satisfaction  found  only  in 
Christian  work.  You  perform  a 
vital  home  ministry  .  .  .  without 
competition.  You  enjoy  the 
support  of  Christian  leaders 
nationally  and  locally. 

NO  CASH  INVESTMENT  . . . 
NO  EXPERIENCE  NECESSARY 
BE  YOUR  OWN  BOSS  . . . 
SET  YOUR  OWN  HOURS! 

All  you  need  to  succeed  in  this 
exceptional  business  is  a  few 
hours  each  week  and  a  genu- 
ine interest  in  people.  The  tried 
and  proven  Rudin  Plan  pro- 
vides everything  else  that  is 
necessary. 

Immediate  openings  are  I 
filled  by  men  and  women  who 
act  now.  Mail  the  coupon  b°- 
low.  Get  our  free  booklet  ai 
read  about  a  career  that  is  not 
dependent  upon  age,  < 
tion,  or  cash  investment;  b 
career  that  has  brought  com- 
plete financial  independence 
to  hundreds  just  like  you;  a 
career  backed  by  the  re- 
sources of  a  fine  reputable, 
long  established  company. 


moment  to  act.  Mail  the  coupon 
below  today.  Don't  let  this  op- 
portunity pass  you  by. 


JOHN  RUDIN  &  COMPANY,  Dept. 
22  West  Madison  Street  LP-1070 

Chicago,  Illinois  60602 
Yes!  Please  rush  your  free  booklet  and 
all  facts  about  the  Rudin   Income  Plan. 


FREE 

The  John  Rudin  suc- 
cess story  in  a  nut- 
shell. This  booklet 
gives  all  the  excit- 
ing facts. 
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ishop  pastors  the  North 
Hollywood,  California, 
Church  ol  God. 


What  St. Louis 
Thought 

About  Us 


By   DAVID   S.    BISHOP 


WHAT  THOUGHTS  are  en- 
tertained by  residents  of 
a  host  city  like  St.  Louis 
when  the  Church  of  God  General 
Assembly  comes  to  town?  Do  we, 
as  a  collective  body,  project  the 
image  we  preach?  What  could  we 
learn  about  ourselves  if  the  "city" 
would  speak  to  us?  What  actions 
would  we  change  if  we  knew  more 
of  the  actual  impressions  we  were 
making? 

Having  often  wondered  about 
such  questions,  I  purposed  this  year 
to  find  some  answers.  For  four  days 
I  observed  carefully  the  reactions 
of  St.  Louis  people  to  thousands  of 
Church  of  God  delegates.  In  addi- 
tion, I  talked  to  fellow  delegates  of 
their  experiences  and  observations. 
Then  I  went  into  the  streets,  tape 
recorder  in  hand,  for  what  I  felt 
would  be  "the  moment  of  truth." 

Determined  to  get  a  valid  sam- 
pling from  which  to  construct  a 
fair  evaluation  of  opinions,  I 
talked  with  people  of  every  level 
where  I  felt  a  contact  with  dele- 
gates had  been  made.  Such  an  ef- 
fort included  interviews  with  city 
residents,  police  officers,  hotel  and 
motel  operators,  bell  boys,  hotel 
and  motel  maids,  waitresses,  clerks, 
taxi  drivers,  parking  attendants, 
cashiers,  and  Kiel  Auditorium  em- 
ployees. 

My  findings  were  interesting 
and,  for  the  most  part,  very  grati- 
fying. Almost  without  exception 
Church  of  God  people  were  com- 
mended for  their  neatness,  polite- 
ness, and  orderliness.  Inasmuch  as 
we  must  always  be  concerned  about 
our     Christian     testimony,     I     was 


happy  to  note  the  enumeration  of 
these  virtues. 

Interviews  with  three  different 
police  officers  proved  interesting. 
A  lady  officer  told  me  the  attitude 
of  respect  shown  her  was  almost 
unbelievable.  Male  officers  assured 
me  that  this  convention  had  been 
one  of  their  best  church  conven- 
tions, and  as  far  as  they  knew 
there  had  been  no  trouble.  They 
gave  special  commendation  to 
the  youth.  Recalling  similar  con- 
ventions evidently  fraught  with  at- 
tendant youth  problems  one  stated 
with  emphasis:  "Your  youth  have 
definitely  not  been  a  problem." 

One  significant  complaint  was 
voiced,  however.  It  had  to  do  with 
services  rendered  the  delegates 
where  gratuities  or  "tipping"  are 
considered  a  normal  part  of  the 
exchange.  The  feeling  was  ex- 
pressed that  some  ignored  this 
practice  while  others  gave  it  only 
token  observance.  For  a  group  hav- 
ing an  otherwise  enviable  record, 
I  would  hope  that  in  the  future 
we  would  not  let  this  careless  over- 
sight mar  our  image. 

Following  are  some  typical  com- 
ments gleaned  from  many  taped 
interviews  with  St.  Louis  residents: 

"They  always  look  nice,  and  they 
are  friendly." 

"I  think  these  people  act  like 
Christian  people  ought  to  act." 

"I've  been  very  much  pleased 
with  the  youth  in  this  convention." 

"I  think  it  is  a  good  thing  that 
they  get  together  as  a  denomina- 
tion to  better  present  Christ  to  the 
world." 

"It  has  been  a  wonderful  con- 
vention." 


"The  way  the  black  and  the 
white  get  along  in  this  convention 
has  been  very  lovely." 

"Some  of  them  don't  seem  to 
know  what  tipping  is  all  about." 

"I  do  not  know  any  Church  of 
God  people  personally,  but  I  would 
like  to  know  some." 

"I  see  them  run  around  in 
groups." 

"I'm  impressed  with  the  way 
they  conduct  themselves  when  they 
come  in  the  building,  and  they 
seem  to  have  their  children  very 
well  under  control.  Most  conven- 
tions haven't." 

"They  are  regular  people  to  me, 
that's  all." 

"They  have  conducted  them- 
selves as  I  think  a  church  group 
ought  to  conduct  themselves,  with 
a  few  exceptions." 

"It  caught  my  attention  that 
none  of  the  rushing  around  down 
here  seemed  to  bother  them.  They 
just  go  on  about  their  way  look- 
ing very  serene  and  calm." 

"They  have  been  real  nice.  We 
welcome  them." 

"It  is  one  of  the  better  conven- 
tions we  have  had  in  St.  Louis." 

"Well,  the  majority  of  them  that 
come  here  are  pretty  nice  to  me 
and  they've  brought  a  whole  lot  of 
business  in  because  our  business 
has  been  pretty  slow.  Since  they 
came  we've  been  doing  a  great 
deal." 

"The  only  thing  I  was  wondering 
is  what  are  they  doing?" 

"Most  of  the  groups  we  get  down 
here  are  sarcastic  when  we  give 
them  a  ticket,  or  they  give  us  a 
funny  look  when  we  are  wearing 
this  uniform.  These  people  have  all 
been  real  nice,  and  they  tell  me 
just  to  do  my  job.  I  can't  believe 
it." 

"I  talked  with  one.  He  was  very 
kind,  talked  very  sweet,  and  was  a 
very  understanding  person." 

I  trust  these  candid  reactions 
have  been  revealing.  May  they  em- 
phasize the  importance  of  watch- 
ful care  in  the  presentation  of  our- 
selves to  any  community.  Above  all, 
we  are  presenting  Christ  and  some- 
one is  probably  thoughtfully  ob- 
serving.   • 
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Reveals  Spiritual  Meaning  of  Verses 
Gives  Desired  Information  More  Quickly 
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THE   NEW  CHAIN-REFERENCE  BIBLE 

FOURTH   IMPROVED  EDITION 
Truly  a  Bible  PLUS  a  Biblical  Library  in  ONE  Volume 

EDITED  BY  REV.  F.  C.  THOMPSON,  D.D.,   Ph.D. 


Most 
Helpful 

Bible 
Published 


READ  WHAT  OTHERS  SAY: 

Justice  Glenn  Terrell,  Former  Chief  Justice  of  the 
Supreme  Court  of  Florida:  "The  inscription  over  the 
entrance  to  the  Graduate  School  Bldg\  of  the  Florida 
State  University  in  Tallahassee,  Florida,  is: 

'The  Half  of  Knowledge  Is  to  Know  Where  to 
Find  Knowledge.' 

The  New  Chain  Reference  Bible  is  the  'Where*  to 
find  the  fullest  spiritual  truths  and  to  gain  the  most 
complete  knowledge  of  the  Bible  in  the  easiest  way. 
For  the  past  two  years  I  have  used  the  New  Chain 
Reference  Bible  and  I  have  found  it  the  best  of  them 
all."  Dr.  V.  R.  Edman:  "The  New  Chain  Reference 
Bible  is  a  most  valuable  help  to  me  in  searching  the 
Scriptures  as  well  as  in  devotional  reading.  Study 
therein  is  most  rewarding."  Dr.  Harold  J.  Ockenga: 
"The  New  Chain  Reference  Bible  is  splendid.  For  the 
new  Christian  or  for  one  who  has  studied  the  Bible 
for  forty  years,  the  helps  are  time-saving  and  of 
great  assistance.  It  is  truly  a  Bible  that  should  be 
In    every    home."     Dr.    Duke    K.    McCall:    "The    New 


Chain  Reference  Bible  not  only  provides  a  wealth  of 
useful  helps  for  Bible  study  but  also  provides  them 
In  a  form  which  makes  them  accessible  to  the  user. 
For  the  most  usable  and  time-saving  helps,  I  suggest 
that  one  carefully  examines  this  Bible  before  buying 
any  other."  Dr.  Paul  S.  Kees:  "For  sheer  helpful- 
ness, the  New  Chain  Reference  Bible  is  a  Jewel.  It 
is  a  pleasure  to  commend  it  to  all  lovers  of  the 
Scriptures."  Dr.  Edward  L.  R.  Elson :  "For  twenty- 
five  years,  I  have  used  the  New  Chain  Reference 
Bible  as  my  study  and  devotional  Bible.  As  an  aid  to 
Biblical  study  and  homiletical  effort,  it  has  always 
been  at  my  right  hand.  For  the  preacher,  teacher 
and  student  of  the  Bible,  it  is  unsurpassed."  Dr.  J. 
C.  Mcl'heeters:  "I  regard  the  New  Chain  Reference 
Bible  as  the  best  Bible  published  with  special  helps 
to  guide  the  student  in  Bible  study."  Dr.  Bob  Jones, 
Sr.:  "You  will  do  any  man  a  great  favor  by  putting 
this  Bible  in  his  hands.  I  wish  I  could  influence 
every  Christian  to  purchase  one  of  these  Bibles." 


Rapidly  Replacing  Other  Bibles  — Has  So  Many  More  New  Helps! 


1.  Unique  chart  showing  Origin  and  Growth  of  the 
English  Bible. 

2.  The  Outline  Studies  of  Bible  Periods,  comparing 
Biblical  History  with  Contemporary  Seeular  History. 

3.  The  Analysis  of  the  Bible  as  a  Whole. 

4.  The  Analysis  of  each  of  the  66  Books  of  the  Bible. 

5.  The  Analysis  of  every  Chapter  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment. 

6.  The  Analysis  of  the  Verses  of  the  entire  Bible. 

7.  The  Numerical  Chain  Reference  System. 

8.  Special  Analysis  of  the  Important  Bible  Characters. 

9.  Contrast  between  the  Old  and  New  Testaments. 

10.  The  Topical  Treasury.  New  Topics  for  Prayer 
Meeting.  Men's.  Women's.  Young  People's  Meetings,  etc. 

11.  Special  Bible  Readings  for  private  devotions  and 
public  services.    New  and  different  subjects. 

12.  Bible  Harmonies  of  the  Lives  of  Moses  and  Paul. 

13.  Special  Portraits  of  Jesus. 

14.  Chart  of  the  Messianic  Stars. 

15.  Chart  showing  cause  of  the  Babylonian  Captivity. 

16.  Chart  of  the  Temple  of  Truth,  illustrating  the 
Sermon  on  the  Mount. 

17.  Chart  of  Jesus'  Hours  on  the  Cross. 

18.  The  Christian  Workers' Outfit.  Of  Special  value  to 
soul  winners. 

19.  All  Prominent  Bible  Characters  Classified,  listing 
the  Patriarchs,  Leaders  in  Early  Hebrew  History,  etc. 

20.  Golden  Chapters  of  the  Bible. 

21.  A  Complete  General  Index  of  over  seven  thousand 
topics,  names,  and  places. 

22.  Special  Memory  Verses  selected  from  each  Book  of 
the  Bible. 

23.  Chart  showing  Seven  Editions  of  Divine  Law. 

24.  Graph  of  the  Prodigal  Son. 

25.  Bible  Mnemonics,  or  how  to  memorize. 

26.  The  Principles  and  Best  Methods  of  Bible  study. 

27.  Pictorial  Illustration  of  the  River  of  Inspiration. 

28.  Bible  Markings.  Explaining  best  methods  of  mark- 
ing one's  Bible. 

29.  Concordance. 

30.  Atlas  of  12  colored  maps  with  index. 

Other  Features  in  Text  Cyclopedia 

31.  Topical  Study  of  the  Bible.  Correlated  Scriptures 
printed  out  in  full  under  2467  topics  and  sub-topics. 
Three  times  as  many  as  in  any  other  Bible. 

32.  Contrast  Study  of  Great  Truths  of  the  Bible.  En- 
ables you  to  study  the  Constructive  and  Destructive 
Forces  of  Life  with  the  Bible  verses  printed  out  in  full. 


33.  Life  studies,  such  as  Business  Life.  Home  Life,  etc 

34.  Bible  Stories  for  Children.  A  list  of  56  stories  to 
be  read  from  the  Bible  itself. 

35.  Miracles  of  both  the  Old  and  New  Testaments. 

36.  Parables  of  the  Old  Testament.  Parables  or  the 
New  Testament,  each  Gospel. 

37.  Titles  and  names  of  Christ;  of  the  Holy  Spirit;  of 
God  the  Father;  and  of  Satan. 

38.  General  Bible  Prophecies. 

39.  A  list  of  the  Prophets  of  the  Bible. 

40.  List  of  the  Judges  of  Israel  and  Judah. 

41.  List  of  the  Notable  Women  of  the  Bible. 

42.  Mountains  and  Hills  referred  to  in  Bible. 

43.  Dictionary  Material. 

44.  Tables  of  Time,  Money,  Weights  and  Measures. 

More  Unusual  Features  in  the  Helps 

45.  The  Historical  Bridge,  covering  interval  between 
the  Old  and  New  Testaments. 

46.  Chart  showing  the  History  of  the  Apostles. 

47.  Harmony  of  the  Gospels,  citing  references  in  dif- 
ferent Gospels  where  events  are  given. 

48.  Calendar  of  the  Christian  Era. 

49.  The  Post-Resurrection  Appearances  of  Jesus,  illus- 
trated with  well-known  paintings. 

50.  Chart  of  the  Seven  Churches  of  Asia,  described  by 
John. 

51.  An  Outline  History  of  the  Evangelistic  and  Mis- 
sionary Work  of  the  Early  Church. 

52.  The  Prophecies  Concerning  Jesus  and  their  Fulfill- 
ment, arranged  Chronologically,  with  principal  verses 
printed  out  in  full. 

53.  Map  Showing  Approximate  Distances  from  Jerusa- 
lem to  Various  Historical  Points. 

54.  Chart  Showing  the  Interior  Arrangement  of  the 
Temple  at  Jerusalem. 

55.  Nineteen  Special  Illustrated  Maps  Showing  the 
Journeys  of  Abraham,  Children  of  Israel,  Joshua.  Gideon, 
Samuel,  Saul,  David.  Solomon,  Jesus,  Paul  and  Peter. 
These  are  separate  maps,  mind  you — not  several  crowded 
together  on  one  page. 

56.  Places  of  Religious  Worship,  Hebrew  Times,  Fes- 
tivals and  Religious  Officials. 

New  in  the  Fourth  Improved  Edition 

57.  Archaeological  Supplement.  Over  100  Hlustrated 
accounts  of  discoveries  in  Bible  lands  linked  by  number 
with  the  Bible  text. 


The  Revised  Version  is  given  in 
the  wide  margin  opposite  the  verses, 
wherever  an  important  difference  in 
meaning  occurs. 
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The  Ministers  Deliberated 
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By   LAUD   O.   VAUGHT 


RAYER  AND  PRAISE  pre- 
ceded the  official  opening 
of  the  General  Council  in 
the  Kiel  Auditorium  in  St.  Louis, 
Missouri,  on  Tuesday  morning,  Au- 
gust 25.  Promptly  at  9:45  a.m.  the 
General  Overseer  called  to  order 
the  chief  judicial  body  of  the 
Church  of  God  and  outlined  the 
work  which  lay  before  it.  The 
chairman  underscored  the  neces- 
sity of  preserving  the  privacy  of 
the  ballot  and  emphasized  the  right 
of  every  man  to  speak  on  any  is- 
sue which  would  come  before  the 
house. 

Following  the  appointment  of 
committees,  balloting  began  for 
nomination  of  the  next  General 
Overseer.  Interest  in  the  work  of 
the  Council  was  demonstrated  by 
the  fact  that  more  than  sixteen 
hundred  ordained  ministers  took 
part  in  that  nominating  ballot.  In 
an  orderly  and  expeditious  manner 
nominations  were  determined  to  be 
sent  to  the  Assembly:  Dr.  R.  Leo- 
nard Carroll,  general  overseer;  Dr. 
Ray  H.  Hughes,  first  assistant;  the 
Reverend  Wade  H.  Horton,  second 
assistant;  the  Reverend  Cecil 
Knight,  third  assistant;  the  Rev- 
erend G.  W.  Lane,  general  secre- 
tary-treasurer. To  lead  the  General 
Sunday  School  and  Youth  Depart- 
ment (this  name  was  later  chang- 
ed to  Department  of  Youth  and 
Christian  Education)  the  Council 
nominated  the  Reverend  Paul  Hen- 
son,  director,  and  the  Reverend 
Cecil   Guiles,   assistant  director. 

Although   technically  these    men 


were  nominees  to  the  General  As- 
sembly where  election  was  to  take 
place,  traditionally,  nomination  by 
the  Council  has  been  tantamount 
to  election. 

Another  responsibility  of  the 
Council,  that  of  electing  twelve 
men  to  serve  with  the  Executive 
Committee  to  form  a  seventeen- 
man  Executive  Council,  was  greatly 
facilitated  by  the  decision  of  the 
Council  to  announce  only  those 
nominees  for  whom  twenty-five  or 
more  ballots  were  cast. 

Reelected  to  the  Council  of 
Twelve  were  the  Reverend  W.  C. 
Byrd,  Dr.  James  A.  Cross,  the  Rev- 
erend Messrs.  Ralph  Williams,  Da- 
vid Lemons,  F.  W.  Goff  and  Vessie 
D.  Hargrave.  The  two  retiring 
members  of  the  Executive  Commit- 
tee, Dr.  Charles  Conn  and  Dr.  C. 
Raymond  Spain  were  also  added  to 
the  list  by  election.  The  remaining 
four  persons  selected  were  the  Rev- 
erend Messrs.  T.  L.  Lowery,  Floyd 
J.  Timmerman,  Frank  Culpepper 
and  George  Alford. 

In  addition  to  the  filling  of  cer- 
tain designated  offices,  the  Coun- 
cil was  given  a  twenty-four  point 
agenda  which  consisted  of  com- 
mittee reports  and  recommenda- 
tions from  the  Executive  Council. 
The  Council  chose  to  spend  more 
than  half  of  its  time  on  one  item 
which  has  been  of  intense  interest 
for  several  years — the  financial 
structure  of  the  church.  When  it 
became  clear  that  no  program  had 
yet  been  placed  before  the  house 
which  could  win  a  majority  ap- 
proval, the  topic  was  again  referred 


to  a  committee — this  time  a  com- 
mittee from  the  General  Council. 
The  subject  is  to  be  researched 
again  and  is  expected  to  become 
a  compelling  item  for  discussion  at 
the  next  session  of  the  Council  in 
1972. 

Although  the  body  was  chaired 
by  one  of  the  most  astute  parlia- 
mentarians ever  to  moderate  the 
Council,  it  became  increasingly 
clear  that  a  modification  of  pro- 
cedure might  become  necessary. 
Many  items  of  importance  were  re- 
jected by  the  body — not  because 
they  were  considered  unimportant 
but  rather  because  there  was  not 
sufficient  time  to  deal  thoroughly 
with  all  matters  calling  for  atten- 
tion. The  chairman,  recognizing 
the  dilemma  offered  some  sugges- 
tions for  possible  future  modifica- 
tions in  the  interest  of  efficiency. 

But  it  was  not  all  business!  The 
Council  was  punctuated  from  time 
to  time  with  applause  expressing 
appreciation  for  nominees  who  had 
responded  to  their  selection,  and 
with  the  kind  of  humor  which 
seems  so  easy  for  a  minister  to  in- 
ject while  asking  a  question  or 
making  a  parliamentary  inquiry. 
If  the  hopes  of  some  did  not  ma- 
terialize, at  least  it  can  be  said 
that  neither  did  the  fears  of  others. 
Another  milestone  was  passed  with 
the  earnest  prayer  and  hopeful  ex- 
pectation that  the  Council  might 
increasingly  be  that  instrument  for 
which  it  was  brought  into  being, 
and  that  its  leadership  in  the 
church  would  remain  strong  and 
purposeful.    • 
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This  best  seller 
isn't  sold  in  stores 


but  your  group  can  make  a  lot 
of  money  selling  it! 


Superb  quality  makes  Benson's  Sliced  Old  Home 
Fruit  Cake  the  fund-raising  best  seller.  Last  year, 
more  than  8,000  groups  like  yours  raised  from  $66 
to  $5,000  through  Benson's  plan,  which  includes 
delicious  free  sample  slices  that  do  the  selling  for 
you.  On  each  3-pound  cake,  your  group  makes 
$1 .07  clear  profit!  Bonus  program  increases  profits 
even  more.  See  and  taste  for  yourself.  Return 
coupon  today  for  brochure  and  a  generous  sample 
fruit  cake-free!  No  obligation.  ^wnmmmt 

FREE  SAMPLE  SL/CES  *f    . „  *,AO /> 

DO  THE  SELLING  FOR  YOU!  '%"*  BSFJ 

^r  OS  REFUND  10^ 


Benson's  siM 

oflUe  Suit  Cake 


Benson's  Old  Home  Fruit  Cake 
245  N.  Thomas  Street 
P.  O.  Box  1432  RR-5 
Athens,  Georgia  30601 

Please  rush  program  brochure  and  generous  sample 
fruit  cake.  Free!  No  obligation. 


ADDRESS. 
CITY 


ORGANIZATION 

POSITION  IN  ORGANIZATION 


-NO.  MEMBERS. 


(We  can  honor  only  U.S.  inquiries  that  list  organization  names,  since 
we  sell  only  through  civic,  church,  community  and  school  groups.) 


if) 


Carl  Richardson  is  the  produc- 
tive Director  ot  Evangelism  and 
Home  Missions,  Florida. 


Ministers  at  the  General  Assembly 

ASSEMBLY 
AFTERGLOW 


^■3K^Ei/Mffi  jj^Hw^mE^K^K!^^&Mik]khk& 

-A 

1  /'  i 

r 
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Chaplain  Crick  attended. 

By  CARL   H.    RICHARDSON 

N  EMPTY  KIEL  Auditori- 
um in  St.  Louis  is  an 
awesome  and  lonely  spec- 
tacle. 

It  was  Monday  afternoon,  August 
31,  1970,  and  the  General  Assem- 
bly was  over.  An  hour  earlier  the 
appointments  had  been  read,  the 
ministers  from  the  various  states 
had  just  met  with  their  newly  ap- 
pointed State  Overseers,  final  fare- 
wells had  been  said,  and  the  twelve 
thousand  seats  of  Kiel  Auditorium 
were  empty. 

There  was  an  eerie  kind  of  silence 
as  I  walked  in  the  half  darkened 
arena,  but  the  afterglow  of  the  As- 
sembly just  concluded  was  strong. 

Mental  flashbacks  swept  over  me. 

I  thought  I  heard  the  vast  audi- 
ence singing,  "How  Great  Thou 
Art." 

It  seemed  as  though  the  very 
atmosphere  was  charged  with  that 
special  kind  of  electricity  that  a 
Church  of  God  General  Assembly 
generates.  Echoing  in  my  mind 
were  portions  of  great  gospel  mes- 
sages that  were  preached  from  the 
platform  by  the  Reverend  Messrs. 
Charles  W.  Conn,  Raymond  E. 
Crowley,  C.  Raymond  Spain,  Har- 
old B.  Thompson,  Peter  Swanepoel, 
Jim  O.  McClain,  and  Horace  Ward. 
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What  preaching! 

The  only  echo  that  was  really  to 
be  heard  as  I  walked  through  the 
empty  auditorium  was  the  sound 
of  my  own  footsteps,  but  it  seem- 
ed as  though  I  could  hear  the  hap- 
py buzz  of  friends  enjoying  that 
special  kind  of  fellowship  that  hap- 
pens at  the  General  Assembly. 

Fellowship  occurs  anyplace  and 
at  any  time  Church  of  God  min- 
isters meet — on  the  street,  in  hotel 
lobbys,  in  restaurants. 

And  a  special  kind  of  language 
also  occurs  whenever  two  ministers 
meet. 

"Heyhow'reyoudoindoc?" 

"Gladaseeyahow'reyoudoin  ?  " 

"Jesfinethanks." 

"Lemmeseewhereyouatnow?" 

"Sameplace." 

"Howseverybodydoindownyour- 
way? 

"Ohcan'tcomplainlguess." 

"Listendocreallygladaseeya." 

"  Yeahgladaseeyoutoo ! " 

It  may  not  have  been  good  gram- 
mar, but  it  was  good  fellowship. 
Good  fellowship! 

As  I  walked  toward  the  stage 
area  of  the  vast  auditorium  I  re- 
membered the  tall,  stately  figure  of 
Herbert  Walker,  Jr.,  silouetted 
against  the  deep  blue  velvet  cur- 
tain pushing  the  wheelchair  carry- 
ing his  father,  J.  H.  Walker,  St., 
former  General  Overseer. 

I  recalled  the  feeble  figure  of  the 
Reverend  R.  P.  Johnson,  who  cele- 
brated his  eighty-fourth  birthday 
during  the  Assembly,  holding  his 
chin  high  and  taking  giant  strides 
across  the  platform  while  rejoic- 
ing in  the  Spirit  during  one  service. 

And  then  there  was  the  impres- 
sive sight  of  Chaplain  Major  Robert 
D.  Crick  in  his  gleaming  white 
uniform  and  several  other  Church 
of  God  chaplains  worshiping  to- 
gether. 

Suddenly    I   was    interrupted. 

The  janitor  was  turning  the 
lights  off. 

Slowly,  I  walked  away  from  the 
darkened  auditorium,  and  it  all 
seemed  a  little  unreal. 

But  the  warm  afterglow  of  being 
together  with  minister  friends  from 
around  the  world  at  meetings 
such  as  this  was  real — it  was  real.  • 


RAISE  FUNDS  FOR  YOUR 

CHURCH,  CLUB  OR  CIVIC 

GROUP 


Your  organization  can  sell  our  top 
quality  pecans  and  candy  to  raise  need- 
ed funds.  We  grow,  pack  and  ship  our 
own  pecan  meats,  attractively  packaged 
in  cellophane  bags.  Whole  halves  or 
broken   pieces  available. 

And  now!  Boost  your  sales  and  profits 
with  our  complete  Une  of  homemade. 
Individually  gift  boxed  pecaji  candies: 
Pecan  Brittle,  Pecan  Glace*,  and  Pecan 
Log   Rolls. 

For  complete  details  and  wholesale 
price  lists,  write: 

Dept.  4 
MASCOT  PECAN  COMPANY 
GltnnvilU,   Georgia   30427 


WOLFE  BROS.  &  CO. 

PINEY  FLATS,  TENN 

Monufocturtrt  of  DISTINCTIVE 


Buttermints  sell  fast. 

Make  $40 
or  more  for 
yourgroup. 


Inscant  profit  plan.  Send  for 
Free  details  now. 

The  best  buttermints  in  the 
world.  Rich,  creamy,  white,  green, 
pink  and  yellow  mints  made  by 
Kathryn  Beecher.  Packed  in  a 
9-oz.  Vacuum  tin  with  resealable 
plastic  lid.  They  sell  themselves 
because  they're  so  good. 

No  money  needed!      You  get     SHELBY  SPECIALTY  COMPANY 
instant,    on-the-spot    profits!  ONE  GRACE  STREET,  DEPT._430JT3 

Shelby  ships  your  organization     LYNCHBURGjrAjttOS 
120  tins  of  Kathryn  Beecher  But-  [""     M    v  c  rd,     f       D     n ., 

termints  ON  CREDIT.    You  pay  J  r 

S80  for  the  mints,  resell  for  $1.00  |  SHELBY  SPECIALTY  COMPANY.  ONE  GRACE 
a  tin.  You  keep  §40  as  your  I  STREET,  DEPT.  430JT3-  LYNCHBURG,  VA.  24505 
profit,   send    S80   to   us.      Many'     „,  ,   _nrr  .  .       ,     .,        , 

■  -jLjjfl       Please  rush  I-RII    money-making  details   and   complete 

groups    have   raised    hundreds    of  |  ,nformanon  on  Shelbys  Buttermints.     I  am   under    no 
dollars     this     easy     Shelby     way.  .  obligation  whatever. 
(Chocolate    bars    also    available.)  I  Pr 

Mail  the  coupon  now.     Well  " 
send   you  all  the  money-making 

details  immediately.     No  cost  or  |  City State 2 

obligation.  I  Name  of  Organization 


it  Name. 
Address 
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activity  ot  the  Tellers 


Parsons,  editor  ot 

Campus  Call,  was  assistant 

chairman  ot  the  Teller  Committee. 


By   C.    MILTON   PARSONS 


& 


INCE  A  LARGE  percentage 
of  assigned  work  is  per- 
formed behind  the  scenes  at 
any  General  Assembly,  few  dele- 
gates are  able  to  realize  the  scope 
of  duties  involved  and  the  sizeable 
working  force  necessary  to  achieve 
the  goals  of  administration. 

In  St.  Louis  last  August,  part  of 
the  action  took  place  in  Room  B 
of  the  Kiel  Auditorium.  For  three 
days  and  nights,  a  committee  of 
approximately  fifty  men  worked 
untiringly  to  tabulate  all  voting 
ballots  received  from  the  General 
Council  and  to  present  a  report 
back  to  them  as  expediently  as  pos- 
sible. This  single  effort  comprised 
the  activity  of  the  tellers. 

The    importance    of    the     com- 


mittee's work  could  hardly  be  over- 
estimated. The  tellers  were  totally 
responsible  for  an  accurate  ac- 
counting of  all  ballots  cast  by  the 
General  Council.  Since  the  General 
Council  nominates  to  the  General 
Assembly  eight  general  leaders — 
the  General  Overseer,  his  three  as- 
sistants, the  General  Secretary- 
Treasurer,  the  General  Director  of 
Youth  and  Christian  Education, 
his  assistant,  and  the  Director  of 
Evangelism  and  Home  Missions — 
and  elects  the  members  of  the 
Council  of  Twelve,  this  is  important 
work  indeed. 

Consequently,  the  teller  commit- 
tee was  selected  carefully  by  the 
Executive  Committee  prior  to  the 
General    Assembly    from    licensed 


ministers  across  the  nation.  The 
nature  of  the  work  called  for 
the  utmost  in  efficiency  and  in- 
tegrity. 

Without  good  organization  and 
adequate  preparation,  the  commit- 
tee could  not  have  met  fully  the 
demands  for  both  accuracy  and 
expediency.  Three  ordained  minis- 
ters, Floyd  D.  Carey  as  chairman 
and  R.  Edwin  King  and  C.  Milton 
Parsons  as  co-chairmen,  were  ap- 
pointed to  provide  leadership  to  the 
committee.  The  chairman  then  or- 
ganized the  committee  into  two 
divisions  with  eight  unit  leaders — 
Earl  L.  Cushman,  Wayne  Dyer, 
Honette  Echols,  Joel  Harris,  Dennis 
McGuire,    David    E.    Mills,    Billy    J. 


O'Neal,  and  Harold  B.  Thomp- 
son. Each  person  fully  understood 
and  assumed  his  specific  respon- 
sibilities. 

The  dedication  of  the  men  was 
most  inspiring.  The  work  was  quite 
demanding.  Accuracy  was  an  abso- 
lute must.  One  vote  could  make  a 
difference.  Each  man  felt  the  re- 
sponsibility and  worked  soberly  and 
cautiously.  A  system  of  double 
checks  was  followed  religiously. 

An  unavoidable  sacrifice  was 
the  necessity  that  the  tellers  miss 
almost  all  the  deliberations  of  the 
General  Council  the  first  three 
days.  Also,  the  men  worked 
through  breaks,  meals,  and  late  at 
night  to  accomplish  the  assigned 
task.  The  nominating  ballot  for  the 
Council  of  Twelve,  for  example,  re- 
quired almost  five  consecutive  hours 
of  work. 

The  total  assignment  was  well 
done  and  completed  in  record 
time.  Floyd  Carey,  who  has  served 
on  the  committee  for  a  number  of 
years,  gave  excellent  leadership  to 
the  effort.  Another  veteran  mem- 
ber, Honette  Echols,  served  well  by 
preparing  and  presenting  a  visual 
report  of  each  ballot  on  the  over- 
head projector  to  complement  the 
verbal  report  by  the  chairman.  One 
of  the  unit  leaders  who  was  serving 
on  the  committee  for  the  third 
time,  Harold  B.  Thompson,  ob- 
served: "The  leadership,  organiza- 
tion, and  cooperation  of  everyone 
made  it  a  lesser  chore  and  more 
of  an  honor  and  privilege." 

There  were  a  total  of  thirteen 
ballots  cast  for  the  eight  individual 
positions  and  six  ballots  cast  for  the 
Council  of  Twelve.  The  largest 
number  of  ordained  ministers  vot- 
ing on  any  given  ballot  was  1606 
and  the  highest  number  of  per- 
sons receiving  votes  on  a  single 
ballot  was  778.  Every  vote  was  tal- 
lied, posted,  and  filed  with  the 
General  Secretary's  office.  It  seem- 
ed that  this  very  important  com- 
mittee was  particularly  capable  to 
render  such  service.  Certainly,  each 
member  felt  honored  to  have  been 
called  upon  to  make  such  a  unique, 
personal  contribution  to  the  Gen- 
eral Council,  the  General  Assembly, 
and  the  Church  of  God.    • 


FIBERGLASS  SPIRES 

large  variety  of  tlzei  and  prices  of  tplrei 
and  croiwi  Eatily  Installed,  light  Weight. 
Maintenance  free.  Also,  gas  and  electric 
hot   water   heaten   and   fiberglass   baptistries. 


LITTLE  GIANT  MANUFACTURING  CO. 


BOOK  LOVERS!! 

Savings  up  to 


5000 


CHRISTIAN 
WORKERS 


WANTED 


83% 

on  your  books. 


BOOK  FARE  INDUSTRIES,  INC. 

315  West  Fourth  Street 
Pueblo,  Colo.  81003 


SELL  THIS  FLAVOR-SEALED 
PEANUT  BRITTLE  AND  MAKE 

$50toS500CASH 

FOR  YOUR  CHURCH,  SCHOOL,  CLUB 


$50.00  CASH  every  time  10  members  of  your 
group  each  sell  10  cans  of  Old-Fashioned  Pea- 
nut Brittle  at  $1.00  per  can. 
100%  MARK-UP!  This  delicious  Peanut 
Brittle,  in  new  easy-open  cans,  costs  your  group 
ojily  50c  each  and  sells  for  $1.00! 
NO  INVESTMENT!  NOT  EVEN  lc!  Order  120 
to  1200  cans  today.  Take  up  to  30  days  to 
send  payment.  Give  your  name,  title,  phone 
number  and  complete,  address,  the  name,  ad- 
dress, etc.  of  2nd  officer,  name  of  group, 
quantity  desired,  and  nearest  Freight  Office 
(no  parcel  post).  We  ship  F.O.B.,  Birming- 
ham with  EXTRAS  INCLUDED  FREE  to 
cover  shipping  cost.  Orders  accepted  groups 
only. 


VERNE  COLLIER 


DEPT.  4-72 
900  No.  19th  St.,  Birmingham,  Alabama  35203 


...  to  sell  Bibles,  food  books,  Scripture 
Greeting  Cards,  Stationery.  Napkins,  Strip- 
tore  Novelties.  Liberal  profits.  Send  for 
free  catalog  and  price  list. 
GEORGE  W.  NOBLE,  The  Christian  Co. 
D«pt  L,  Pontile  Bid*.,  Chicago  ,  111.  «»0S 


FOR  SALI:  GOSPIL  TINTS 

Special  prices  to  ministers.  For  com- 
plete   information   write 

VALDOSTA  TENT 

MANUFACTURING  CO. 

P.    O.    Box   248,    Valdosto,    Georgia 

31601 

Phone  242-0730 


BAPTISTRIES -SPIRES   I       ^ 

^""p-^   •  Unit-Molded  j| 

Fiberglass     ^^^N^v 
Accessories  Qg*fa 

Wiedemann  &nduAhiet,  &nc. 


Box  672  Dept.  J»,  Muscatine,  Iowa 

Ideas 

in  Church 

Design 


Send  for  this  colorful  28-page  booklet 
before  you  get  into  the  planning  stage. 
It  contains  examples  of  how  laminated 
wood  systems  are  saving  time  and 
money  in  new  church  construction. 
For  free  copy,  fill  in  and  mail  coupon. 


Forest  Products  Division  J 

Koppers  Company  Inc. 

750  Koppers  Bldg.,  Pgh.,  Pa.  15219 

I — I  Send  copy  of  "Invitation  to  Worship" 

I I  Have  Technical  Representative  Call 


Title  (Church  officials  only) 


j    City, 
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LEAF-GOLD 


Don't  say  that  I  am  not  a  millionaire, 
For,  today,  in  autumn's  astringent  air, 
I  raked  up  bushel  baskets  of  pure  gold 
That  my  giant  sugar  maples  had  doled! 
— Earle  J.  Grant 


OCTOBER 

October  with  glossy,  silken  hair  flowing 
Basks  in  the  sunshine.  Pumpkins  are  gold. 

She   watches   orange   leaves   sifting   and   blowing, 
Trees  looking  bare  now,  lonely  and  cold. 

October  is  less  gay,  her  weary  back  stooping; 

She's   slightly    afraid    of    gray    days    ahead. 
Feeling  bedraggled,  the  rain   finds  her  drooping; 

She  will   soon   sleep   in   her   cold   wintry   bed. 
— Edna   Hamilton 


VAIN   DECREE 

How    can    men    say    that    God    is    dead 
And  wave  a  flaunting  skeptic-wand 
At  mention  of  the  blissfulness 
In  that  eternal  life  beyond? 

Beyond  the  sunlit  muraled  sky 
Where  tranquil  peace  and  love  entwine, 
And    where    each   birthing    primrose    dawn 
Is  but  a  gracious  gift,  divine. 

How  can  men  speak  derisively 
When  comrades  humbly  kneel  to  pray 
In  reverent  thanksgiving  for 
Each  vast,  gratuitous  display? 


SUNRISE 

The  day  the  sick  were  brought  to  Christ, 

Faith   wore    a  coronet; 

"O  Great  Physician,  heal  us  now, 

For  soon  the  sun  will  set." 

Then  after  He  had  healed  them  all, 
They  looked  up   at  the   skies 
And  saw   the   sun  would   never  set, 
Forevermore  sunrise! 

— Everard  Thomson 


HE  CARES 


Who  cares  if  you  are  tired  and  blue, 
If  pain  and  sorrow  come  to  you? 
Who   cares  if   in   life's   task  you're   spent, 
If  step  be  slow  or  head  be  bent? 
Jesus. 

Who  cares  when  strength  and  hope  are  gone, 
When  you've  lost  courage  to  go  on? 
Who  cares  if  by  the  way  you  fall, 
Or  struggle  in  temptation's  thrall? 
Jesus. 

He  cares  when  you   are  sick   and   old, 
When  friends  are  gone  and  winds  are  cold; 
He  cares  when  great  temptations  rise, 
When    cheerless    clouds    obscure    your    skies. 
Yes,  Jesus. 

—Nina   Willis   Walter 

CARING  NOT 

Caring  not  about  the  Saviour, 
Caring    not    He    died    for    me, 
Caring  not   for   the   Cross   He   hung  on, 
Caring  not  to  be  set  free  .  .  . 

Caring  not  for  the  life  He  offered, 
Caring  not  for  His  sweet  peace, 
Caring  not  for  His  creation, 
Caring  not  in  Light  to  be  .  .  . 

Then  one  night  as  I  was  walking 
Caring  not  to  be  alone, 
I  heard  a  little  choir  singing, 
On  their  faces  His  holiness  shone. 


Display  of  undefiled  intent 
On  laurel  meadowland  and  hill 
And  pious  eminence  is  seen 
In  every  golden  daffodil. 

How  can   men  say   that   God   is   dead? 
O  pallid  soul!  O  vain  decree! 
More  pitiable  than  sightless  eyes 
Are  sighted  eyes  that  fail  to  see. 

— Joyce  Inman  Moore 


Then    I    ran    down   to   the    altar, 

As  I  knelt  and  prayed,  my  heart  said,  "Please!" 

I  found  the  wondrous  grace  of  Jesus; 

I  found  Him  there,  yes,  on  my  knees. 

Caring  not  for    sin    and    sorrow, 
Caring  not  for  worldly  play. 
Caring  now  for  only  Jesus, 
Caring  now  for  Him  today. 

— Jacki  Roggers 
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OCTOBER  TRIUMPH 

In  the  carefree,  dew-capped 
mornings 
Of   October's   golden   days, 
When  the  world  seems  meshed  in 
armor 
Of  a  mellow-vested  haze, 
And  the  face  of  earth  is  littered. 
With  red-tinctured  leaves  that 
fall, 
There's  a  note  of  sweet  fulfillment 
In  the  robin's  lusty  call. 

In  the  vital,  pristine  mornings 

Of  October's  timely  stay, 
There  is  roseate  renewal 

When  the  harvest  on  display 
Mutely  speaks  of  godly  triumph 

And  the  tiller  of  the  soil 
Gleans  a  deep  rewarding  pleasure 

From  the  effort  of  his  toil. 

— Joyce  Inman  Moore 


ATTENTION 
SERVICEMEN: 

You  are  invited  to  attend  the 

Fair  Meadows  Church  of  God 

326  Avenue  C 

Converse,  Texas  78109 

Phone:    658-6526 

K.  E.  Ricks,  pastor 
Thank  you. 


ATTENTION 
"LIGHTED 
PATHWAY" 
SUBSCRIBERS: 

Please  notify  your  local  post  of- 
fice if  you  receive  a  packet  of 
Lighted  Pathways  with  your  name 
on  the  top  copy  and  other  copies 
beneath. 

We  are  doing  everything  possible 
to  eliminate  this  problem.  Evident- 
ly the  delivery  postman  is  not 
opening  the  package  for  distribu- 
tion as  instructed.  Thank  you. 


SOUTHEASTERN  EQUIPMENT  CO. 


Chairs   and   tables   in  com- 
plete range  of  sizes  for  every 
Church  need.  Steel  and  wood 
folding  chairs,  folding  ban- 
quet tables,  speakers'  star 
Also  office  desks  and 
chairs.    Write  for  infor- 
mation. 


SILER  CITY.  NORTH  CAROLINA 


0Choir 
&  Pulpit 
Robes 


ENHANCE   THE    BEAUTY    OF 
CHRISTMAS 

A  complete  selection  of  styles  and 
modern  fabrics.  Write  today  for  FREE 
catalog  C-172  (Choir  Robes;  J-172 
(Children's  Robes);  P-172  (Pulpit 
Robes  I. 


COLLEGIATE   CAP   &   GOWN   CO 


ACCORDIONS 

and  Accordion  Amplifiers 

BIG  SAVINGS! 


5  DAY  HOME  TRIAL! 
LOW  DOWN  PAYMENT! 
FREE  ACCESSORIES! 


FREE  co^srcocua^lp0r^sEs  Mail  Coupon! 

FREE  rolor  catalogs  and  latest  discount  price  list.  Just 
mail  coupon.  You  save  H  or  more  off  prices  of  com- 
p.iralilr  accordions.  42  latest  models  .  .  .  Standard  and 
Electronic.  For  student,  teacher,  professional.  Big  sav- 
ings on  newest  accordion  amplifiers.  Buy  direct  at  low- 
importer  prices.  Trades  welcomed.  Money  back  guaran- 
tee. Lifetime  performance  warranty.  Rush  eoujx>n! 


I  ACCORDION  CORP.  of  AMERICA-Dept.  LP-100  i 

I  5535  W.  Belmont  Ave.,  Chicago,  Illinois  60641     ■ 

I  Send  FREE  Colorcatalogsand  discount  prices.  Also  include  ' 

■  special  information  checked. 

■  □  Accordion  Amplifiers    □  Hohner  Button  Accordions   ■ 

■  Name i 

!  Address ! 


sell-give, 

shelled  pecans 


Thames  selects,  shells,  and  packages  the 
meatiest,  freshest  and  tastiest  pecans. 
They're  great  for  pies,  pralines,  fudge, 
personal  and  business  gifts,  or  for  eating 
right  out  of  the  package  ...  no  matter 
what  "nutty"   ideas  you   have! 

•  available    in     12-oz.    and     16-oz. 
packages,   and   in   bulk 

•  ideal  for  fund-raising  projects. 


GET  $40  CASH 

FOR  YOUR  CHURCH 
OR  GROUP- EASILY! 


with  lovely  and 

decorative  Prayer 

Grace  Salt  and 

Pepper  Sets 

NO  MONEY  NEEDED 

EVERYTHING  ON  CREDIT 

RUSH  COUPON 
TODAY  FOR  DETAILS! 

Let  me  send  you  the  facts 
about  how  you  can  get 
$40  CASH  (or  more!) 
easily  and  quickly  for 
your  church  or  group  with 


these  lovely  Prayer  Grace   \ 

Salt    and    Pepper    Sets  -    \ 

AT  NO  COST  TO  YOU! 

Just   fill    out   the   coupon 

below  and  mail  it  to  me  now 

FREE,  and  without  obligation,  complete  details  of  my 

nationally   famous   Plan   which   adds  $40  to  $300  and 

more  in  CASH  to  your  group  Treasury. 

YOU  NEVER  SPEND  1(  OF  YOUR  OWN  MONEY! 

Here  are  the  highlights  of  my  famous  plan.   I  ship  to 

you  100  of  my  beautiful  Prayer  Grace  Salt  and  Pepper 

Sets  ON  CREDIT.  They're  of  gleaming  white  ceramic, 

artistically  decorated  with  a  different  prayer  grace  on 

the   back   of  each  shaker  —  one   for  Thanks,   and   one 

for  Praise.  They're  so  unusually  beautiful,  every  family 

will   want  several  sets  on  sight.   You   simply  have   10 

members  each  sell  10  sets  at  $1  each.  Keep  $40  of  the 

proceeds  for  your  Treasury.  Send  $60  to  me.  Take  up 

to  60  days.  I  trust  you! 

FREE  Details  -  Mail  Coupon  TODAY! , 

•   ANNA  WADE, Dept,430JT2  Lynchburg,  Va.  24505 
I    Please  rush  complete  derails  FREE-no  obllgatlon- 

of  your  Plan  for  our  group  to  raise  $40.00  and  more 
|    without   spending    ll-wlth   Prayer   Grace   Salt   & 

Pepper  Sets. 


send  you  absolu 


,-ly 


Name- 


•    cuy 

I    Name  of 

I    Organization- 
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A  Bold  Look  Into  the  Challenging  World  of  Twentieth-Century  Youth 
By   FLOYD   D.    CAREY 


Should  Christian  teens  engage  in 
political  activities?  such  as  cam- 
paigning for  a  person  running  for 
office,  supporting  a  particular 
measure  or  bill,  and  speaking  out 
on  corrupt  policies  or  needed  pro- 
grams. 

Brenda  Hayes,  age  18:  Hurled 
into  the  confusion  of  changing 
times,  a  Christian  teen  must  face 
the  political  problems  of  today 
which  could  be  the  crises  of  to- 
morrow. Since  the  world  of  tomor- 
row will  be  ours,  we  must  take  a 
stand  for  "right"  today.  Unless  we 
have  some  background  in  politics, 
we  will  be  the  dupes  of  the  con- 
vincing politicians.  Whether  our  in- 
volvement in  politics  be  direct  or 
not,  our  opinions  must  be  heard. 
With  one  voice  we  can  speak  out 
for  what  is  right,  rather  than 
mumble  among  ourselves  about 
government  policy  abusing  the  citi- 
zens. Boldly  standing  for  what  we 
feel  is  right  is  the  only  way  we 
can  hope  to  have  a  hand  in  our 
future.  We  not  only  should  par- 
ticipate in  political  affairs — we 
must. 

Tony  Padgett,  age  17:  In  today's 
evil  world,  I  feel  that  Christian 
youth  should  engage  in  political  ac- 
tivities by  speaking  out  on  issues 
which  they  think  will  make  our 
country  a  better  place  in  which  to 
live.  Other  youth  groups,  such  as 
the  hippies  and  the  SDS,  speak 
out  for  what  they  want,  even 
though  it  may  not  be  the  best  for 


our  country.  Unless  Christian 
youth  speak  out,  we  may  have 
things  forced  upon  us  which  we  do 
not  want  and  that  will  darken  our 
country's  prospects  for  peace  and 
progress.  I  also  feel  that  we  should 
uphold  candidates  which  we  think 
have  the  best  ideas  and  policies  to 
help  our  country  and  the  cause  of 
Christianity.  I  think  that  we  should 
first  pray  and  ask  the  Lord  to  lead 
and  guide  us  in  making  decisions 
and  in  formulating  our  political 
position. 

Angela  Byrd,  age  15:  Young  peo- 
ple of  America  today  have  a  loud- 
er voice  in  political  affairs  than 
ever  before  in  the  history  of  our 
country.  Teen-agers  have  been  pro- 
vided better  educational  opportu- 
nities and  have  been  taught  to 
form  their  own  opinions.  It  is  our 
duty  as  future  leaders  of  America 
to  start  right  now  to  make  our 
country  one  which  we  will  be  proud 
to  call  our  own.  Our  parents  are 
paving  the  way  for  us.  We  are  the 
ones  who  will  have  to  live  in  this 
country.  Therefore  I  feel  we  have 
a  right  to  speak  out  and  voice  our 
opinions  regarding  programs,  poli- 
cies, and  procedures  relating  to  the 
functions  of  our  community,  city, 
and  country. 

Betty  Shaw,  age  16:  Many  of  the 
older  folks  seem  to  think  that  all 
teen-agers  are  morally  and  spiri- 
tually corrupt.  How  are  we  to  let 
adults  know  how  we  feel  about  the 
sex   revolution,    the   yippee    move- 


ment, and  the  new  morality  if  we 
just  sit  around  and  moan  about 
nobody  listening  to  us.  I  say,  "We 
must  make  them  listen!  Not  by 
protest  and  demonstration,  but  by 
taking  part  in  political  activities. 
Christian  teens,  let's  get  involved. 

Jimmy  Allen,  age  15:  As  you 
know,  many  youth  in  the  Bible  who 
were  Christians  were  in  politics. 
For  example,  Joseph,  Saul,  David, 
et  cetera.  If  God  wanted  Christian 
youth  in  high  positions  in  the  Old 
Testament  to  rule  over  people  and 
to  influence  their  lives  spiritually, 
He  wants  youth  today  to  engage 
in  political  activities,  and  even  to 
hold  political  positions.  Christian 
youth  should  take  part  in  cam- 
paigning and  in  expressing  their 
views  on  vital  issues.  This  is  an  ef- 
fective way  to  help  spread  the  gos- 
pel and  to  sow  the  seeds  of  peace. 

Dianne  Shaffer,  age  17:  If  a 
teen-ager  feels  that  the  man  he  is 
campaigning  for  is  the  right  man, 
then  I  say  more  power  to  him.  We 
should  at  all  times,  however,  re- 
tain our  Christian  ideals  and  not 
cheat,  lie,  or  use  slanderous  re- 
marks  against   the    opposer(s). 

Steve  Maxwell,  age  17:  The 
Christian  teen-ager  in  America  is 
a  citizen  of  two  worlds — the  king- 
dom of  heaven  and  the  earthly 
kingdom  (the  United  States,  or 
some  other  country).  In  order  to 
receive  the  benefits  of  heaven,  he 
must  fulfill  his  responsibilities  to 
God.   And,   to   receive  the  benefits 
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as  a  citizen  of  his  native  country, 
he  must  support  and  work  for  his 
homeland. 

Clovis  Cole,  age  16:  Youth  need 
to  be  involved,  but  there  are  many 
people  in  America  today  who  are 
afraid  of  this.  Being  in  the  know 
is  what  makes  important  people 
important.  By  knowing  the  facts, 
one  can  judge  the  pros  and  cons 
of  an  issue  and  then  wisely  choose 
which  side  he  wishes  to  support. 
Yes,  Christian  youth  should  be  in- 
volved in  political  activities. 

Donald  Lee,  age  17:  Our  demo- 
cratic society  requires  the  election 
of  officials  to  fill  certain  govern- 
mental offices.  Christian  campaign 
work  can  help  to  decide  who  will 
hold  some  of  these  offices.  It  is 
our  duty  to  support  honorable  can- 
didates and  worthy  programs. 

Projections  on  Education 

For  each  one  hundred  persons  in  their 
middle  and  late  teens  today  seventy-seven 
will  graduate  from  high  school,  forty-two 
will  enroll  in  a  degree-credit  program  in  a 
college  or  university,  twenty-one  can  be 
expected  to  earn  a  bachelor's  degree,  six 
a  master's  degree,  and  one  a  doctor's  de- 
gree, projected  a  recent  article  in  Higher 
Education  and  National  Affairs.  What  are 
your  educational  goals  for  the  future?  How 
do  your  goals  relate  to  God's  work  and 
will   for  your  life? 

They  say  Columbus  crossed  the  ocean  on 
three  galleons,  but  you  can't  believe  any- 
thing  you   hear   about   those   foreign   cars. 

Websterism 

Sawdust — past  tense  of  see  dust 
Shiftless — automatic    drive 
Shortcut — small  wound 
Slave  cave — classroom 

Projections   on   Philosophy 

The  philosophy  of  many  young  people 
today  has  been  formulated  while  looking 
through  rose-colored  glasses  and  listening 
to  music  from  an  unreal  world.  A  teen-age 
girl,  aware  of  the  spirit  of  the  age,  out- 
lined what  she  called  "a  practical  philos- 
ophy," to  help  her  do  the  things  that  would 
make  her  life  a  plus  factor  instead  of  a 
negative  pretense.  Her  actions  and  aspira- 
tions were  stimulated  by  the  following 
code:  "Don't  look.  You  might  see.  Don't 
listen.  You  might  hear.  Don't  think.  You 
might  learn.  Don't  make  a  decision.  You 
might  be  wrong.  Don't  walk.  You  might 
stumble.  Don't  run.  You  might  fall.  Don't 
live.  You  might  die."  This  code  can  aptly  be 
applied  to  Christian  living  also.  Take  the 
positive  route  young  person!  It  is  the  right 
way — the  way  of  adventure,  of  God-de- 
rived contentment  and  of  satisfying  ex- 
pression. 

Have  you  heard  about  the  new  after- 
shave lotion  for  teen-age  boys?  Girls  just 
simply  adore  it.  It  smells  like  a  credit  card. 

Corn   Alamode 

Teacher:  How  do  you  spell  rain?  Student: 
R-a-n-e.  Teacher:  That's  the  worst  spell 
of  rain  we've  had  In  a  long  time. 

Peggy  Sue  was  sitting  at  her  desk  chew- 
ing gum  with  her  feet  in  the  aisle.  Her 
teacher,  observing  the  improper  conduct 
said,  "Peggy  Sue.  take  that  gum  out  of  your 
mouth  and  put  your  feet  in!" 


The  I: 


RANDALL 

HE  STARS  AND  the  moon 

were    the    last    things    Dan 

saw  before  dropping  off  to 

sleep.    And    they    were    the    first 

things  he  saw  in  his  dreams. 

In  the  strange,  unpredictable 
world  of  dreams  a  haunting  phrase 
kept  running  through  Dan's  mind 
— one  that  he  had  read  in  the  Bi- 
ble just  before  going  to  sleep: 
"When  I  consider  thy  heavens,  the 
work  of  thy  fingers,  the  moon  and 
the  stars  .  .  .  What  is  man,  that 
thou  art  mindful  of  him?"  (Psalm 
8:3,  4). 

What  is  man?  Man  is  a  killer. 
He  kills  with  guns,  knives,  bombs, 
and  automobiles.  He  kills  with  a 
rope,  an  electric  chair,  a  gas  cham- 
ber, and  a  cross.  He  kills  with  dope 
and  poison.  As  these  thoughts 
crossed  Dan's  mind,  pictures  of 
dead  men  whirled  through  his 
mysterious  dream  world.  Pictures  of 
John  Kennedy,  Martin  Luther 
King,  and  Robert  Kennedy.  Pic- 
tures of  victims  of  war  and  dis- 
ease, hate  and  ignorance. 

In  his  strange  dream,  Dan  saw 
himself  writing  new  verses  to  that 
psalm  which  asked  the  question, 
"What  is  man  that  thou  art  mind- 
ful of  him?  and  the  son  of  man, 
that  thou  visitest  him?"  "Thou 
madest  him  to  have  dominion  over 
the  beasts  of  the  field  and  the  fowl 
of  the  air,"  he  continued.  "Thou 
madest  him  to  have  the  knowledge 
to  erect  huge  factories  whose  pol- 
lution often  kills  the  fowl  of  the 
air  and  the  beasts  of  the  field. 

"Thou  madest  him  smart  enough 
to  invent  pesticides  that  will  kill 
animals  and  sometimes  himself. 
Thou  gavest  him  such  abundant 
knowledge  that  he  can  draw  up 
the  black  nectar  from  under  the 
earth  and  use  it  to  run  his 
machines  which  pollute  the  air; 
and  sometimes  he  spills  it  and  pol- 
lutes the  sea,  killing  the  fish  over 
which  he  has  dominion." 

What  is  man?  He  is  a  liar  and  a 
cheat;    an    adulterer  and    a    thief. 
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But  he  is  still  the  image  of  God  with 
the  potential  of  being  the  most 
glorious  and  honorable  of  God's 
creations. 

The  dream  came  abruptly  to  a 
halt  as  Dan  awoke  with  a  start. 
Overcoming  an  impulse  to  close  his 
eyes  and  doze  off  again,  he  rose 
and  walked  about  the  camp.  He 
stopped  beside  the  smouldering  em- 
bers of  what  had  recently  been  a 
big  campfire.  He  watched  the  thin 
wisps  of  smoke  waft  skyward  .  .  . 
toward  the  moon  and  the  stars — 
the  handiwork  of  God's  creation. 
The  words  sprang  to  his  mind 
again.  And  they  were  followed 
again  by  that  portion  of  the  verse 
which  asked,  "What  is  man  that 
thou  art  mindful  of  him?" 

With  furrowed  brow,  Dan 
stealthily  picked  his  way  through 
the  camp  looking  at  the  upturned 
faces  of  the  youngsters  wrapped 
snugly  in  their  blankets.  Suddenly 
the  answer  came  to  him  again. 
Man  is  the  image  of  God,  made  a 
little  lower  than  the  angels  and 
crowned  with  glory  and  honor. 

Looking  at  the  innocent,  young 
faces  on  the  ground  at  his  feet, 
Dan  could  not  help  thinking  how 
hard  it  was  for  anyone  other  than 
a  child  to  truly  compare  with  the 
image  of  God. 

Perhaps  someday  these  children 
would  grow  cynical  and  bitter  like 
so  many  of  their  elders.  Already 
they  had  seen  much  death  and  de- 
struction. But  Dan,  a  member  of 
an  Army  pacification  team,  knew 
their  innocence  was  unmarred. 

He  even  thought  for  a  second,  as 
he  looked  into  their  faces,  that  he 
could  see  the  "glory  and  honor" 
the  psalmist  had  written  about. 
And  it  seemed  he  could  hear  the 
angels  chanting  above  them.  But, 
no,  that  was  only  the  glow  of  the 
moon  and  the  stars  reflecting  on 
their  dark  skins  and  the  sound  of 
artillery  in  the  distance  shelling  a 
Vietcong  stronghold.     • 


Fall  Fund-Raising  Proje 


RIT  OF   GOOD  WILL— SELL  CHRISTMAS  CARDS 

,   to  follow  and  very  profitable.    No  experience  and  no  cash  is  necessary.    You  simp.1 
and  sell  the  cards.    Return  the  purchase  price  plus  postage  to  us  an 

,   Tamily  Training   Hour,  Scouts,   LWWB's,  Men's  Fellowships,   and   Mis- 


Sample  Kit 


You   ge 

one    sample    each   of    the 

following: 

S3915 

Silent    Night 

$1.25 

G  9529 

Silver    Radiance 

1.25 

G  9759 

Joyous    Christmas 

1.50 

G  9300 

Lustrous 

1.00 

G  9310 

Glad    Tidings 

1.00 

G  9760 

Christmas   Radiance 

1.50 

G  9548 

Christmas  Woodtones 

1.00 

G  9327 

Christmas   Remembrance 

1.00 

G  9558 

Glorious    Christmas 

1.25 

G  8969 

Christmas    Gift    Wrap 

1.50 

1971 

Scripture  Text   Calendar 

.50 

Regular   Price 

$12.75 

Postage 

.75 

$13.50 


YOUR   COST  ONLY   $5.99 
Limit:   One   Kit  to  a  Customer 


ft 


G  9760 


Quantity 

Cards 

in 
Catalog       Cacti        Retail 
Number        Box         Price 

712 
Boxes 

1324 
Boxes 

25-49 
Boxes 

50  UP 
Boxes 

CHRISTMAS   CARDS 

S3915         18          $1.25 

.60 

55 

.50 

45 
50 

G  9529        20           1.25 

.65 

60 

55 

G  9759        21           1.50 

.70 

.65 

.60 

.55 

•G9300        16           1.00 

.65 

.60 

.55 

5 

•G9310        16           1.00 

.65 

.60 

ss 

•G9760         21            1.50 

.90 

.85 

.80 

' 

"G9548        18           1.00 

.60 

.55 

.50 

- 

•■G9327        20           1.00 

.60 

.55 

.50 

45 

••G9558        18           1.25 

.70 

.65 

.60 

.55 

•  New 
••  Limited 
Assorted 

Quantities  Available 

oxes   qualify   for   quantity   p 

rices. 

CHRISTMAS   WRAP 

G  8969         20            1.50 
sheets 

.90 

.85 

.80 

.75 

SCRIPTURE   TEXT  CM.EN0U 

Quantity 
Desired 

Retail     25-        50-       100- 
Price       49           99          199 

200- 
299 

300- 
399 

400- 
499 

500 
Up 

.50        .35         .32         .30 

.29 

.28 

.27 

.26 

CITY 

G  9759  S3915  G  9327 

ORDER    FROM    YOUR    NEAREST    PATHWAY    BOOK    STORE    OR    CHURCH  OF  GOD  PUBLISHING  HOUSE   •    CLEVELAND,  TENNESSEE 


LIGHTED 


For  the  Love  of 
Loyalty  (4) 

If  God  Were  a  Man  (6) 

Humble  as  a  Child  (16) 

Clothed  by  the  Spirit  (18) 

The  One  Way  of 
Salvation  (22) 

The  Immoral  New 
Morality  (25) 

Insight  (26) 
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THE  POW  AND  THE  MIA 

I  was  deeply  moved  the  other  day  when  I  received 
a  letter  from  Martha.  Her  message  drew  me  up  short. 

You  see,  I  have  known  Martha  since  she  was  a  teen- 
ager sweating  through  difficult  college  courses.  Now 
she  is  a  young  married  woman  with  a  baby  girl  and 
is  teaching  Spanish  in  a  Montgomery  high  school.  I 
have  not  seen  her  since  her  teen-age  years. 

Several  years  ago  she  married  a  helicopter  pilot  who 
was  later  sent  to  Vietnam.  While  carrying  out  his 
duties  there,  his  machine  was  shot  from  the  sky. 
Through  word  brought  by  two  men  released  by  the 
Viet  Cong,  Martha  has  learned  that  her  husband  is 
living  and  is  a  prisoner  of  war. 

That  is  why  Martha  wrote  me.  She  wanted  me  to 
ask  the  readers  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  to  intercede 
with  God  for  the  protection  and  release  of  her  hus- 
band— and  for  any  other  prisoner  of  war  (POW)  or 
person  missing  in  action   (MIA). 

Martha  won't  mind  your  abbreviating  the  terms  as 
you  implore  God,  for  she  knows  God  will  comprehend 
the  meaning.  But  she  does  want  you  to  pray,  and  pray, 
and  pray. 

You  see,  Martha  was  reared  in  a  Christian  home, 
and  she  is  aware  that  God  answers  prayer.  So  she 
wants  us  to  pray — and  to  pray  earnestly — for  the  soon 
release  of  her  husband,  and  for  all  the  prisoners  of 
war  and  the  living  missing  in  action.  Let  us  pray. 

— Clyne  W.  Buxton,  editor 
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A  PEW  DAYS  AGO  I  stood 
awestricken  beneath  the 
arch  at  Natural  Bridge, 
Virginia.  Gripping  and  awesome 
was  the  experience.  Being  one  of 
the  seven  natural  wonders  of  the 
world,  this  magnificent  handiwork 
of  God  dwarfs  an  individual  as  he 
stands  beneath  it.  The  atmosphere 
is  serene  and  affords  a  genuine 
source  of  quietude  and  inspiration. 
Legend  has  it  that  the  Monocan 
Indians  called  this  natural  wonder 
"The  Bridge  of  God,"  and  they 
worshiped  it.  Today  we  do  not  wor- 
ship nature,  but  we  do  thank  God 
for  it.  Perhaps  nothing  soothes  a 
burdened  man's  soul  more  quickly 
than  taking  a  quiet  walk  in  the 
woods.  There  he  can  talk  to  God 
in  an  environ  made  by  the  Father 
and  unhampered  by  machines  and 
other  technology.  When  a  person  is 
close  to  nature,  it  is  easier  and 
more  natural  for  him  to  get  back 
to  the  basics  of  the  association  of 
man  with  his  God. 

Natural  Bridge  gave  me  that 
closeness-to-God  feeling,  and  I 
paused,  hushed  in  His  presence. 
High  overhead,  hidden  in  the  cliffs, 
loudspeakers  softly  wafted  grand 
old  hymns  of  the  church.  Gazing 
at  the  massive  rock  cliffs,  my  eyes 
caught  the  chiseled  initials,  "G.W.," 
and  a  plaque  related  that  youth- 
ful George  Washington  had  scaled 
the  sheer  cliff  up  twenty-three  feet 
and  carved  his  initials.  Washing- 
ton, who  did  a  land  survey  of  this 
natural  phenomenon,  was  deeply 
impressed  with  the  bridge. 

In  1774  Thomas  Jefferson  bought 
Natural  Bridge  and  the  surround- 
ing 157  acres  from  King  George 
III  of  England.  Jefferson,  forever 
interested  in  the  unusual,  visited 
his  property  often;  he  surveyed  it, 
and  personally  made  a  map  of  it. 
The  bridge  is  215  feet  high,  spans 
Cedar  Creek,  and  makes  two 
mountains  one.  A  road  leads  across 
the  bridge. 

John  Marshall  said  that  Natural 
Bridge  is  "God's  greatest  miracle 
in  stone."  "Man  expresses  the 
beauty  of  his  thoughts  by  making 


songs  and  poems  and  pictures  and 
sculpture,  but  God  has  expressed 
the  beauty  of  His  thought  by  cre- 
ating Natural  Bridge  in  Virginia," 
so  stated  Mildred  Seydell,  an  inter- 
nationally-known newspaper  wom- 
an. "Few  can  pass  under  Natural 
Bridge  without  a  strange  sensa- 
tion, and  God's  presence  being 
felt,"  she  continued. 

In  grandeur  and  silence  the 
bridge  gives  mute  testimony  to 
the  unhurried  millennium  of  ages 
past.  The  formation  of  the  bridge 
was  wrought  by  a  rushing  stream 
whetting  away  at  limestone  rock 
over  many,  many  years.  Though 
man  played  no  part  in  sculpturing 
this  strong  and  elegant  master- 
piece, he  has  displayed  reverent 
appreciation  for  it.  Nightly  the  bib- 
lical account  of  each  of  the  sev- 
en days  of  creation  is  related  from 
Scripture,  interspersed  with  such 
hymns  as  "Holy,  Holy,  Holy!"  "The 


Lord's  Prayer,"  and  "God  Be  With 
You." 

During  the  nightly  pageant  a 
massive  stage  is  formed  by  the 
mountainsides  on  which  colored 
lights  accentuate  the  mood  of  the 
very  excellent  music.  A  visitor 
wrote,  ".  .  .  soft  glowing  of  dif- 
fused light  moving  as  the  music 
moves — mingle  in  an  unforgettable, 
soul-stirring  andante  of  all  times 
— nature's  own  symphony  out  un- 
der the  stars  where  one  may  walk 
alone  with  God." 

Man  has  spanned  chasms,  has 
built  skyscrapers,  and  has  been  to 
the  moon.  Yet,  there  are  many 
things  he  cannot  do.  He  cannot 
equal  the  grandeur  of  Grand  Can- 
yon, or  the  sturdy  magnificence  of 
the  Rockies,  or  the  wonder  of  Nat- 
ural Bridge.  Nature  gives  mute  tes- 
timony to  the  ancient  God,  the  Al- 
mighty God,  the  eternal  God.  I 
thank  God  for  nature.   • 
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LOYALTY 


By   BENNIE  S.   TRIPLETT 


MO  ONE  APPRECIATES  a 
two-timing  beau  or  a  com- 
panion who  steps  out  on  his 
first  love.  For  one  to  be  disloyal 
to  his  home  or  family  is  almost 
unforgivable.  It  is  also  the  highest 
cowardice  to  run  out  on  your  team 
or  your  country  when  the  going 
gets  rough,  especially  if  you  pull  a 
Benedict  Arnold  and  join  the  op- 
position. 

But  what  about  loyalty  to  God 
and  His  church?  Can  God  count  on 
you  when  the  going  gets  tough? 
Can  the  church  depend  on  you 
when  it  really  needs  you?  Or  do 
you  drop  out  at  the  slightest  de- 
privation and  inconvenience?  Do 
you  only  play  ball  as  long  as  you 
can  bat  or  pitch,  because  that  is 
what  you  like  to  do?  Can  the 
church  really  count  on  you,  or  do 
you  come  and  go,  as  far  as  loyal- 
ty is  concerned?  Is  your  criterion 
one  of  ease  and  convenience, 
rather  than  one  of  principle  and 
distinctiveness?  Are  you  who  you 
are  and  what  you  are  under  all 
circumstances,  or  is  yours  a  cha- 
meleon existence? 

To  be  loyal  is  to  be  faithful 
and  true.  Actually,  being  loyal 
refers  to  being  lawful  and  legiti- 
mate. To  be  faithful  is  to  be  firm 
in  adherence  to  promises,  contracts, 
and  loyalties.  It  means  being  true 
in  your  affection  and  allegiance, 
and  being  worthy  of  confidence. 
Loyalty  adds  to  faithfulness  an 
unwillingness  to  be  tempted  to  de- 
sert or  betray.  To  be  true  is  to  be 
faithful  to  friends,  promises,  alle- 


giance— to  be  loyal.  When  one  con- 
siders what  it  means  to  be  untrue, 
unfaithful,  and  disloyal,  with  all 
its  multifaceted  implications,  is  it 
any  wonder  we  cry  out  "for  the 
love  of  loyalty"? 

Consider  the  divided  loyalties  that 
cancel  each  other  out.  Think  of 
the  many  positive  virtues  that  have 
no  chance  of  surviving,  because  of 
a  spineless  individual  who  has  di- 
vided loyalties  and  cannot  be 
counted  on  to  come  through  when 
they  are  needed  the  most.  Theirs  is 
a  "happenstance"  posture,  a  "may- 
be" position,  which  is  really  noth- 
ing for  sure  (Luke  16:13). 

While  all  forms  of  non-loyalty 
are  to  be  avoided,  I  suppose  gross 
disloyalty  is  its  most  severe  form. 
What  has  happened  to  the  kind  of 
loyalty  that  caused  imprisoned 
church  members  in  South  America, 
when  threatened  to  be  deported  to 
separate  towns  and  villages,  to  an- 
swer, "Then  we  will  start  a  new 
church  in  every  town  and  village." 
What  has  happened  to  the  kind  of 
loyalty  that  started  a  new  church 
every  time  a  member  moved  into 
a  new  town  or  was  transferred  to 
a  new  job? 

What  has  happened  to  the  kind 
of  loyalty  that  caused  people  and 
their  families  to  want  to  help  the 
small,  struggling  work,  to  want  to 
move  where  they  were  neeeded? 
The  harder  the  place,  the  more 
steadfast  and  determined  they 
were  to  overcome.  What  has  hap- 
pened to  the  loyalty  that  estab- 
lished the  church  or  a  mission  in 
each  country  where   a  Church  of 


God  soldier  was  stationed?  It  has 
happened  before,  and  I  know  it  is 
still  happening,  for  I  have  seen  it 
around  the  world.  Yet,  in  far  too 
many  places  the  opposite  is  also 
happening. 

What  has  happened  to  the  kind 
of  loyalty  that  saw  entire  families 
salvaged  and  serving  somewhere  in 
the  vineyard  of  the  Lord?  Far  too 
often  the  statement  "Like  father 
like  son"  is  not  given  as  compli- 
mentary. When  David  spoke  of 
God's  faithfulness,  he  said,  "Thy 
faithfulness  is  unto  all  genera- 
tions" (Psalm  119:90).  Parents,  we 
must  be  careful  not  to  sow  seeds 
of  disloyalty  and  discord  in  the 
lives  of  our  children.  We  must  be 
careful  lest  any  unstableness,  in- 
security, or  vacillation  plague  our 
offspring.  Many  times  a  father  who 
has  failed  to  love  the  church 
wholeheartedly  or  to  be  loyal  to  its 
total  program  often  finds  that  his 
children  have  little  or  no  concern 
for  the  church  or  the  things  of 
God. 

When  we  deal  haphazardly  with 
our  stewardship,  we  need  not  be 
surprised  if  our  children  dole  out 
their  pittance  helter-skelter,  or  not 
at  all.  When  our  church  member- 
ship means  little  or  nothing  to  us, 
we  need  not  be  alarmed  if  our  very 
own  live  aloof  from  the  claims  of 
God  and  His  daily  service.  We  must 
avoid  blaming  our  disloyalty  on  our 
children.  "I  would  go,  but  my  chil- 
dren .  .  ."  is  a  dangerous  stance. 

O  for  a  love  and  a  loyalty  that 
would  bring  us  down  to  earth,  and 
commit  us  totally  to  the  task  that 


Loyalty  to  Christ  impels  us  to  be 

faithful  in  both  our  attendance  and 

our  finances. 


is  at  hand.  How  blessed  I  was  on 
a  recent  visit  to  a  small  town 
church.  Seated  in  the  congregation 
was  a  young  man,  his  wife,  and 
son.  A  year  prior,  he  had  grad- 
uated from  one  of  our  state  col- 
leges. He  had  accepted  a  teaching 
job  in  a  ghost  town  that  is  hardly 
on  the  map.  Each  week  this  fam- 
ily drives  a  considerable  distance 
to  attend  the  Church  of  God.  The 
building  is  an  old  converted  one- 
room  school  building  that  had  been 
moved  into  the  town.  There  were 
no  rest  room  facilities  and  only 
makeshift  Sunday  school  space. 

Yet,  here  was  this  family  totally 
involved.  He  had  been  asked  to  be 
the  organist  of  a  fine  uptown 
church.  But  instead,  he  played  the 
antique  pump  organ  in  the  Church 
of  God.  He  could  have  sent  his 
tithes  to  his  father,  who  pastors  a 
small  town  church  nearby;  or  to 
his  uncle,  who  is  also  a  minister. 
But  instead,  his  tithe  had  helped 
set  two  new  records  for  this  little 
church.  After  the  service,  the  pas- 
tor informed  me  that  their  build- 
ing committee  was  making  real 
progress  and  that  this  brother  was 
serving  as  chairman  of  the  com- 
mittee. 

While  I  am  blessed  to  see  the 
loyalty  and  faithfulness  of  many, 
it  is  quite  discouraging  when  I  also 
see  otherwise.  Can  you  imagine 
what  one  family  would  mean  to  a 
new  church  in  a  mission  state. 
And  can  you  imagine  how  discour- 
aging it  would  be  to  a  sacrificing 
pastor  and  his  struggling  flock  to 
be  informed  that  two  new  church 


families  were  moving  to  their  city 
only  to  learn  that  these  new  fam- 
ilies had  decided  to  attend  and  join 
another  church?  Can  you  imagine 
how  demoralizing  such  news  can 
be  when  it  reaches  the  other 
churches  and  workers?  You  see,  in 
a  mission  state,  every  person 
counts;  every  opportunity  is  a 
once-in-a-1  i  f  e  t  i  m  e  proposition; 
every  move  is  almost  a  matter  of 
life  and  death. 

I  love  to  observe  college  students 
who  attend  the  local  Church  of 
God  and  participate  In  its  activi- 
ties as  though  it  were  their  home 
church.  I  love  to  see  servicemen 
and  their  families  as  involved  in  a 
Dakota  or  Alaska  Church  of  God 
as  they  were  in  North  Carolina  or 
Florida.  I  love  to  hear  of  young 
people  who  are  starting  out  in  life, 
and  yet  they  stick  with  their 
church  and  their  faith,  regardless 
of  its  geographical  location.  I 
loathe  the  attitude — I  am  Church 
of  God  only  when  at  home  and  "who 
knows  what"  elsewhere. 

This  is  an  appeal  for  a  return 
to  old-fashioned  church  loyalty. 
This  is  a  cry  against  a  fickle, 
namby-pamby  philosophy  that  ra- 
tionalizes away  the  work  of  the 
church  and  its  distinctive  task  on 
this  earth.  It  is  protest  against 
those  opportunist  who  chuck  the 
primary  claims  of  God  for  the 
loaves,  fishes,  status  and  prestige 
of  the  in  crowd.  The  Bible  says, 
"They  all  forsook  him  [Christ], 
and  fled"  (Matthew  26:56)  and  it 
was  when  the  going  was  the  tough- 
est and  His  local  prestige  was  the 


lowest. 

Christ,  however,  kept  right  on 
going  with  the  task  to  which  He 
had  been  assigned.  He  did  not  go 
across  town  or  across  country  and 
join  the  hedonists  (pleasure  vs. 
pain  clan).  He  endured  the  pain 
and  suffered  the  shame.  And  where 
do  we  stand,  in  the  light  of  His 
sacrifice?  And  what  is  our  faith- 
fulness to  the  faithfulness  of  God? 
And  where  would  the  Church  of 
God  be  today,  if  everyone  had  tak- 
en the  route  of  least  resistance? 
Thank  God  that  His  eternal  faith- 
fulness still  inspires  loyalty  and 
fidelity  today! 

The  church  deserves  your  loyal- 
ty, for  it  has  proved  itself  worthy 
of  such.  Its  steadfast  proclamation 
of  the  whole  Bible  rightly  divided 
and  its  pursuit  of  New  Testament 
government  and  discipline  are  more 
than  enough.  Its  energetic  out- 
reach for  the  lost  via  missions  and 
evangelism;  its  care  and  concern 
for  the  poor  and  underprivileged; 
its  educational,  counseling,  and  re- 
habilitative services  that  operate 
around  the  clock  and  around  the 
world;  its  ministry  and  laity  that 
serve  unselfishly  for  humankind; 
its  total  embrace  of  all  races,  ages, 
and  strata  by  multiple  and  varied 
ministries;  and  above  all,  its  his- 
toric, yet  contemporary,  insistance 
that  it  is  "not  by  might,  nor  by 
power,  but  by  my  Spirit,  saith  the 
Lord"  (Zechariah  4:6)  claim  our 
loyalty  and  steadfastness  that 
ought  to  be  unmoveable  and  al- 
ways abounding  in  the  work  of 
the  Lord   (1  Corinthians  15:58).   • 


IF  GOD  WERE  a  man  the 
most  beautiful  story  ever 
written,  in  a  very  real  sense 
your  story  and  my  story,  would 
have  to  be  done  over. 

Looked  back  on,  years  are  so 
short  it  seems  but  yesterday  that 
I  awoke  to  manhood  and  curled 
my  lip  at  what  I  saw.  About  me 
were  trappings  of  respectability, 
comfort,  home,  companionship,  se- 
curity— everything  I  should  have 
desired.  But  was  I  content?  No! 

Only  slowly  did  irritation  with 
the  square's  life  push  back  fear  of 
the  unknown  and  the  untried.  But 
that  other  world  drew  me,  enticed 
me,  became  the  constant  focus  of 
my  thoughts,  as  if  inside  me  was 
an  element  most  responsive  to  evil's 
magnet.  Yet,  knowing  nothing  oth- 
er than  the  Father's  goodness,  I 
had  to  bolster  my  resolution  with 
little  acts  of  scorn  and  words  of 
disrespect.  My  bitterness  grew  daily. 
My  pillow  hardened  and  sleep  fled. 
Questions  gurgled  up  out  of  the 
dark  recesses  of  my  soul.  "Why 
should  I  be  confined  to  this  place? 
Why  should  I  stay  within  these 
stuffy  boundaries  of  my  elders? 
Why?  When  out  there  .  .  .  aw,  yes 
.  .  .  out  there  ...  I  could  really 
live!  Am  I  not  my  own  boss?  Can 
I  not  do  as  I  please?" 

So  I  did.  I  went  to  the  Father 
and  said,  "I've  had  it!  Give  me 
my   inheritance!    I'm   leaving!" 

There  were-  no  regrets.  In  fact,  I 
did  not  look  back,  although  I  knew 
the  Father's  eyes  followed  me  a 
great  distance  down  the  road.  I 
shook  my  fist  at  the  heavens.  I 
laughed.  Free.  FREE.  FREE!  At  last 
I  was  out!  I  was  away!  On  my 
own!  "Hello,  world!"  I  yelled,  "Here 
I  come!" 

And  what  a  splash  I  made.  Wine, 
women,  laughter,  song,  these  were 
my  daily  bread.  So  insatiable  was 
my  lust  that,  when  things  at  hand 
failed  to  satisfy,  my  imagination 
obligingly  reached  out  and  grasped 
bacchanalian  delights  beyond  de- 
scription. How  full,  how  total,  how 
complete  my  indulgence!  How  swift 
my  days!  How  many  my  friends! 
How  corrupt  my  soul! 

Would  that  I  could  say  I  was  be- 
trayed. Would  that  I  could  find  ex- 
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cuse.  But  no.  I  asked  for  what  I 
found.  I  sought  it.  I  chose  it.  The 
fact  that  what  appeared  from  afar 
as  a  heavenly  oasis  turned  out  to 
be,  in  reality,  an  iniquitous  cess- 
pool in  no  wise  lessened  my  guilt. 
Nor  did  it  justify  my  choice. 

The  simple  truth  is,  I  blew  it! 
My  youth,  my  name,  my  talent, 
my  blessings,  my  character— all  of 
it  I  threw  to  the  wind. 

But  longest  of  all  I  kept  my  pride, 
scorning  circumstance,  blaming 
others,  excusing  myself.  Beggared 
and  friendless,  I  yet  held  close  that 
last  precious  coin.  Cast  out  and 
despised  I  still  wrapped  up  nightly 
in  my  cloak  of  vanity  and  vowed  to 


By  HOYT  E.   STONE 


do  better  tomorrow.  Strange,  per- 
haps, but  not  even  pride  would 
stick  by  me  in  the  pig  pen.  Amidst 
that  stink  and  in  the  process  of 
sipping  that  slop,  I  suddenly  felt 
my  last  treasure  slip  like  quicksil- 
ver through  my  fingers.  Then  I  had 
nothing!  I  was  nothing!  Just  a 
shell,  a  shadow,  an  echo  of  the 
past. 

As  the  pigs  sloshed  around  the 
husk  of  me,  I  decided  to  go  back  to 
my  Father's  house.  Maybe  it  was 
bold  of  me,  and  I  am  not  at  all 
certain  what  caused  me  to  think  of 
the  idea  but  I  suddenly  remembered 
the  servants  in  my  Father's  house. 
I  would  return  home  and  be  a  ser- 


//  God  were  a  man, 
He  would  have  as- 
signed me  the  lowest 
job  in  the  house. 


vant.  I  would  work  hard  and  serve 
faithfully  and  give  my  best.  And  I 
would  be  happy,  I  thought,  just  to 
eat  crumbs  and  live  in  the  stable. 

So,  footsore  and  weary,  I  headed 
home.  Now,  if  God  were  a  man,  He 
would  have  let  me  walk  every  pain- 
ful step  right  up  to  His  chair  on 
the  front  porch.  He  would  have 
looked  at  me  sternly,  without  a 
smile  or  any  kindness  in  his  face, 
and  He  would  have  said  by  every 
gesture,  "What  a  smelly,  miserable 
creature!" 

He  would  have  called  my  elder 
brother  from  the  fields  and,  with 
him  standing  close  and  with  an 
arm  on  his  shoulder,  He  would  have 
said,  "You  were  right,  Son,  the  sor- 


ry scamp  has  come  home." 

I  would  have  noticed  His  obvious 
love  and  pride  when  He  looked  at 
the  elder  of  us,  and  I  would  have 
felt  the  keen  edge  of  His  scorn 
when  He  turned  back  to  me. 

//  God  were  a  man,  He  would 
have  sent  runners  to  call  in  the 
neighbors  and  He  would  have  ig- 
nored me  while  they  gathered,  lis- 
tening neither  to  my  confessions 
nor  to  my  pleadings,  and  thinking 
my  tears  but  confirmed  His  con- 
cept of  my  worthlessness. 

And,  when  the  neighbors  had 
come  and  while  the  servants  all 
stood  around,  He  would  have  looked 
at  me  and  asked,  "Where  are  the 
blessings  I  gave    you?    Where    the 


riches?  Where  that  half  of  my 
estate?  What  have  you  done  with 
it?  On  whom  have  you  squandered 
it?" 

I  would  have  held  up  empty 
hands.  I  would  have  tried  to  speak 
and  there  would  have  been  no 
words.  After  an  eternity  of  humil- 
iation— total,  complete,  fully  de- 
served— I  would  have  heard  him 
agree.  "You  are  exactly  right,  boy," 
he  would  have  said,  "you  are  no 
son  of  mine.  I  am  not  sure  you 
are  fit  to  be  a  servant.  In  fact, 
I  doubt  it.  But  try  if  you  wish.  I 
will  see  if  you  can  earn  your 
keep." 

Then,  if  God  were  a  man,  He 
would  have  assigned  me  the  low- 
est job  in  the  house.  He  would  have 
instructed  the  head  servant  to  see 
that  I  worked  hard  and,  if  I  did 
not,  to  kick  me  out.  He  would  have 
gathered  the  neighbors  into  his 
house  and  He  would  have  laughed 
and  said,  "Kill  the  fatted  calf.  Let 
us  feast.  Let  us  drink.  Let  us  be 
merry  because  this  wretch  who 
robbed  and  abused  me  has  at  long 
last  received  his  just  desert." 

And  I  ...  I  would  have  stood 
in  the  night — hopeless,  alone.  I 
would  have  listened  to  their  merri- 
ment and  their  song,  knowing  that 
for  me  it  could  never  be.  I  would 
have  remembered  the  horror  of  my 
sin  and  felt  the  smothering  weight 
of  guilt.  I  would  have  cried  to  a 
deaf  sky,  "My  punishment  is  too 
much."  I  would  have  seen  the  ut- 
ter impossibility  of  any  morsel  of 
happiness  as  a  servant  after  hav- 
ing sipped  from  the  cup  of  life.  I 
would  have  despaired  even  as  Ju- 
das. I  would  have  wailed  as  only 
the  damned  wail.  And,  I  would 
have  fallen  on  my  dagger  forthwith 
or  blown  out  my  brains  and  sent 
my  cry  into  eternity. 

It  could  have  ended  no  other  way. 
There  would  have  been  no  other 
choice — that  is,  if  God  were  a  man. 

But,  as  untold  thousands  of  us 
know,  from  personal  experience 
and  from  the  story  as  told  by  Je- 
sus Christ  long  ago,  our  Father  is 
not  a  man.  He  is  God.  And  for- 
tunately for  us,  God  has  His  own 
way  of  doing  things  (read  Luke 
15:11-32).    • 


By  RAYMOND  JOHN  FLORY 


BILL  WILSON  stumbled  into 
the  kitchen.  Somehow  he 
found  his  way  to  the  coffee 
maker.  He  picked  it  up  and  gave  it 
a  hardy  shake.  There  was  some 
coffee  left.  He  turned  the  dial  on 
the  stove  and  presently,  the  aroma 
of  coffee  subdued  the  smell  of 
whiskey.  He  went  to  the  cupboard 
and  fumbled  for  a  cup.  Then  he 
sank  into  the  nearest   chair. 

It  sure  was  good  to  be  home. 
What  a  night!  Well  after  all,  a 
fellow  had  to  be  sociable,  did  he 
not?  He  had  not  touched  the  stuff 
in  six  months.  And  now  .  .  .  what 
was  the  use.  Mary  would  not  un- 
derstand him  anyway.  The  gang 
down  at  Morrie's  had  kept  kidding 
him  about  "being  on  the  wagon." 

He  slowly  raked  his  thin  fingers 
through  his  unruly,  brown  hair. 
And  all  this  had  started  with  just 
one  drink,  he  thought  as  he 
grabbed  for  the  coffee  maker.  Some 
of  the  coffee  spilled  on  his  sleeve 
as  he  poured  it  in  haste.  He  downed 
a  few  gulps  and  belched. 

Finally,  he  looked  at  his  watch. 
Eleven  p.m.  Well,  at  least  he  did 
get  in  before  midnight.  He  glanced 
at  the  calendar  on  the  wall. 
December  fifth.  .  .  .  Why,  tomorrow 
was  his  wife's  birthday!  Mary 
would  be  twenty-five.  He  thought. 
how  lovely  and  wonderful  she  still 
was  ...  as  beautiful  as  the  day 
they  had  walked  down  the  aisle 
three  years  ago.  He  soberly  looked 
down    at    his    coffee-stained    shirt 


sleeve.  He  felt  ashamed  as  he 
thought  about  his  drinking,  and 
how  it  was  breaking  up  their  home. 
Yet.  Mary's  love  for  him  was 
stronger  than  his  habitual  taste 
for  liquor. 

He  could  still  see  Mary,  crying  in 
the  kitchen  with  the  dining  room 
table  set  for  two.  And  in  the  living 
room,  the  Christmas  tree  was  deco- 
rated in  its  array  of  bulbs  and 
tinsel.  He  had  been  out  doing  some 
last-minute  shopping  that  had  end- 
ed up  in  a  drinking  spree  down  at 
Morrie's.  .  .  . 

He  straightened  himself  against 
the  chair  and  finished  the  coffee. 
Then  he  went  into  the  bathroom 
and  took  a  squinting  look  in  the 
mirror.  Was  the  sullen-eyed  char- 
acter in  the  mirror  really  Bill 
Wilson  or  just  a  mirage?  He  won- 
dered as  he  turned  on  the  cold 
water  and  drenched  his  face  with 
his  cupped  hands.  Well,  that  felt  a 
little  better.  Now  for  a  good  night's 
sleep.  He  flicked  the  switch  and 
tiptoed  toward  the  bedroom.  If  he 
was  lucky,  Mary  would  be  sound 
asleep.  She  had  always  been  a  deep 
sleeper. 

He  eased  the  door  ajar,  slipped 
out  of  his  shoes  and  tiptoed  toward 
the  bed.  He  heard  the  covers  stir — 
then  the  bedlight  flashed  on.  With 
her  hand  still  on  the  switch,  she 
turned  and  looked  sleepy  eyed 
toward  him.  "Bill,  where  have  you 
been?" 

Startled,  he  groped  for  the  right 


words.  "I — I  told  you  this  morning 
that  I  would  have  to  work  late.  I— 
I  just  didn't  get  home  as  early  as  I 
had  expected."  He  noticed  the  pen- 
sive expression  in  her  deep  blue 
eyes. 

"What's  wrong  Bill?"  she  asked 
anxiously.  "Have  you  been  drink- 
ing?" 

Ashamed,  he  put  his  hand  to  his 
face.  As  his  face  sank  deeper  into 
his  hands,  he  mumbled,  "I  guess  I 
had  one  drink  too  many.  .  .  ." 

She  tumbled  out  of  bed  and  threw 
her  arms  around  his  neck.  She 
kissed  him  gently  on  the  cheek  as 
his  strong  arms  held  her  close.  Her 
brown  hair  fell  against  his  shoul- 
der. 

"All  we  can  do,  Bill,  is  start  all 
over."  There  was  an  air  of  compas- 
sion in  her  soft  voice.  "I  would  like 
for  you  to  pray  with  me  tonight— 
and  ask  God's  forgiveness." 

"Pray?"  He  rubbed  his  chin.  "It 
has  been  a  long  time  since  we've 
prayed  together." 

"Yes,  I  know.  From  this  moment 
on— let's  meet  God  together  in  our 
morning  and  evening  devotions. 
You  made  a  mistake  tonight — and 
I  blame  myself  for  not  asking  you 
to  pray  with  me  about  this  problem. 
Remember— I  love  you— and  God 
answers  prayer." 

The  sunlight  glimmered  through 
the  kitchen  window  as  Bill  sat  up- 
right with  the  morning  paper.  The 
aroma  of  eggs,  coffee,  and  toast 
made  him  forget  last  night.  Just 
like  it  was  a  bad  dream  and  noth- 
ing else. 

"Bill,  your  eggs  are  getting  cold." 

He  dropped  the  paper.  "Oh! 
Sorry,  Mary.  Just  reading  about  the 
new  franchise  they  are  moving  to 
the  West  Coast." 

She  teased.  "Baseball!  Is  that  all 
you're  interested  in?" 

He  beamed.  "Not  in  the  least, 
my  sweet." 

She  buttered  his  toast.  "Know 
somethin',  Bill.  .  .  .?" 

Gulping  down  the  coffee,  he  re- 
plied, "No.  What?" 

"You  mean  you  don't  remem- 
ber?" She  wrinkled  her  pert  nose. 

He  shook  his  head. 

She  smiled.  "Today  is  my  birth- 
day."   • 


-T!>  f>*- 
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LEE   ALUMNI   HOMECOMINO 
Thanksgiving   r  .xy,    1970 


Wednesday  3:00  p.m 

8:00  a.m 

10:00  a.m. 

11:30  a.m 

1965.     Special 


Alumni  Delegate  Assembly  

Thursday 

Registration  (Administration  Building)  

Chapel  (Paul  L.  Walker,  speaker) 

Class  Reunions  _  . 

(Classes:    1930.    1935.     1940.     1945,    1950,    1955,    1960 
luncheon  In  Student  Center.) 
Basketball  game  (Vikings  vs.  Nvack.  N.  Y.,  $1.25)  2:00  pm 

Alumni   Banquet   (Holiday  Inn,   $2.75)    5:30  pm 

Music  Festival  (Main  Auditorium,  $1.50)  ....  8:00  p.m. 

Special  room  rates.  Holiday  Inn,  November  25-28,  1970.  Double, 
$12.50  per  night.  Each  child  over  twelve,  $2.  Under  twelve,  $1. 
Reservations  and  tickets  are  available  at  Lee  Alumni  Office,  Lee 
College,    Cleveland,- Tennessee   37311. 


Lemons 


By   HOYT  E.   STONE 


Walker 


YOU  GOING  THIS  year?" 
"Nope." 

"I  wouldn't  miss  it  for  any- 
thing. Haven't  always  gone,  mind 
you,  but  I  was  there  last  year.  Wow! 
Has    Alma    Mater    ever    changed!" 

"Another  reason  I'm  not  going." 

"Huh?" 

"Like  you  said,  change.  Too  much 
change.  Long  hair,  beards,  the  hip- 
pie scene.  I  can't  take  it.  Fact,  I 
can't  think  of  any  place  I'd  rather 
not  be  than  on  a  college  campus 
for  Thanksgiving." 

"Well — some  campuses,  maybe. 
But  not  Lee  College.  My  guess  is 
you're  more  likely  to  run  into  a  re- 
vival than  a  riot.  You  hear  about 
last  year?  Night  prayer  services? 
All  those  kids  getting  saved?" 

"I  haven't  heard  anything." 

"You  don't  get  the  Alumnus?  All 
those  letters  asking  for  money?  Any- 
thing?" 

"Not  a  word.  Not  in  twenty  years." 

"Have  you  sent  them  your  ad- 
dress?" 

"Well — eh — no.  I  guess  not.  Been 
— eh — sort  of  busy.  You  know  how 
it  is." 

"Paul  LaVerne  is  speaking  this 
year." 

"Walker?  From  Atlanta?" 

"That's  the  one.  The  chapel  will  be 
packed!  Man,  can  he  preach!" 


"Um-m-m-m.  You  make  it  sound 
interesting." 

"Look,  Joe,  I'm  not  kidding.  It's 
worth  the  trip  just  to  see  all  the 
new  buildings — Science  .  .  .  Library 
.  .  .  Administration  .  .  .  dormitories. 
We've  got  a  real  college!  Something 
to  be  proud  of.  And  it's  growing. 
Growing  right  while  some  other 
schools  are  cashing  in  the  »*^ps. 
Over  one  thousand  <«ie  hundred 
students  thi*  year.  Why  don't  you 
er>  witn  me?  Take  the  whole  fam- 
ily?" 

"I  don't  know." 

"We'll  have  Thanksgiving  dinner 
right  in  the  cafeteria  with  the  kids." 

"Where  will  we  stay?" 

"Holiday  Inn.  Look.  Here's  a  pro- 
gram. Special  room  rates  at  the 
Holiday  Inn,  $12.50  per  night,  per 
couple.  I  tell  you,  Joe,  folks  in 
Cleveland  act  like  they're  glad  to 
have  us  come  around.  It's  two  dol- 
lars extra  for  a  child  over  twelve. 
One  dollar,  if  under  twelve.  And 
look  at  the  activities.  A  basketball 
game!  Music  Festival!  Alumni  Ban- 
quet! Alumnus  of  the  Year  award! 
The  works!" 

"What's  this  Alumnus  of  the  Year 
thing?" 

"Honor.  Each  year  the  Alumni  As- 
sociation scans  the  field  and  honors 
the  person  who  has  made  the  most 


significant  contribution  to  Lee  Col- 
lege and  the  Church  of  God.  James 
Cross,  Charles  Conn,  James  Steph- 
ens, David  Lemons,  W.  C.  Byrd. 
These  are  some  of  the  names.  Fel- 
lows we  know  well." 

"Who's  it  goin^  w  be  this  year?" 

"No  to»^g-  It  will  be  announced 
»*  cne  banquet." 

"Well — eh — maybe  I  ought  to — " 

"Sure.  Shall  I  make  your  reserva- 
tions?" 

"It  would  be  nice  to  see  the  place 
again  and  meet  some  old  chums. 
More  important  though,  I've  some 
children  who  are  almost  college 
age.  I'd  like  them  to  go  to  Le«  Col- 
lege some  day." 

"Then  take  them  for  a  visit — for 
the  Lee  Alumni  Homecoming." 

"All  of  them?" 

"Sure.  You  can  ride  with  me." 

"Hold  it,  Charlie.  What  you  don't 
know  is  that  since  we  were  in  school 
together  the  Lord  has  blessed  me 
with  a  large  family." 

"That's  okay.  The  more  the  mer- 
rier." 

"All  the  kids?  My  wife?  My  moth- 
er-in-law?" 

"Bring  them." 

"All  ten?" 

"Sure!  You  see,  Joe,  what  you 
don't  know  is  that  I'm  now  driving 
charter  for  Greyhound."  • 


The 
Young  Child 

ff#s  and 
jj  Death 


f 


A.  Devaney,  Inc. 


OW  DO  WE  talk  about 
death  to  the  very  young 
U  cmw)  In  today's  world 
with  so  many  icn~«  of  communi- 
cations, we  cannot  sn^-*  ^he 
child  from  death  nor  should  we 
try  to  do  so  in  any  case.  But,  how 
do  we  cope  with  the  subject?  How 
do  we   explain   it   to   them? 

When  I  was  seven  years  old,  a 
little  girl  in  my  second  grade  class 
was  struck  by  a  car  one  Satur- 
day morning  and  killed  instantly. 
How  well  I  remember  that  terrible 
Monday  after  the  accident  hap- 
pened. We  came  to  class  and  we 
saw  her  empty  desk  and  then, 
one  after  the  other,  we  started  to 
cry.  Carol  had  been  my  friend, 
and  I  was  one  of  the  children 
crying.  I  realize  now  that  our 
teacher  was  not  surprised  by  our 
actions.  Nor  was  she  unprepared 
to    cope    with    them. 

"Carol  was  a  wonderful  little 
girl,  wasn't  she?"  said  our  teacher 
in  a  gentle  tone.  "Let's  talk  about 
the  things  we  remember  best 
about  Carol  for  a  little  while." 

We  all  started  talking  and  our 
teacher  went  along  with  us.  After 
a  little   time   had   passed,   without 


By  MARY  LOUISE  KITSEN 


comment,  she  removed  her  jacket 
and  laid  it  on  her  desk.  Then,  as 
we  talked,  she  walked  to  one  side 
of  the  room.  None  of  us  thought 
anything  of  this.  When  the  room 
was  warm,  our  teacher  often  re- 
moves  her   jacket   or   sweater. 

Suddenly,  uM  teacher  asked  us 
a  very  odd  question  (or  so  we 
thought  at  the  moment).  "u».n 
my  jacket  hear  what  you're  say- 
ing, children?"  she  asked.  Con- 
fused at  why  teacher  would  ask 
such  a  silly  question,  we  said  it 
couldn't  hear  what  we  were  say- 
ing.   Of    course    not! 

"But,"  asked  teacher  gently, 
"has  taking  off  my  jacket 
changed  me?  Or  am  I  still  the 
same  teacher  you  know  so  well?" 
We  all  agreed  that  taking  off  her 
jacket  did  not  change  our  teacher 
one  bit. 

"Well,  children,"  she  said,  "that's 
what  death  is  like."  Teacher  spoke 
so  softly  then  that  we  had  to 
strain  to  hear  her.  "Our  bodies 
are  just  an  outer  covering  that 
we  wear  on  earth.  When  death 
comes,  we  take  off  that  covering 
but  inside  we  stay  the  same.  It 
is    this   spirit,   the   people    we    are 


inside,  that  joins  God  after  death. 
The  wonderful  little  things  we 
have  been  talking  about  in  Carol 
are  all  part  of  the  Carol  that  will 
never   die." 

"You  mean  Carol  is  still  alive?" 
asked   one   boy. 

"Not  in  the  sense  of  living  as 
we  know  life  on  this  earth.  But 
her  spirit  lives.  It's  very  sad  that 
Carol  had  to  leave  us  on  earth  so 
soon.  But  death  is  not  to  be 
feared,  children.  How  could  going 
to  God  be  something  to  be  afraid 
of?" 

"Does  it  matter  that  Carol  went 
to  a  different  church  than  I  do?" 
asked   another   classmate. 

"God  loves  all  of  His  children," 
said  teacher  simply. 

That  evening  when  I  told  my 
mother  and  father  what  my 
teacher  had  said,  I  remember  that 
my  dad  said  that  my  teacher  was 
most  certainly  a  Christian.  I  didn't 
know  it  then  but  I  had  learned 
two  things  that  day.  I  had  learn- 
ed what  death  was,  and  I  had 
learned  something  else — something 
that  I  was  not  to  understand  un- 
til a  few  years  later  ...  for  you 
see,  while  I  was  a  Baptist,  Carol 
had  been  a  Catholic  child.  And 
teacher?  My  teacher  was  a  Jewish 
Christian.  How  right  my  teacher 
was.  God  does  love  all  of  His  chil- 
dren. 

The  answer  to  telling  the  young 
child   about  death? 

Make  it  simple?  Make  it  nat- 
ural. Make  it  short.  Make  the 
child  see  that  death  is  not  a  thing 
to  be  feared,  not  a  thing  to 
worry  about.  And  most  of  all,  try 
to  understand  what  my  second 
grade  teacher  meant  as  she  talk- 
ed with  her  classroom  of  heart- 
broken, bewildered  children.  Re- 
alize how  right  she  was.  We  leave 
behind  these  worldly  bodies  but 
we  take  our  spirits  with  us  to 
that  world  where  God  waits,  to 
that  mysterious  heaven  which  we 
cannot  know  before  we  go  there; 
but  we  need  not  fear,  because 
God  is  there  and  Him  we  do 
know. 

We  understood  on  that  sad 
Monday  so  long  ago.  So  will  your 
child.    • 
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Combination 

Offer 


Subscribe  to  the  Lighted  Pathway  for  one  year  and  receive  an  unusually 
fine  devotional  guide 


That's  right. 
Lighted  Pathway—  only  $2.00  (regularly  $1.50) 

Total  cost  for  both—just  $2.00 


The  Lighted  Pathway,   a 

41 -year-old  periodical,  is 

a  leading  evangelical 

publication    of  America, 

and  you   should  have 
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Daily  Light,  a  374  page  devotional  book,  is  arranged  lor 
morning  and  evening  devotions  Used  daily  in  devotions  at 
the  Church  ot  God  Publishing  House,  this  marvelous  volume 
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year  alter   year. 
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The  Highland  Park,   Ky.,   scouts  and   leaders. 


for  God 
and  Country 


DURING  THE  observance  of 
National  Scout  Week  the 
Highland  Park  Church  of 
God  recognized  the  boy  scouts  of 
Troop  45  and  the  cub  scouts  of 
Pack  45  for  their  achievements  in 
scouting  with  a  special  Sunday 
morning  program.  It  has  been  a 
little  more  than  three  years  since 
the  Reverend  John  Black  felt  that 
the  sponsoring  of  a  scout  unit 
could  add  to  the  outreach  and  com- 
munity involvement  of  the  church. 
The  scouting  program  is  unique 
in  that  it  is  organized  and  pro- 
moted by  professional  scouters,  and 
training  is  provided  for  all  lead- 
ers, along  with  literature,  supplies, 
and    planned    programs;     but    the 


operation  and  control  of  each  in- 
dividual unit  is  left  strictly  to  the 
sponsoring  institution. 

With  six  boys  and  some  men  of 
the  church  that  were  concerned 
with  the  needs  of  young  men,  the 
scout  troop  had  its  beginning.  The 
scouting  program  has  grown  now 
to  a  total  of  over  fifty  boys,  which 
includes  four  of  the  original  boys. 
The  boy  scout  troop  under  the  lead- 
ership of  Scoutmaster  Eugene 
Hack,  along  with  committee  chair- 
man Floyd  Gibson,  has  established 
a  record  and  name  that  is  recog- 
nized throughout  the  community 
as  an  outstanding  one. 

Scoutmaster  Hack  has  deter- 
mined that  Troop  45  would  be  one 


of  the  top  units,  and  in  accomplish- 
ing this  goal  he  also  has  been 
awarded  some  of  the  highest  hon- 
ors in  scouting.  With  a  sizable  col- 
lection of  blue  ribbons,  earned  over 
the  three-year  period,  the  troop  has 
come  to  be  known  as  a  "Blue  Rib- 
bon Troop."  The  troop  has  acquired 
four  large  tents  along  with  con- 
siderable other  equipment,  includ- 
ing a  nice  trailer  and  a  used 
church  bus.  The  troop  has  record- 
ed over  sixty  days  and  nights  of 
outdoor  camping,  has  logged  over 
230  miles  of  hiking,  and  has  won 
the  National  Camping  Award  two 
years  in  succession.  An  equally  im- 
portant record  has  been  the  rec- 
ognition    which     the     troop     has 


12 


By  JOHN    E.    BLACK 


earned  for  its  leadership  in  reli- 
gious activities  during  its  short 
existence. 

Each  year  at  summer  camp  the 
boys  of  the  troop  have  been 
praised  for  their  contribution  to 
the  camps'  religious  program.  The 
boys  also  conduct  their  own  devo- 
tions and  worship  services  while 
taking  part  in  camping  trips  and 
hikes.  These  personal  devotions  are 
very  inspiring.  On  one  occasion  dur- 
ing a  strenuous  and  lengthy  two- 
day  hike  with  full  packs,  the  devo- 
tion seemed  to  be  divinely  inspired. 

The  boys  paused  on  the  morning 
of  the  second  day  after  completing 
a  very  difficult  climb  over  rugged 
terrain  for  their  morning  Bible 
study.  As  they  removed  their  packs 
and  dropped  exhausted  in  the  grass 


alongside  the  road,  the  Word  of 
God  was  opened  and  how  refresh- 
ing the  study  was.  Their  scripture 
reading  was  taken  from  Isaiah  40: 
31:  "But  they  that  wait  upon  the 
Lord  shall  renew  their  strength; 
they  shall  mount  up  with  wings  as 
eagles;  they  shall  run  and  not  be 
weary;  and  they  shall  walk,  and 
not  faint."  It  seemed  the  Scrip- 
tures leaped  with  life  and  took  on 
more  meaning  for  the  students  as 
they  sat  in  the  midst  of  God's  great 
handiwork. 

Two  scouts,  Steve  Black  and 
Steve  Gibson,  were  recently  pre- 
sented their  God  and  Country 
Awards  after  a  year  of  extensive 
research,  study,  and  service  about 
and  for  the  church.  They  were  un- 
der the  guidance  of  the  Reverend 


Benny  Perez  presents  God  and  Country  Awards 
to  Steve  Gibson  and  Steve  Black  while  the  boys' 
parents  look  on.  (right)  Pastor  John  Black  is 
photographed  with  the  two  scouts. 


Benny  Perez,  our  Minister  of  Chris- 
tian Education. 

The  cub-scout  pack  was  added 
to  the  program  at  the  beginning 
of  the  second  year  and  has  grown 
so  rapidly  that  it  has  surpassed  the 
boy  scout  troop  in  the  number  of 
boys  registered.  The  cub  pack,  pick- 
ing up  from  the  example  set  by 
the  boy  scout  troop  let  it  be  known 
from  the  beginning  that  it  too  was 
going  to  be  an  outstanding  unit. 
Sonny  Blair,  serving  as  cubmaster, 
along  with  the  assistant  cubmaster 
Mack  Poole  and  den  mothers  Nan- 
cy Poole  and  Barbara  Gibson  com- 
prised the  leadership  of  the  pack 
and  the  boys  quickly  established 
Pack   45   as   a   top   unit. 

Many  of  the  boys  have  ad- 
vanced to  the  boy  scout  unit  prov- 
ing their  abilities  acquired  in  their 
cub  scout  experiences.  The  cub- 
scout  pack  has  received  the  Na- 
tional Summertime  Pack  Award 
both  years,  along  with  numerous 
other  awards  earned  for  district 
and  council-wide  activities. 

The  church  feels  that  its  involve- 
ment in  the  scout  program  has 
added  greatly  to  its  overall  pro- 
gram of  outreach  in  helping  the 
young  men  of  the  church  and  com- 
munity, and  the  scout  troop  con- 
siders the  sponsorship  of  the  unit 
by  the  church  as  one  of  its  most 
important  assets.  The  church  has 
supplied  the  leadership— Christian 
men  who  have  injected  into  the 
unit  a  strong  religious  influence, 
which  is  a  very  important  and  in- 
tegral part  of  the  scouting  pro- 
gram. Has  your  church  considered 
adding  the  scouting  program  to  its 
outreach?   • 
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By  ALICE   KIMOFF 


ALKING,    WALKING    ON 

a  still  day   in  fall  when 

fog    drifts    in    from    the 

sea,     and     red     and     gold    leaves 

slowly    fall,    like    silent    tears    for 

the    dying    year. 

Walking  in  snowy  winter  woods 
and  stopping  to  listen  as  the  si- 
lence is  broken — reverently — by 
the  tinkle  of  icicles,  like  bells  ring- 
ing  far   off. 

Walking  by  the  river  in  the 
green  mist  of  spring,  when  the 
air  is  soft  and  full  of  the  scent  of 
new  alder  leaves.  Walking  in  the 
sun-soaked  lanes  of  summer,  with 
butterflies  flitting  over  wild  flow- 
ers. 

My  four  children  often  walk 
with  me,  and  they  have  helped 
me  discover  the  wonder  in  find- 
ing the  first  silvery  pussy  willows 
in  spring,  the  shyest  of  wild  flow- 
ers in  summer,  and  spider  webs 
jeweled   with    dew   in   autumn. 

Michael,  my  son,  once  brought 
me  a  furry  caterpillar,  saying, 
"Its  just  a  worm  dressed  up 
fancy    in    a    fur    coat!" 

And,  on  one  of  our  walks,  my 
daughter  Lorilee  gazed  up  at  the 
bright  face  of  a  sunflower  taller 
than  she  and  asked,  "Mommy,  is 
God  in  that  flower?" 

I  looked  at  the  proud  flower 
yearning  toward  the  sun,  saw  the 
perfection  of  its  circle  of  yellow 
petals,  studied  the  pattern  of  its 
golden  ring  of  seeds,  saw  the  in- 
credible living  green  of  its  leaves, 
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WONDER 


immb 


translucent,  like  stained  glass  shot 
through  with  sunlight. 

"Yes,"  I  answered  her;  "God  is 
in  that  flower." 

My  two  older  children  are  in 
school  now;  and  since  they  have 
many  friends  and  much  home- 
work, they  are  not  as  likely  to 
suggest  a  walk  as  when  they  were 
younger.  But  one  morning  in  late 
autumn,  I  skipped  my  morning 
coffee  when  Lorilee  suggested, 
"Why  don't  you  bring  Julie  and 
Rosanne  and  walk  with  Michael 
and  me  to  school?" 

We  stepped  from  the  heat  of 
the  house  into  the  fresh  rain- 
washed  morning.  Rain  was  still 
falling,  and  Michael  held  the  big 
red  unbrella  over  us.  We  drew 
deep  breaths  of  the  cold,  cedar- 
scented  air;  and  three-year-old 
Rosanne  laughed  with  joy  as  the 
wind  blew  her  a  last  bright  au- 
tumn leaf.  Julie,  four,  skipped 
along  beside  me,  holding  tight  to 
Lorilee's  lunch  kit,  and  announced 
that  she  was  going  to  school  too. 

As  we  walked,  a  thin  edge  of 
gold  began  to  gleam  behind  the 
row  of  dark  evergreens  fringing 
the  eastern  horizon.  Blue  sky  un- 
veiled itself  overhead,  but  clouds 
still  dropped  curtains  of  rain  in 
a  valley  to  the  westward. 

Suddenly,  the  gleam  of  gold 
brightened,  and  the  sun  shone. 
The  children  gasped  in  wonder  as 
a  brilliant  rainbow  appeared 
above  the  valley.  Its  span  of 
colors  shimmered  like  an  enchanted 


A  walk  in  winter  brings  the  delight  ot 
crunching  through  crisp  snow. 


Rain  patterns  and  pond 
reflections 


bridge  to  heaven.  I  was  glad  I 
had  left  the  comfort  of  the  house 
to  share  this  magical  moment 
with  my  children. 

Walking  alone,  as  occasionally 
I  must  do,  I  enjoy  the  plip-plop 
of  rain  on  my  red  umbrella  as  I 
think  some  problem  out  to  a  sat- 
isfactory conclusion  or  regain  the 
serenity  lost  during  a  hectic  day 
of  household  chores  and  active 
children. 

The  landscape,  caught  in  the 
miniature  lakes  the  rain  creates, 
is  blurred  by  the  wind  into  im- 
pressionistic shapes.  I  drop  my  fears 
and  tensions  into  the  small  lakes 
and  watch  them  become  little  noth- 
ings as  they  merge  with  the  land- 
scape reflections. 

On  a  sunless  day  in  February,  I 
once  walked  and  talked  with  a  dear 
friend  beside  a  frozen  lake.  The 
friend  had  problems,  and  I  listened 
sympathetically  as  she  became  more 
sad  and  bitter  about  the  blows  life 
had  dealt  her. 


Then  the  gloom  of  the  day  lift- 
ed as  the  sun  shone.  It  was  near 
sunset,  and  the  ice  held  the  redden- 
ing light  of  the  sinking  sun.  Where 
trees  overhung,  long  blue  shadows 
reached  toward  the  center  of  the 
lake  and  turned  purple  as  they 
merged  with  the  sun  colors.  My 
friend  wanted  to  talk,  but  I  urged 
her  to  watch  the  sunset  for  a  min- 
ute. 

Clouds  flaunted  their  red  and 
gold-like  banners  against  the  dark- 
ening western  sky.  As  the  sun  sank 
lower,  a  single  cloud  blazed  like  a 
crimson  fire;  and  just  before  the 
sun  dropped  from  sight,  the  cloud 
was  reflected  in  the  blue  lake  ice, 
where  for  a  brief  instant  it  glowed 
like  a  huge  amethyst. 

My  friend  began  to  speak  of  her 
problems  again,  but  the  bitterness 
had  left  her  voice,  and  her  face  was 
more  hopeful.  The  walk  at  sunset 
had  given  her  a  gift  of  inspiration 
— a  new  outlook  on  life.  • 
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'Our  Father  which  art  in  heaven. 


Humble 
as  a 

Child 


RELIGIOUS   NEWS   SERVICE   PHOT 


I 


T  WAS  WHILE  I  was  read- 
ing through  an  old  copy  of  a 
Sunday  school  paper,  basking 
for  a  few  pleasant  moments  in 
reveries  of  my  childhood,  that  I 
was  suddenly  jolted  out  of  my  com- 
placent memories. 

The  Bible  story  contained  in  the 
yellowing  publication  which  I 
stared  down  at  was  about  Jesus. 
It  told  how  the  disciples  once  came 
to  Jesus,  asking,  "Who  is  the  great- 
est in  the  kingdom  of  heaven?" 

After  listening  to  their  question, 
Jesus  called  a  little  child  to  Him. 
He  stood  in  the  midst  of  His  dis- 
ciples with  His  hands  on  the  child's 
shoulders. 

"Verily,  I  say  unto  you,  Except 
ye  be  converted,  and  become  as  lit- 
tle children,  ye  shall  not  enter  in- 
to the  kingdom  of  heaven,"  Jesus 
said  to  those  who  were  gathered 
around  Him  and  the  child.  "Who- 
soever therefore,  shall  humble  him- 


self as  this  little  child,  the  same  is 
greatest  in  the  kingdom  of  heav- 
en." 

A  simple  story.  A  pleasant  par- 
able. 

Yes,  but  it  is  more — much  more. 
And  it  was  not  until  more  than 
twenty  years  after  I  brought  home 
that  Sunday  school  magazine  and 
looked  at  the  story  again  that  I 
realized  what  Jesus  meant. 

As  a  child,  I  had  attended  Sun- 
day school  regularly.  I  had  prayed 
before  every  meal  and  before  I  went 
to  bed.  I  had  eagerly  read  the  Bi- 
ble and  we  had  had  weekly  fam- 
ily discussions  regarding  the  Scrip- 
tures. I  thought  of  God  every 
time  some  new  wonder  of  the  world 
became  mine  to  explore;  when  I 
first  peeked  into  a  bird's  nest  and 
saw  those  tiny  eggs  had  magically 
become  baby  robins,  when  I  crept 
to  the  windows  of  my  bedroom  to 
be  a  rapt  audience  for  the  emerg- 


By   NEAL   NEITZEL 
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ing  grandeur  of  another  bright 
dawn. 

Even  as  a  teen-ager,  I  had  be- 
longed to  numerous  church  activi- 
ties. I  had  taken  great  pride  on 
being  confirmed  in  my  faith.  I  had 
joined  the  choir  and  had  helped 
lead  youth  fellowship  meetings. 
Then,  I  had  attended  church  wor- 
ship services  with  the  same  inter- 
est and  searching  attentiveness 
that  those  years  of  Sunday  school 
training  had  held  for  me. 

When  does  a  person  begin  to  drift 
away  from  the  humble  faith  of 
childhood?  What  happens  to  inter- 
vene between  God  and  grownups? 

These  were  the  disturbing  ques- 
tions that  cried  silently  out  at  me 
as  I  scanned  that  time-worn 
church  story  paper. 

Oh,  yes,  I  still  went  to  church. 
Sometimes.  I  made  a  fair-sized  an- 
nual financial  contribution  and  I 
tried  to  live  in  accordance  with  the 
faith  that  was  mine. 

But  somewhere  along  the  line,  I 
had  forgotten  about  being  humble. 
No,  not  the  dictionary  meaning  of 
the  word.  That  is  not  what  Jesus 
meant.  He  did  not  want  His  dis- 
ciples to  have  low  estimations  of 
themselves  or  to  be  submissive  or 
humiliated  by  the  world.  Jesus  was 
saying  that  we  should  be  humble 
unto  the  Lord,  that  we  should  wor- 
ship and  obey  God  with  the  pure, 
trusting  faith  that  we  had  had  as 
children. 

After  I  discovered  that  forgotten 
story  paper  and  thought  about  its 
contents  for  a  long  while.  I  thought 
again  too  about  the  thrill  of  watch- 
ing the  luminous  gold  of  a  sunrise 
or  the  vivid  crimson  of  a  sunset. 
Of  the  nice  home  and  fine  life  our 
family  enjoyed  every  day. 

That  evening,  my  wife  and  I 
slipped  quietlv  into  the  bedrooms 
where  our  children  slept.  I  recalled 
the  time  I  had  looked  into  that 
robin's  nest,  and  I  marveled  again 
at  the  miracle  of  birth  while  I 
looked  down  at  my  daughter  and 
then  at  my  son. 

In  that  moment,  I  felt  humble 
unto  God — humble  and  exceedingly 
thankful  for  all  that  I  had  been 
given.  It  is  a  feeling  I  will  try  my 
best  not  to  lose  again.   • 
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Clothed 


Bg  The  Spirit 


By   HELEN   SWANSON 


OD  CLOTHES  HIS  children. 
Just  as  the  natural  body 
must  be  clothed,  our  souls 
must  be  clothed. 

Jesus  told  His  disciples  to  "Tarry 
.  .  .  until  ye  be  endued  with  power 
from  on  high"   (Luke  24:49). 

"Stay  in  the  city,  until  you  are 
clothed  with  power  from  on  high. 
Clothed,  you  said?  That  is  a  pow- 
erful verb. 

The  Greek  word  for  "clothing"  is 
enduma.  From  this  word,  enduma, 
we  get  the  Engligh  word  "endue." 
The  translators  of  the  King  James 
Version  of  the  Bible  took  advan- 
tage of  this  link  and  came  up  with 
the  verse,  "Tarry  .  .  .  until  ye  be 
endued  with  power"    (Luke  24:49). 

If  we  substitute  "clothed"  for 
"endued"  this  sentence  becomes 
stronger.  "Stay  .  .  .  until  you  are 
clothed  with  power." 

Why  should  a  Christian  be 
clothed  in  the  Holy  Spirit?  I  ask 
you,  why  do  you  wear  clothes? 

First,  we  wear  clothes  to  conceal 
our  body.  In  Genesis  3:7  we  read 
that  Adam  and  Eve  ".  .  .  sewed  fig 
leaves  together  and  made  them- 
selves aprons."  Why?  Because  they 
realized  they  were  naked  and  need- 


ed to  be  covered.  A  new-born 
Christian,  or  any  Christian,  needs 
to  be  clothed  with  the  Holy  Spir- 
it because  his  soul  needs  protec- 
tion from  the  wicked  one,  the  dev- 
il. 

Another  use  of  clothing  is  for 
warmth.  During  the  winter  months 
when  the  temperature  stays  near 
the  zero  mark,  it  feels  good  to  have 
a  fur-lined  coat  to  wear  outside. 
The  same  is  true  spiritually.  When 
the  Holy  Spirit  clothes  a  man,  the 
man's  heart  is  warm  with  God's 
love.  The  Spirit  warms  the  soul  of 
the  Christian  in  this  cold,  cold 
world. 

Clothing  is  used  for  identi- 
fication. It  distinguishes  the  sexes 
— or  used  to.  Deuteronomy  22:5 
tells  us,  "The  woman  shall  not  wear 
that  which  pertaineth  unto  a  man, 
neither  shall  a  man  put  on  a 
woman's  garment:  for  all  that  do 
so  are  abomination  unto  the  Lord 
thy  God." 

Just  as  clothes  identify  the  per- 
son, it  also,  marks  the  individual. 
The  kind  of  clothes  you  wear  usu- 
ally fits  your  personality.  The 
Christian  baptized  in  the  Holy 
Spirit  has  within  him  the  identifi- 


cation with  God. 

Then,  clothing  is  for  adornment. 
We  may  have  a  closet  full  of  dif- 
ferent styles  of  clothes,  but  when 
we  are  clothed  with  the  Holy  Spir- 
it, we  have  been  decorated  with  the 
power  of  God  Almighty. 

Finally,  clothing  establishes  au- 
thority. The  queen  of  England  is 
clothed  with  power  when  she  wears 
the  royal  garments.  The  police- 
man, when  he  wears  his  uniform, 
has  authority.  The  Judge  of  the 
Supreme  Court  has  power  when  he 
wears  his  robe. 

Likewise,  the  Christian  who  has 
been  filled  with  the  Holv  Spirit  is 
clothed  with  authority.  Elisha  was 
clothed  with  power  after  he  put  on 
Elijah's  mantle.  Aaron,  the  Hebrew 
high  priest,  was  clothed  with  pow- 
er when  he  wore  his  priestlv  gar- 
ments. Jesus  was  clothed  with  pow- 
er when  He  was  baptized  in  the 
Jordan  River.  "And  the  Holy  Ghost 
descended  .  .  .  upon  him"  (Luke 
3:22). 

Have  you  been  clothed  by  the 
Holy  Spirit?  If  you  have  not,  may 
I  suggest  that  you  "tarry  .  .  .  until 
you  be  endued  [clothed]  with  pow- 
er from  on  high"   (Luke  24:49).   • 
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Angela 


Congratulations  to  Miss  Angela 
Wetherington  of  Valdosta,  Geor- 
gia. Angela,  a  seventeen-year-old 
graduating  senior  of  Valdosta 
High  School  (VHS),  has  excelled 
in  academic  circles  as  well  as  in 
extracurricular  activities.  Angela 
was  elected  to  serve  as  president 
of  the  Beta  Club  during  her 
freshman  year.  In  her  last  three 
years  of  high  school  she  served 
on  the  student  council,  during 
which  time  she  was  elected  vice- 
president  and  finally  president  of 
this  organization.  Angela  was  also 
elected  treasurer  of  the  Senior 
Class  of  1970. 

On  Honor's  Day  Angela  was 
chosen  by  the  faculty  as  Best  AU- 
Round    Senior,    the    highest    local 


award  a  student  at  VHS  can  re- 
ceive. Charles  Green,  VHS  prin- 
cipal, told  the  group  of  parents, 
students,  and  other  guests  during 
the  Honor's  Day  festivities  that 
Miss  Wetherington  was  one  of  the 
most  outstanding  students  he  has 
ever    worked    with. 

Angela  is  an  honor  graduate 
and  winner  of  the  Daughters  of 
the  American  Revolution  citizen- 
ship medal.  She  was  named  a  Sen- 
ior Superlative,  another  honor  voted 
upon  by  the  faculty.  The  faculty  and 
administration  also  chose  Angela 
to  serve  on  the  newly  formed 
Bi-Racial  Committee,  a  committee 
designed  to  study  and  improve  race 
relations  in  the  school.  She  won 
fourth  place  in  an  English  litera- 
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ture  essay  contest.  She  was  chosen 
to  serve  on  the  Steering  Commit- 
tee, along  with  city  officials  and 
businessmen,  for  the  proposed  new 
Valdosta  High  School. 

Of  the  346  seniors,  the  honor 
students  chose  Angela  to  speak 
at  commencement  exercises.  Her 
subject  was  "The  Individual  Who 
Meets  the  Challenges  of  the  70's." 

In  spite  of  her  numerous  school 
and  civic  activities,  Angela  has  al- 
ways made  a  special  effort  to  put 
her  Christian  life  and  church  ac- 
tivities first.  She  is  a  member  of 
the  Valdosta  Forrest  Street 
Church  of  God  and  is  saved,  sanc- 
tified, and  filled  with  the  Holy 
Ghost.  As  a  member  of  the  local 
church  youth  choir,  she  has  par- 
ticipated in  the  state  Teen  Talent 
parade  and  has  been  a  regular 
attendant  of  youth  camp  for  the 
past  nine  years.  Angela  is  the 
daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles 
Wetherington. 

— Church  Reporter 
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Early  will  I  listen,  Lord — 

Early  seek  Thy  face; 

Lest,  harried  my  spirit, 

Hurried  my  footsteps, 

I  miss 

The  glow  and  the  glory, 

The  greatness  and  the  grandeur, 

The  quietude  and  the  quest 

That  come 

Only 

From  fellowship  with  Thee. 

— J.  Melton   Thomas 


THANKSGIVING  AT  HOME 

The  maples  are  leafless; 

It  is  beginning  to  sleet; 
But,  for  Thanksgiving  Day, 

We  have  shelter  and  heat. 

There's  a  turkey  in  the  stove; 

We    have    pumpkin    and    mince 
pies; 
So  we  shall  have  a  feast 

Before  this  glad  day  dies. 

We  lift  our  hearts  to  God 
In  gratitude  and  praise, 
Knowing  that  He  sends  the  bless- 
ings 
Of  this  and  all  other  days! 

—Earle  J.   Grant 


MACON,  GEORGIA  YOUTH 


The  Bloomfield  Church  of  God  in 
Macon,  Georgia,  is  very  proud  to 
announce  the  Junior  Student  of  the 
Year,  Mr.  Kelvin  Drawdy.  He  ex- 
celled his  fellow  students  with  an 
outstanding  record  of  over  six  thou- 
sand (6,000)  points.  These  points 
were  earned  on  the  basis  of  daily 
Bible  reading  and  prayers  and 
much  lengthy  memory  work,  in- 
cluding the  first  chapter  of  Gen- 
esis, for  which  he  was  rewarded 
five  dollars  ($5.00)  from  his  Family 
Training  Hour  teacher,  Mrs.  Tom- 
my Ray  Home. 

At  the  age  of  ten  Kelvin  is  not 
only  an  outstanding  "Youth  for 
Christ,"  but  he  is  a  straight  "A" 
student  in  the  fifth  grade  at  Minnie 
Burghard  Elementary  School.  He  is 
very  active  in  Little  League  Base- 
ball. 

Kelvin  is  the  son  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Ellis  Drawdy  of  2564  Greenleaf 
Drive,  Macon,  Georgia. 

—Mrs.  Tommy  Ray  Home 

GOD 
WANTS  HAPPINESS 

I  went  to  walk  alone 

Where  God  had  made  a  wood. 
I  stopped  and  looked  a  while 

And  listened  where  I  stood. 

I  saw  the  sparkling  brook; 

I  heard  the  birds  so  gay; 
I  saw  and  heard  the  squirrels 

That  chattered  in  their  play. 

A  happy  pretty   world 

Was    all    my   eyes   could   see, 
And  then  I  knew  that  God 

Wants  happiness  for  me. 

—Wallace  A.  Ely 
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Hie 
One  Way 

Salvation 


By   ROY   Z.    KEMP 


"He  that  hath  the  Son   hath  life;  and  he  that  hath 
not  the  Son  of  God  hath  not  life." 


HRISTIANITY  TEACHES  us 
that  there  is  but  one  way 
of  salvation.  It  includes  the 
forgiveness  of  sin,  the  impartation 
of  a  new  nature,  eternal  life,  and 
restoration  to  fellowship  with  God. 
When  we  repent  of  our  sins  and 
turn  to  God,  He  turns  to  us. 

Salvation  is  not  an  award;  nei- 
ther is  it  a  wage  nor  an  achieve- 
ment. Instead,  salvation  from  the 
penalty  of  sin  comes  as  a  gift  from 
God.  Such  is  quite  apart  from  hu- 
man  merit. 

"For  by  grace  are  ye  saved 
through  faith;  and  that  not  of 
yourselves:  it  is  the  gift  of  God; 
Not  of  works,  lest  any  man  should 
boast"  (Ephesians  2:8,  9). 

God's  great  gift  to  us  is  un- 
earned and  unmerited,  but  it  is  not 
unconditionally  and  indiscrimi- 
nately bestowed  upon  us.  It  is  of- 
fered to  everyone,  but  is  actually 
given  only  to  those  who  will  re- 
ceive it  by  faith. 

The  Bible  says,  "Believe  on  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou  shalt 
be    saved,    and    thy    house"    (Acts 


16:31).  "Whosoever  believeth  in 
him  should  not  perish,  but  have 
everlasting  life"  (John  3:16).  "The 
just  shall  live  by  faith"  (Hebrews 
10:38).  "He  that  believeth  and  is 
baptized  shall  be  saved"  (Mark 
16:16). 

Many  other  corroborating  and 
comforting  passages  of  Scripture 
could  be  given,  but  these  listed 
should  be  sufficient.  The  salvation 
which  God  has  provided  for  us  is 
inseparably  linked  with  Christ  His 
Son  as  Saviour.  We  cannot  receive 
salvation  without  Jesus  our  Sav- 
iour! 

The  observation  of  religious  forms 
and  ceremonies  does  not  open  the 
way  into  acceptance  with  God. 
"Neither  is  there  salvation  in  any 
other:  for  there  is  none  other  name 
under  heaven  given  among  men, 
whereby  we  must  be  saved"  (Acts 
4:12). 

The  Apostle  Paul  had  in  mind 
the  sufficiency  of  God's  provision 
for  our  salvation  through  faith  in 
Jesus  Christ  when  he  said:  "Be- 
lieve on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and 


thou  shalt  be  saved"  (Acts  16:31). 

Such  faith  in  the  Son  of  God  in- 
volves renouncing  claims  to  the  fa- 
vor of  God  based  upon  human  merit 
or  personal  achievement.  This  is  in 
agreement  with  Paul  when  he  says: 
"Therefore  we  conclude  that  a  man 
is  justified  by  faith  without  the 
deeds  of  the  law"   (Romans  3:28). 

Jesus  understands  our  trials  and 
our  weariness.  He  knows  that  we 
are  searching,  and  offers  us  life 
in  all  its  fullness  if  we  will  only 
give  Him  a  chance  to  prove  His  love 
for  us. 

Such  faith  believes  that  God's 
forgiving  grace  is  greater  than 
man's  sin.  It  believes  God's  prom- 
ise that  "though  your  sins  be  as 
scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  as 
snow"  (Isaiah  1:18). 

This  saving  faith  finds  comfort 
in  believing  that  God  has  said  of 
those  that  He  forgives:  "Their  sins 
and  iniquities  will  I  remember  no 
more"  (Hebrews  10:17). 

And  such  faith  believes  that  the 
one  who  trusts  God's  Son  is  ac- 
counted   righteous    in    God's    eyes 
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and  forever  freed  from  condem- 
nation. The  believer  shares  the 
faith  of  David,  who  exulted  in  the 
happiness  of  sins  forgiven,  saying: 
"Blessed  is  the  man  to  whom  the 
Lord  will  not  impute  sin"  (Ro- 
mans 4:8). 

The  Gospel  of  John  was  written 
to  encourage  people  to  put  their 
faith  in  Jesus  Christ  to  the  saving 
of  their  souls.  John  wrote:  "But 
these  are  written,  that  ye  might  be- 
lieve that  Jesus  is  the  Christ,  the 
Son  of  God;  and  that  believing  ye 
might  have  life  through  his  name" 
(John  20:31). 

In  1  John  5:12,  we  also  read:  "He 
that  hath  the  Son  hath  life;  and 
he  that  hath  not  the  Son  of  God 
hath  not  life." 

In  John  10:10,  Jesus  says:  "I  am 
come  that  they  might  have  life, 
and  that  they  might  have  it  more 
abundantly." 

Christianity  is  neither  a  creed 
nor  a  ceremonial,  but  a  life  vitally 
committed  to  a  living  Christ.  The 
trademark  of  Christianity  is  the 
cross  of  Christ.  Many  people  ac- 
cept the  Christ  of  the  cross  but 
reject  the  cross  of  the  Christ! 

Jesus  lived  for  us,  died  for  us, 
triumphed  over  death  for  us,  and 
we  have  the  guarantee  of  an  end- 
less life  without  fear,  without  war, 
sorrow,  pain,  and  death.  He  pleads 
for  us  to  yield  our  hearts  to  Him, 
to  believe  and  obey  Him. 

It  was  never  the  will  of  God  that 
distress  and  fear  should  be  our 
abiding  bedfellows.  God  created  us, 
the  whole  human  family,  in  love 
and  gave  us  the  desire  and  capaci- 
ty for  joyousness  and  peace.  But 
man  sinned  and  rebelled  against 
God,  and  for  this  act  he  was 
abandoned  from  God.  When  man 
rebels  against  God,  he  wars  with 
himself  and  against  himself,  and 
he  becomes  the  loser. 

"They  shall  not  hurt  nor  destroy 
in  all  my  holy  mountain"  (Isaiah 
11:9). 

Jesus  Christ  underwrites  our  to- 
tal commitment  by  imparting  need- 
ed power  for  victory  over  sin.  He 
truly,  is  the  only  way,  the  only 
truth,  the  only  life.  • 


"That 

does  it,  Martha. 
You  must 
buy  me  a 


do  something  for  yourself  this  Sail 
—  read  some  good  Word  books! 
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personalized  view  of  the  hang-ups  that 
plague  most  people  in  their  struggle  for 
purpose.  $4.95 

THE    EMERGING  CHURCH 

Bruce  Larson  and  Ralph  Osborne 
This  is  an  intense,  hopeful  look  at  the 
emerging  Church  and  the  new  goals  and 
priorities  necessary  for  a  more  personal, 
creative  ministry.  $3.95 

PROMISES  TO  PETER       Charlie  W.  Shedd 

In  his  own  lively  style,  Dr.  Shedd  tells  how 
parents  can  understand  and  enjoy  their 
children  —  and  each  other.  $3.95 

COME,  FILL  THE  CUP  Lee  Bryant 

Frank  and  dramatic  account  of  a  young 
woman's  personal  experiences  with  alco- 
hol, drugs,  and  sex,  and  her  painful 
journey  back  to  God.  $4.95 
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AS  FAR  AS  I  CAN  STEP  Virginia  Law 

The  author's  honest  and  beautiful  story  of 
the  painful  yet  creative  process  of  renam- 
ing about  herself  and  life  in  the  five  years 
following  her  husband's  death.  $3.95 

TEACHING   CONVERSATIONAL   PRAYER 

Rosalind  Rinker 

This  book  brings  a  fresh,  vital  approach 
to  stimulating  group  prayer  by  becoming 
more  aware  of  others  through  God     $3.95 

VOICES  ABOVE  THE  CROWD 

Daniel  R.  Taylor 

Famous  people  like  Charles  Schulz,  Tom 
Landry  and  Charles  Percy  give  personal 
answers  to  a  wide  variety  of  important 
questions.  $2.95 


WORD 
books 


address 
elS 


□  Send  me  Booklet  No.  794 


MAKE  THAT 


DECISION 


NOW 


EVERY  MAN,  WOMAN,  and 
child  daily  faces  hundreds  of 
decision-making  situations. 
Many  decisions  are  made  with  rel- 
atively little  conscious  thought. 
Should  I  tie  my  shoe?  Should  I  use 
my  fork  or  spoon  to  eat  my  po- 
tatoes? But  many  areas  of  life  pose 
mind-challenging  and  even  life- 
changing  decisions.  These  cause 
many  people  to  hesitate — to  put  off 
making  the  decision  until  some 
other  day  as  if  the  situation  might 
answer  itself.  Thus  the  necessity  to 
scream,  "Make  that  decision  now!" 

No  matter  how  clever  we  are  or 
how  lazily  we  face  decision-making 
situations,  we  simply  cannot  avoid 
enough  of  the  problems  to  live  a 
satisfying  life.  And  if  we  are  con- 
tinually pushed  in  a  back-against- 
the-wall  stance,  we  lose  confidence 
in  ourselves  or  we  make  decisions 
hastily  without  logical  thinking.  We 
become  the  victim  of  necessary 
snap  decisions. 

Accuracy  in  decision-making — ■ 
decision-making  that  can  confi- 
dently proclaim,  "This  is  the  will  of 
God  for  my  life" — cannot  be  made 
as  a  last  moment  response  to  a  sit- 
uation we  have  pushed  into  a  cor- 
ner of  our  minds.  Such  decision- 
making requires  as  nearly  a  com- 
plete understanding  of  all  the  fac- 
tors for  making  the  decision  as  pos- 
sibly are  available.  To  determine 
the  will  of  God  in  a  particular  sit- 
uation or  in  determining  a  life- 
changing  course  or  occupation,  one 
should  make  a  decision  as  ration- 
ally and  systematically  as  is  possi- 
ble. 

Someone  has  said  that  to  get  the 
facts  is  half  the  answer  to  mak- 
ing any  decision.  The  more  facts 
available  (except  where  the  person 
continues  to  pile  up  facts  in  an  ef- 
fort  to   avoid    making   a   decision) 


By   WILLIAM   J.    KRUTZA 


the  more  clearly  one  can  decide. 
This  calls  for  digging  into  a  sit- 
uation beyond  the  usually  present- 
ed preliminary  facts  behind  the 
facts — these  help  one  get  beyond 
surface  facts  which  produce  sur- 
face judgments. 

In  amassing  the  facts  for  mak- 
ing a  decision,  proceed  from  the 
general  to  the  specific.  Know  spe- 
cifics. Dig  through  the  general 
statements  to  find  underlying 
causes.  Realize  facts  so  you  can 
proceed  logically  from  the  point 
where  decision-making  criteria  was 
first  presented  to  the  point  of  ac- 
tual decision. 

Decide  upon  alternatives.  You 
probably  can  make  several  deci- 
sions or  mix  decisions.  Not  every 
decision  is  a  "yes,  I  do"  or  "no,  I 
won't."  Some  involve  doing  a  com- 
bination of  activities.  The  range  of 
responses  to  a  situation  can  be 
from  the  sensible  to  the  absurd, 
from  positive  to  negative,  from  im- 
mediate to  distant.  Never  wait  un- 
til you've  arrived  at  what  you  want 
to  term  the  "perfect"  decision. 
Since  facts  are  never  fully  com- 
plete; since  you  must  always  com- 
bine the  facts;  and  since  such  a 
combination  of  facts  can  produce 
several  alternatives — no  "perfect" 
decision  is  possible.  But  you  can 
make  the  best  possible  decision 
(from  your  personal  viewpoint) 
and  then  do  everything  in  your 
power  to  fulfill  that  decision  and 
demonstrate  that  it  was  the  best 
possible  one. 

Some  people  tabulate  the  possible 
courses  of  action.  This  is  most 
profitable— especially  when  many 
factors  must  be  considered — factors 
that  could  easily  be  confused  in 
the  thinking  processes.  Some  make 
categories:  (1)  most  suitable  de- 
cision   for    everyone    involved;    (2) 


most  profitable  response;  (3)  most 
feasible  at  present;  (4)  most  ac- 
ceptable to  self  and  others;  and 
(5)    most  costly. 

How  much  simpler  it  would  be 
to  use  such  a  system  in  presenting 
the  decision-making  opportunity  to 
oneself  and  in  contemplating  the 
alternatives  in  relationship  to  the 
will  of  God,  and  then  to  make  the 
all-important  decision  and  to  walk 
into  the  new  opportunity  with  a 
happy  spirit. 

Such  a  response  to  your  deci- 
sion-making efforts  may  be  a  fi- 
nal pay-off  to  a  better  life.  Later 
you  can  look  back  at  the  moment 
of  decision  and  believe  it  to  be  a 
true  turning  point  in  your  life.  Be 
a  success-oriented  decision-maker 
by  thoroughly  thinking  through  all 
the  facts  involved  and  then  step- 
ping over  the  line  of  the  past  in- 
to the  future.  Make  that  needed 
decision — now!     • 


Someone  has  said  that  to  get  the  facts 
is  half  the  answer  to  making  any  deci- 
sion. 
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The 

Immoral 
New  Morality 


By   ROSS   W.    HAYSLIP 


JONATHAN  SWIFT  once  said, 
"I  have  never  been  surprised 
to  find  men  wicked,  but  I  have 
often  been  surprised  to  find  them 
not  ashamed."  It  is  my  conviction 
that  although  men  today  are  no 
more  wicked  than  they  always 
have  been,  they  seem  less  likely  to 
be  ashamed.  The  idea  now  seems 
to  be  that  if  everybody  does  it,  it 
must  be  right.  The  terms  honest, 
moral,  and  decent  mean  only  what 
is  usual. 

It  seems  that  many  believe  that 
the  way  to  overcome  evil  is  to  abol- 
ish moral  standards.  "There  are  no 
longer  any  moral  absolutes"  was 
the  statement  of  a  young  college 
senior  speaking  at  the  graduation 
exercises  of  his  rather  exclusive  in- 
stitution of  higher  learning.  To 
him  morality  meant  mores  or  man- 
ners, and  usual  conduct  was  his 
only  standard. 

We  are  passing  through  an 
amazing  period  of  great  social 
morality.  We  cry  out  loudly  against 
the  evils  of  poverty,  social  injus- 
tice, racial  prejudice,  and  pollution 
of  our  environment,  and  rightly  so. 
Our  great  failure  comes  in  our 
failure  to  recognize  purely  person- 
al honor,  honesty  and  integrity. 
For  one  to  do  as  he  pleases  in  his 
personal  life  and  to  rationalize  by 


We  are  passing  through  an  amazing  period  of  great  social  morality. 


saying  that  his  conduct  really 
doesn't  hurt  anybody  simply  means 
that  he  feels  it  doesn't  do  an  ab- 
straction called  society  any  harm. 
There  are  those  who  are  inclined 
in  this  frame  of  reference  to  term 
conduct  as  good  when  it  is  socially 
useful  and  evil  when  it  is  the  re- 
verse. 

According  to  the  Christian  con- 
cept all  that  is  unlike  Christ  as  re- 
vealed in  the  New  Testament  ac- 
count of  His  life  and  ministry  is 
evil.  In  Him  we  see  humanity  at 
its  best.  We  cannot  follow  in  His 
steps  by  imitation  but  rather  by  af- 


filiation with  Him  in  spiritual  fel- 
lowship. 

No  matter  how  bad  the  world 
may  become,  no  matter  how  much 
the  mass  man  of  the  future  may 
lose  many  of  the  virtues  that  he 
now  has,  I  am  sure  that  there  will 
be  those  who  will  hold  on  to  their 
inner  right  to  follow  Christ  and 
will  live  according  to  the  inner 
guidance  of  a  consecrated  con- 
science. To  these  people,  righteous- 
ness will  always  be  a  spiritual 
quality  to  be  treasured,  and  evil 
will  be  a  horrible  reality  to  be 
shunned.    • 
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Floyd  D.  Carey  is  state  director  ot  youth 
and  Christian  education  ot  Alabama. 


KGHT 


A  Bold  Look  Into  the  Challenging 
World  of  Twentieth-Century  Youth 

By   FLOYD   D.   CAREY 


What  is  your  honest  opinion  about 
the  hippie  "thing"  among  youth? 
Do  you  consider  it  an  on-the-level 
move  for  true  expression  or  just  an 
offbeat  move  for  thrill  expression? 

Linda  Foukal:  In  considering  the 
hippie  movement,  a  key  word  is 
"rebellion."  However,  there  are  at 
least  two  types  of  rebellion:  (1)  re- 
bellion against  parents,  moral  stan- 
dards, et  cetera;  (2)  rebellion 
against  the  false  securities  of 
wealth  and  social  position,  which 
our  society  seems  to  promote.  A 
young  person  could  enter  the  hip- 
pie "thing"  as  a  result  of  either 
type  of  rebellion,  and  I  believe  that 
the  sensitive  as  well  as  the  selfish 
are  involved.  Some  young  people  do 
use  the  hippie  fad  to  give  support 
to  their  personal  desires  for  un- 
abridged freedom  and  do  not  seem 
to  be  asking  for  help.  But  others 
are  deeply  sensitive  young  people 
who  are  searching  for  something 
to  fill  the  void  that  exists  in  their 
life.  Personally,  I  know  of  several 
young  persons  who  at  one  time 
were  on  drugs,  some  on  hard  drugs, 
but    are    now    strong     witnessing 


Christians.  Their  lives  are  testi- 
monies to  the  power  of  a  personal 
encounter  with  Jesus  Christ.  We  in 
the  church  cannot  close  our  eyes  to 
troubled  young  people  and  try  to 
excuse  ourselves  by  saying  that 
they  really  do  not  want  help.  Nei- 
ther can  we  excuse  ourselves  by 
saying  that  someone  else  will  do  it. 
We  must  pray  for  a  greater  com- 
passion and  a  greater  manifesta- 
tion of  the  power  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
in  our  own  lives  so  that  we  will  be 
able  to  help  troubled  young  people 
repel  the  powers  that  bind  them 
and  crawl  out  of  the  webs  of  doubt, 
dope,  and  sin  which  entangle 
them. 

Judy  Ray:  I  have  mixed  feelings 
about  the  hippie  movement  in  to- 
day's society.  I  feel  that  a  majority 
of  the  hippies  are  seeking  for  an 
inner  peace.  I  believe  that  God 
places  a  desire  in  each  individual 
for  peace,  and  this  is  the  thing 
that  these  young  people  are  search- 
ing for.  However,  I  feel  that  they 
are  wrong  in  their  pursuits  and 
that  true  satisfaction  comes  only 
from  the  peace  that  Christ  can 
give. 


Mrs.  Manquenite  Gray,  youth 
teacher:  When  this  question  was 
posed  to  some  of  the  members  of 
my  teen  class,  I  looked  searching- 
ly  at  each  young  person  for  his 
immediate  reaction.  At  first,  they 
laughed,  and  joked  about  the  hip- 
pies they  knew.  But  then,  a  seri- 
ous attitude  developed  as  they 
thought  about  the  life  and 
the  future  of  these  persons  whom 
society  refers  to  as  creeps  and 
weirdies.  Different  hippie  clans  seek 
different  thrills  or  goals,  but  the 
whole  hippie  philosophy  is  off- 
center  and  unfounded.  They  have 
never  presented  any  positive  solu- 
tions to  their  own  problems,  much 
less  the  problems  of  the  world. 
They  preach  "love"  but  interpret 
it  as  "sexual  freedom."  They 
preach  "consideration,"  but  they 
are  inconsiderate — using  obscene 
language,  destroying  property,  and 
trying  to  take  over  that  which  oth- 
ers have  labored  for.  The  hippie 
"thing"  will  pass,  no  doubt,  and 
something  else  will  take  its  place. 
This  is  the  way  Satan  works.  I  am 
thankful  for  my  class  of  clean-cut, 
God-seeking  Christian  teen-agers, 
who  have  a  clear  purpose  in  life 
and  are   enjoying  life   at  its   best. 

Jo  Hardin:  There  is  a  new  breed 
of  people  in  our  country  called  hip- 
pies. This  movement  is  quite  dif- 
ferent from  the  regular  run-of- 
the-mill  clans.  I  personally  feel 
that  as  a  whole  they  are  young 
people  looking  for  a  place  in  life — 
a  place  without  responsibility  per- 
haps, but  a  place.  Hippies  are  not 
all  from  the  ghetto  scene.  In  fact, 
you  would  probably  recognize  many 
of  them  (without  the  beard  and 
dirt)  as  the  doctor's  kid  on  22nd 
Street  or  5th  Avenue,  or  maybe 
even  the  high  school  principal's 
problem  child.  Kids  today  are  real- 
ly no  different  from  kids  a  few 
years  ago;  they  are  just  smarter, 
in  some  ways;  or  maybe  I  should 
say  that  they  are  more  aware— 
"turned-on"  to  what's  happening 
in  the  world.  And  if  you're  really 
aware,  it's  depressing.  Many  adults 
can't  seem  to  cope  with  the  ups 
and  downs  of  life  and  so  young 
people,  hippies  maybe,  are  doing  it 


26 


their  way.  They  "freak-out"  with 
drugs  and  sniff  glue  to  try  to  reach 
an  out-of-sight  high.  But,  after 
they've  reached  it,  there  is  more 
depression,  emptiness,  and  despair. 
The  answer  to  every  problem  can 
be  found  in  Jesus  Christ,  our  Lord 
and  Saviour.  But,  if  we  as  Chris- 
tians, cannot  show  that  a  Chris- 
tian's life  is  joyous  and  happy,  and 
that  there's  an  "out-of-sight"  high 
to  be  reached  here  on  earth — 
then  what's  the  use?  We'll  all  be- 
come hippies  or  phonies.  Perhaps 
there  will  be  more  phonies  than 
hippies,  because  hippies  don't  mind 
facing  you  with  their  life  as  they 
live  it.  But  phonies  will  hide  and 
pretend  to  be  the  living  end,  and 
yet  have  the  blackest  devil  inside. 
To  help  our  situation  in  this  world, 
we  as  Christians  must  become  in- 
volved in  helping  young  people.  We 
must  be  involved  as  a  friend  or 
teacher,  or  just  a  concerned  lis- 
tener! 

Gary  Ray:  In  my  opinion  the 
majority  of  hippies  seem  to  want  to 
escape  reality.  They  can't  seem  to 
adjust  to  the  problems  of  life.  They 
don't  want  to  face  the  normal,  ev- 
eryday situations  that  are  required 
of  each  of  us  if  we  want  to  make 
something  of  ourselves,  or  if  we 
want  our  lives  to  be  worth  living. 
Part  of  the  fault  lies  with  the  par- 
ents, I  believe.  Many  parents  seem- 
ingly do  not  have  time  for  their 
children.  As  a  result,  the  children 
try  on  their  own  to  find  love  and 
the  answers  to  their  problems.  It  is 
hard  for  these  young  people  to  ac- 
cept the  gospel  by  faith.  Because 
of  their  background,  they  want  ev- 
erything proved  to  them.  But  they 
are  in  a  sad  condition,  for  Christ 
must  be  accepted  by  faith.  Some 
of  these  teen-agers  are  seeking  for 
the  truth,  or  what  they  feel  is  the 
truth.  But  the  truth  cannot  be 
found  in  drugs,  demonstrations, 
et  cetera.  The  hippies  want  others 
to  understand  them,  but  they 
should  try  to  understand  them- 
selves first  and  face  up  to  the  fact 
that  the  world  does  not  owe  them 
a  living. 

INCITE 
Joanna    Lang  eh  en  nig.    Sea- 
graves,  Texas:  I  would  like  to  add 
to  the  discussion  of  the  question: 


ONI    STORM!    NIGHT 

By  Mildred  Donehoo 

"Oh,  Mother,"  Nancy  cried,  "look  at  that  light- 
ning! I'm  scared."  She  turned  from  the  kitchen  win- 
dow to  face  her  Mother  who  stood  at  the  table  cut- 
ting out  cookies.  "Mother,  I  don't  want  to  go  up- 
stairs to  bed  all  alone."  Nancy  came  and  stood  be- 
side her  mother.  "Please  say  I  don't  have  to  go 
Mother;    please!" 

Putting  the  cookies  in  a  pan,  she  said,  "All  right, 
dear.  Would  you  like  to  help  me?" 

"Oh,  yes,  Mother." 

"All  right,  Nancy.  Here.  You  sprinkle  some  sugar 
on  each  cookie,  just  like  this."  Her  mother  handed 
her  the  sugar  bowl. 

"Mother,"  Nancy  said,  "it's  fun  helping  you,  but  I 
wish  we  didn't  have  to  listen  to  that  thunder. 
Hear  it?" 

"Yes,  dear.  Do  you  remember  the  Bible  verse  you 
learned  yesterday  in  Sunday  school?" 

"Uh-yes,"  Nancy  said,  staring  down  at  the  cookies, 
the  sugar  bowl  in  her  hand.  "I  think  I  remember 
it,  anyway."  She  sprinkled  sugar  on  the  last  cookie, 
then  smiled.  She  repeated  the  words  softly:  "What 
time  I  am  afraid,  I  will  trust  in  thee"  (Psalm  56: 
3). 

She  heard  the  sound  of  thunder,  so  loud  she  felt 
her  ears  would  split.  And  in  the  sky  the  lightning 
flashed   angrily. 

Nancy  bowed  her  head.  "Mother,  I'm  going  to  ask 
God  to  take  care  of  us.  I'm  going  to  ask  Him  now." 

Nancy  closed  her  eyes  and  prayed.  Then  she  open- 
ed them  and  yawned.  "Mother,"  she  said,  "I  think 
I'll  go  upstairs  to  bed." 


What  can  the  church  do  to  help 
teens  better  understand  the  Bible 
and  apply  its  teachings  to  their 
life.  I  would  suggest  that  they  or- 
ganize a  Youth  Bible  Study  class. 
This  class  should  be  taught  by  a 
Holy-Ghost-filled  person  and  could 
deal  with  such  subjects  as  "the 
Second  Coming  of  Christ,"  "Speak- 
ing in  Tongues,"  "Youth  Problems," 
et  cetera.  Time  could  be  allotted 
for  questions  and  discussion.  A 
youth  choir  is  another  way  to  get 
youth  involved  in  church  activ- 
ities. Since  we  have  organized  a 
youth  choir  at  our  church,  the 
young  people  have  a  greater  in- 
terest. They  come  to  every  church 
service  now  and  seem  to  have  a 
new  confidence  in  the  adults  of  the 
church.  We  have  a  youth  choir  par- 
ty occasionally  and  this  creates  ad- 


ditional interest  and  excitement. 
A  youth  prayer  meeting  and  a  Pi- 
oneers for  Christ  Club  would  also 
be  a  great  way  to  involve  young- 
people.  However,  I  feel  that  the 
Youth  Bible  Study  class  is  most 
important.  God  bless  you. 

Inspiration 

Alfalfa:   May   I   hold  your   hand? 

Peggy    Sue   on    first    date:    I    can    manage, 

thank  you!  It  isn't  very  heavy. 

Did  you  hear  about  the  glassblower  who 
inhaled?  Now  he's  got  a  pane  in  his  side! 

Why  do  television  announcers  have  small 
hands?  Wee  paws  for  station  identifica- 
tion. 

Websterism 

Climate — What  a  painter  does  to  a  ladder, 
hole 
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An 
Outstanding  Offer 

When  you   buy   MATTHEW  HENRY'S   COMMENTARY 
at  the   regular  price  of  only  $11.95. 

YOU  GET  THE   1971    EVANGELICAL    [D[[ 
SUNDAY  SCHOOL  COMMENTARY       IUlL 


MATTHEW  HENRY'S  COMMENTARY 

ON  THE  WHOLE  BIBLE 
This  one  volume  was  edited  and 
abridged  by  Dr.  Leslie  F.  Church. 
It  contains  all  that  is  valuable  in  the 
complete  work  .the  wealth  of 
outlines,  exposition,  comment  and 
illustrations  that  made  it  "the  great- 
est devotional  commentary  of  all 
time"  (Wilbur  Smith)— all  here  in 
Matthew  Henry's  own  words,  in  con- 
densed form.  Usable  outlines  stand 
out  on  every  page  Ideal  for  Sunday 
school  teachers  and  preachers. 
Beautifully  bound  in  red  library  Buck- 
ram. It  has  2,000  pages  containinq 
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m  Editorial 


When  Angels  Sang 


Clyne  W.  Buxton 


CLOUDS  OF  ANGELS  sang  the  night  Christ  was 
born.  Tradition  holds  that  the  angels  appeared 
to  the  shepherds  in  a  valley  just  down  the  hill 
from  Bethlehem.  Standing  on  a  hillside  in  an  olive 
grove  a  few  months  ago,  I  surveyed  that  valley,  today 
called  Shepherd's  Field.  As  I  looked  over  the  area  with 
camera  in  hand,  my  mind  vividly  recalled  the  biblical 
account  of  that  epochal  event.  Luke,  with  masterful 
pen,  beautifully  describes  the  scene — 

And  there  were  in  the  same  country  shepherds 
abiding   in   the  field,  keeping   watch  over  their 
flock  by  night.  And,  lo,  the  angel  of  the  Lord 
came   upon   them,   and   the   glory  of   the   Lord 
shone  around  about  them:  and  they  were  sore 
afraid.  And  the  angel  said  unto  them,  Fear  not: 
for,   behold,   I   bring  you  good   tidings   of  great 
joy,  which  shall  be  to  all  people.  For  unto  you  is 
born  this  day  in   the  city  of  David,  a  Saviour, 
which   is  Christ  the  Lord.  And   this  shall  be  a 
sign  unto  you;  Ye  shall  find  the  babe  wrapped 
in   swaddling   clothes,   lying   in   a   manger.   And 
suddenly  there  was  with  the  angel  a  multitude 
of  the  heavenly  host  praising  God,  and  saying, 
Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace, 
good  will  toward  men.  And  it  came  to  pass,  as 
the  angels  were  gone  away  from  them  into  heav- 
en, the  shepherds  said  one  to  another,  Let  us 
now  go  even  unto  Bethlehem,  and  see  this  thing 
which   is   come   to   pass,   which    the   Lord   hath 
made  known  unto  us.  And  they  came  with  haste, 
and  found  Mary,  and  Joseph,  and  the  babe  ly- 
ing in  a   manger. 
At  this  writing,  Bethlehem  and  the  rest  of  Israel 
need  to  hear  afresh  the  angels'  song.  Though  a  cease- 
fire  with   the   Arabs   is   in   effect,   the   little   country 
is  divided  with  internal  conflict  by  differing  ideologies 
concerning  national  policy  and  by  labor  strikes  among 
schoolteachers,    airlines,    and    other    professions    and 
trades.    Like    the    shepherds    who    were    drawn    from 
their    humdrum    sheepherding    to    the    manger,    the 
Israelis  today  could  do  with  an  angelic  call,  pointing 
them    anew   to    God.    Being    weary    from    constant 
border-front  skirmishes,  and  being  preoccupied  with 
other  important  affairs,  the  little  country  could  be  as 
refreshed  by  an  angelic  visit  as  were  the  shepherds- 
provided  they  would  listen.  The  shepherds  that  night 
listened,  and  then  went  up  to  the  town   and  found 
the    Baby    Jesus    lying    in    a    manger. 


Though  the  shepherds  responded,  the  Jewish  nation 
did  not  heed  the  announcement  that  the  Messiah  had 
come.  Nor  did  they  listen  to  the  Messiah  when  He 
began  to  proclaim  that  the  kingdom  was  at  hand. 
Someday,  however,  the  Jews  will  listen.  Some  day  they 
will  welcome  their  Messiah.  I  saw  numerous  Jews 
standing  at  the  Wailing  Wall  reading  aloud  from  the 
Torah;  others  were  praying  aloud  in  the  Hebrew 
tongue.  Some  of  them  were  probably  imploring  God  to 
send  the  Messiah  soon,  not  realizing  that  Jesus  is  that 
Messiah. 

Staying  in  a  hotel  built  upon  the  Mount  of  Olives, 
I  could  look  from  the  hotel  across  Kidron  Valley  to 
the  old  Temple  area.  It  was  a  tranquil  scene  at  night. 
I  remembered  the  Olivet  discourse  which  Christ  gave, 
and  I  knew  he  could  well  have  given  it  at  a  point  in 
close  proximity  to  where  my  hotel  stood.  Further, 
I  knew  that  the  Scriptures  state  that  Christ  would 
come  back  to  earth  and  would  touch  first  on  the  very 
mountain  where  I  stood;  and  the  prayer,  "Even  so, 
come,  Lord  Jesus,"  throbbed  within  my  heart. 

Angels  joyously  sang  when  Jesus  came  the  first 
time.  When  He  returns,  the  hearts  of  redeemed  people 
throughout  the  universe  will  leap  for  joy.  Christ  came 
the  first  time  to  redeem  men;  He  is  coming  the  second 
time  for  redeemed  men.  At  His  first  coming  angels 
sang;  at  His  second  coming  raptured  mankind  will 
sing.  The  King  is  coming.  Are  you  ready  for  His  re- 
turn?   • 
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Christmas 
Flower 


By   AUBREY   B.    HAINES 


THIS  CHRISTMAS  our 
churches  will  be  decorated 
with  the  poinsettia.  It  will 
brighten  our  homes  and  hospitals, 
too.  We  will  see  it  pictured  on  holi- 
day wrappings,  on  notepaper,  and 
on  Christmas  cards.  The  poinset- 
tia is  internationally  regarded  as 
the  Christmas  flower,  because  it  is 
one  of  the  few  plants  that  bloom 
in  the  northern  hemisphere  during 
the  Christmas  season. 

The  flower  is  not  native  to  the 
United  States  but  to  Central  and 
South  America  and  Mexico.  Years 
ago,  says  a  Mexican  legend,  a  poor 
girl  stood  outside  a  cathedral  on 
Christmas  Eve.  She  watched  the 
worshipers  enter,  carrying  gifts  for 
the  Christ  Child.  Having  nothing 
herself  to  offer,  she  gathered  a  few 
stalks   of   a   tall  weed   with   broad 


green  leaves  which  grew  nearby. 

With  this  bouquet  she  entered 
the  cathedral.  As  she  passed  down 
the  aisle,  each  top  petal  was  tipped 
with  flaming  red  radiance.  The 
flower  she  carried  was  what  we 
have  come  to  call  the  poinsettia. 

The  first  American  to  see  the 
flamelike  flower  was  Joel  Roberts 
Poinsett  while  he  was  on  a  diplo- 
matic mission  to  Mexico  at  Christ- 
mastime in  1822.  "I  saw  a  plant 
with  flaming  red  leaves,"  he  re- 
called, "which  I  called  'the  painted 
leaf.'  It  was  used  for  holiday  dec- 
orations in  churches  and  in  the 
homes  of  both  rich  and  poor  Mexi- 
cans. It  was  also  used  to  decorate 
scenes  depicting  the  Nativity, 
which  Mexican  families  have  in 
their  homes." 

The  next  year  Poinsett  returned 


to  the  United  States  with  cuttings 
of  "the  painted  leaf."  Later  he 
propagated  them  at  his  South 
Carolina  plantation.  Bringing  it  to 
the  attention  of  botanists  and 
nurserymen,  he  sent  cuttings 
throughout  the  nation.  Today  the 
plant  bears  his  name  and  has  be- 
come the  flower  that  celebrates 
Christmas. 

Examine  a  poinsettia  flower,  and 
you  will  discover  that  it  is  a  puz- 
zling object.  Not  like  flowers  that 
we  are  used  to,  it  looks  more  like 
a  group  of  brightly-colored  leaves 
on  top  of  a  closely-branched  twig. 
Indeed  that  is  what  it  is. 

The  red  objects  that  look  like 
petals  are  simply  red  leaves.  They 
differ  very  little  from  the  green 
leaves  of  the  rest  of  the  plant.  The 
real  flowers  are  clustered  in  tiny 
yellow,  club-shaped  pods,  which 
grow  practically  unnoticed  at  the 
center.  The  poinsettia  is  a  whole 
group  of  tiny  flower  clusters,  sur- 
rounded by  a  collar  of  red  leaves. 

In  open  fields  poinsettia  plants 
grow  as  tall  as  six  feet.  Crews  go 
into  this  brilliant  forest  early  each 
morning  to  cut  the  flowers  that 
must  be  shipped  the  day  they  are 
cut. 

Cutting  begins  at  6:00  a.m.,  with 
the  foreman's  designating  the 
length  of  stem  and  quality  of 
blooms.  As  the  flower  stalks  are 
cut,  they  are  tied  in  bunches  of  a 
dozen.  The  flowers  are  placed  in 
five-gallon  cans  filled  with  water 
and  are  taken  to  the  shed  to  be 
processed  for  shipment.  The  stems 
are  placed  in  boiling  water  for 
thirty  seconds  to  seal  the  milk  in 
them. 

The  great  crimson  blooms  are 
sold  in  New  York,  Chicago,  and 
other  American  cities  in  less  than 
thirty-six  hours  after  they  have 
been  cut.  They  travel  by  truck 
from  the  grower  then  by  train  and 
by  airplane.  Refrigerated  trucks 
carry  flowers  in  cans  of  water  to 
nearby  large  cities. 

Thus  "the  painted  leaf,"  the 
flower  that  celebrates  Christmas,  is 
being  shipped  everywhere  this  Ad- 
vent season.  • 


Young  carolers  enthusiastically  sing  such 
words  as,  "Away  in  a  manger  no  crib  tor 
His  head.  ..." 


ULJ    INGING    CHRISTMAS    car- 

it)|    ols  is  a  lovely  custom  which 

\zJ  originated  in  Italy  during 
the  Middle  Ages.  This  soon  spread 
to  other  countries.  The  first  carols 
were  simple  melodies  of  folksong 
character.  More  hymn  style  songs 
developed  later. 

The  oldest  carol  was  that  sung 
by  the  host  of  angels  at  the  an- 
nouncement of  Jesus'  birth.  No 
doubt  the  custom  of  singing  carols 
was  developed  because  of  this  oc- 
casion when  the  good  tidings  of 
great  joy  were  proclaimed  by  the 
angels. 

Earliest  carols  were  songs  of  the 
Nativity,  the  Incarnation,  and  the 
Annunciation.  Later,  other  themes 
such  as  shepherds,  the  Wise  Men, 
and  festivities  of  the  Christmas 
season  were  introduced. 

England's     first     printed     collec- 
tion of  carols  is  dated    1521.  Only 
a  fragment  of  it  survives. 
Away  in  a  manger 
No  crib  for  His  bed, 
The  little  Lord  Jesus 
Laid  down  His  sweet  head. 

St.  Francis  of  Assisi  built  the 
first  creche,  a  simple  manger  in 
which  a  doll  lay.  Children  brought 
gifts.  Older  people  sang  carols 
around  the  crib.  It  was  for  this 
ceremony  that  Martin  Luther,  in 
the  sixteenth  century  wrote  the 
song,  "Away  in  a  Manger,"  long 
a  favorite  carol. 

Good    news    from    heaven 
the  angels  bri?ig, 


Ihe 

Carols  we 
Sing 


Glad   tidings   to   the   earth 

they  sing: 
To   us   this   day  a   child  is 

given, 
To  crown  us  with  the  joy 
of  heaven. 
Martin    Luther   wrote    this    Ger- 
man carol  on  Christmas  Eve,  1534, 
for  his  little  son.  Three   centuries 
later   it  was   harmonized  by   Bach 
as  a  part  of  his  "Christmas  Ora- 
torio." 

Shepherds,  shake  off  your 

droiosy  sleep, 
Rise   and    leave    your    silly 

sheep; 
Angels   from    heaven    around 

loud  singing, 
Tidings  of  great  joy  are 
bringing. 
This    lively    French    carol    origi- 
nated several  centuries  ago  in  the 
Bosancon   district  of  France,   near 
the    Swiss    border.    Religious    pea- 
sant folk  composed  such  songs  as 
this    while    working    in    the    vine- 
yards,   often    using    the    shepherd 
theme. 

Come,  good   Christians  all, 
and  join  our  caroling, 
Lift    up    your    voice,    give 
thanks  to  God  and  sing. 

Dating  from  1483,  this  is  another 
French  carol,  popular  with  the 
peasant  classes  in  the  vineyard 
sections. 

Joy  to  the  ivorld  the  Lord  is 

come; 
Let  earth  receive  her  King. 


By   ETHEL   R.    PAGE 

The  words  of  Psalm  98  inspired 
Isaac  Watts  to  write  this  joyful 
song  in  1719.  The  original  psalm 
tune  was  later  replaced  by  parts 
of  Handel's  "Messiah."  Watts  com- 
posed this  and  many  other  hymns 
while  suffering  intense  pain  on  a 
sickbed. 

Carols  of  French  origin  are 
called  noels. 

The  first  Nowell  the  angel 

did  say 
Was  to  certain  poor  shep- 
herds in  fields  as  they 
lay. 
This  simple  French  melody  is  be- 
lieved to  have  originated  as  a  shep- 
herd's tune  in  the  Middle  Ages.  It 
was    first    printed    in    England    in 
1833.    The    word    nowell,    or    noel, 
means     "birthday."    Since    it    has 
been  associated  with  the  birthday 
of  the  Christ  Child,   it  has  taken 
on    the    meaning    of    a    Christmas 
greeting. 

God  rest  you,  merry  gentle- 
men, 
Let  nothing  you  dismay. 
Remember  Christ,  our  Saviour, 
Was  bom  on  Christmas  Day. 
On  the  streets  of  London,  this  tra- 
ditional   yule    song    is    still    being 
sung  by  carollers  today,  as  it  has 
been  for  several  hundred  years. 
It   came   upon   the   midnight 
clear, 
That  glorious  so?ig  of  old, 

(Continued  on  page  23) 


A  BURRO 

FOR  CHRISTMAS 


By   NORA  ANN    KUEHN 


WHEN  I  WAS  left  a  wid- 
ow with  two  sons — a 
four-  and  a  six-year-old 
— to  raise,  my  mother  came  to 
live  with  us.  Mother  had  always 
been  a  farm  enthusiast.  She  was 
determined  that  her  grandchil- 
dren were  going  to  grow  up  in  a 
country  environment.  Whenever 
they  received  a  gift  from  Grand- 
ma, it  either  barked,  mewed, 
quacked,  crowed,  or  hopped.  In  a 
short  time  our  three  acres  greatly 
resembled  Noah's  ark. 

Just  before  Christmas  Mother 
read  some  place  that  a  burro  ate 
less  than  a  horse,  and  at  once  de- 
cided a  burro  was  just  the  gift  for 
the  children. 

John  Martin,  our  neighbor, 
brought  the  burro  home  for  us.  Be- 
cause our  lane  was  soggy  and 
would  not  accommodate  his  heavy 
truck,  John  and  the  burro  arrived 
on  foot  exchanging  uncomplimen- 
tary looks. 

"Did  you  buy  this  long-eared 
creature  for  a  plow?"  John  asked 
me,  tugging  on  the  rope  around 
the  burro's,  neck.  The  burro 
inched  forward  on  stubbornly 
braced  feet,  pushing  a  layer  of 
mud  before  it. 

"Mother  bought  it  for  the  chil- 
dren," I  explained. 

John  handed  me  the  rope  and 
left  shaking  his  head.  The  burro, 
as  if  in  agreement  for  the  first 
time,  shook  its  head  too  and  set 
up  such  eerie  braying  that  I  near- 
ly fell  off  the  porch.  The  noise 
brought  Mother  and  the  children 
running  out  of  the  house.  The  boys 
started  at  once  to  beg  for  rides 
on  the  burro.  Grandma  took  the 
problem  right  in  hand. 

"You  children  can't  ride  until  af- 
ter your  mother  has  ridden  the 
burro  around  first  to  make  sure  it 


is  safe  for  you  boys  to  ride,"  she 
said  firmly. 

"You  don't  mean  me!"  I  said  in 
astonishment,  knowing  very  well 
that  I  had  heard  right  and  think- 
ing how  stupid  I  was  going  to  look 
upon  the  back  of  an  animal  that 
resembled  an  old  fur  coat  from 
some  mission  barrel.  I  would  look 
like  a  twelve-year-old  on  a  four- 
year-old's  tricycle.  "After  all,  I  do 
have  a  job  to  hold  down  in  a  very 
respectable  real  estate  office,"  I 
said  indignantly.  "I  can't  ride  that 
.  .  .  that  ignoble  beast." 

Mother  avoided  looking  at  me.  I 
saw  that  her  gaze  rested  reverent- 
ly on  the  Christmas  scene  painted 
across  the  front  window  of  our 
house.  In  this  painting  there  was  a 
very  famous  mount  closely  resem- 
bling our  new  burro. 

"Some  very  important  people 
have  been  known  to  ride  upon 
what  you  choose  to  call  an  ignoble 
beast,"  she  said  sarcastically. 

I  felt  my  face  burn.  "Okay,  I'll 
ride  that  sole-eyed  beast." 

Mother  and  the  boys  huddled  on 
the  back  porch  trying  to  stay  out 
of  the  wind,  while  I  spent  the  next 
five  minutes  shouting,  "Get  up!  Get 
up."  My  mount  only  hunched  up 
and  leaned  forward  with  his  feet 
braced.  After  a  very  few  minutes 
of  the  burro  moving  only  his  hide, 
I  was  almost  on  his  long  ears. 

I  was  moving  back  to  the  burro's 
middle,  determined  that  when  I 
got  back  there  I  would  do  more 
than  shout,  when  one  of  the  boys 
slapped  a  paper  sack  he  had  been 
blowing  into.  The  sack  burst  with 
a  bang  that  any  gun  would  have 
been  proud  of.  It  was  then  that 
the  burro  and  I  violently  parted 
company. 

Upon  hearing  the  bag  explode, 
the    burro    gave    one    unexpected 


leap  that  carried  us  under  the 
clothesline.  As  I  was  floating  back 
to  earth,  the  clothesline  caught  me 
just  under  the  arms  and  for  one 
awful  second  I  hung  there  like  a 
piece  of  wet  laundry. 

Suddenly  the  clothesline,  clothes- 
line posts,  and  I  landed  all  wrapped 
up  together  in  one  unsightly  heap. 

Mother  rushed  from  the  porch. 
"Are  you  hurt?"  she  asked,  help- 
ing me  to  my  feet. 

Not  being  able  to  find  one  single 
scratch  didn't  help  my  temper  one 
bit.  "No  thanks  to  you  and  your 
burro,  that  I'm  not  dead,"  I 
stormed. 

Mother  looked  at  me  helplessly. 
"I  guess  I  made  a  bad  buy,"  she 
said  sadly.  "I'll  list  the  burro  for 
sale  in  the  paper  tomorrow." 

This  brought  a  wail  of  disap- 
pointment from  the  boys,  but  the 
ad  came  out  in  the  next  paper 
just   the  same. 

Two  days  later  a  man  came  to 
see  if  we  still  had  the  burro  for 
sale.  I  assured  him  that  we  did 
and  led  the  way  to  the  barn.  Tri- 
umphantly I  opened  the  barn  door. 
There  standing  as  docile  as  a  lamb 
was  the  burro  with  the  four-year- 
old  boy  upon  his  back.  Before  I 
could  speak  the  six-year-old  came 
dashing  in  with  a  big  bunch  of 
carrots.  I  knew  then  why  we  nev- 
er had  nice  stewed  carrots  on 
our  table  anymore.  Lately  I  had 
been  lucky  to  find  even  a  few  of 
the  health  building  shreds  among 
the  salad  greens. 

"This  man  came  to  buy  the  bur- 
ro," I  said;  and  more  bedlam 
couldn't  have  broken  loose  if  I  had 
said  that  a  bomb  was  going  to  be 
dropped  in  five  minutes.  It  brought 
Mother  hurrying  from  the  house. 
She  took  one  look  at  the  tear- 
streaked  boy  astride  the  carrot- 
munching  burro  and  cooed,  "Isn't 
that  sweet?  Nora,  you  can't  still 
want  to  sell  the  burro." 

I  looked  at  the  prospective  buy- 
er and  saw  that  he  knew  we  were 
outnumbered.  So  in  spite  of  a 
mangy  creature  that  always  looks 
like  he  would  like  to  leave  hoof 
prints  or  teeth  marks  on  me,  the 
boys  got  a  burro  for  Christmas.   • 


Though  the  men  were 

expert  sailors,  the  storm 

proved  too  much  for 

them. 


By  CECIL  E.    BURRIDGE 


IN  A  BRIEF  account  in  the 
Gospel  of  Mark,  the  writer 
vividly  describes  a  storm  on 
the  Sea  of  Galilee  involving  Jesus 
and  His  disciples.  After  having 
preached  all  day  from  the  boat, 
Jesus  was  tired.  He  decided  that 
they  should  cross  the  lake  and  get 
away  from  the  crowd  so  that  He 
could  rest. 

Jesus  knew  His  men.  The  fisher- 
men of  Galilee  were  skillful  sailors, 
and  He  trusted  their  seamanship. 
He  lay  down  with  a  pillow  and 
fell  asleep.  Jesus  also  trusted  the 
Father,  knowing  that  He  would  be 
as  near  to  God  if  He  were  on  the 
sea  as  He  would  be  on  the  land. 
Then  the  storm  hit  them — sudden- 
ly  and   violently. 

The  sea  of  Galilee  is  only  thir- 
teen miles  long  from  north  to 
south,  and  it  is  eight  miles  wide. 
It  lies  in  the  Jordan  Valley  680  feet 
below  sea  level.  On  the  west  side 
of  the  lake  there  are  mountains 
with  valleys  which  act  as  gigantic 
wind  funnels.  When  the  cold  winds 
come  down  from  the  mountains, 
they  rush  down  these  funnels  to- 
ward the  warm  air  around  the  Sea 
of  Galilee.  As  a  result  they  rush 
out  over  the  lake  with  such  savage 
violence  and  startling  suddenness 
that  the  calm  of  one  moment  be- 
comes the  raging  storm  of  the  next. 

It  was  in  just  such  a  situation 
that  Jesus  and  the  disciples  found 
themselves.  Though  the  men  were 
expert    sailors,    the    storm    proved 


too  much  for  them.  They  were 
afraid.  Panic  seized  them.  They 
awakened  Jesus,  saying,  "Master, 
carest  thou  not  that  we  perish?" 
(Mark  4:38). 

There  are  times  when  we,  too, 
anxiously  cry  out,  when  fear 
seems  about  to  swamp  our  boat. 
When  sorrows  like  the  sea  billows 
roll,  we  wonder  where  God  is  and 
why  He  does  not  help  us. 

Our  Lord  seems  to  be  sleeping, 
while  we,  His  disciples,  battle  for 
dear  life.  Yet,  if  we  would  be  quiet 
for  a  moment,  we  would  hear  the 
words  He  spoke  that  day  in  the 
boat,  "Why  are  ye  so  fearful?  how 
is  it  that  ye  have  no  faith?"  (Mark 
4:40).  "And  he  arose,  and  rebuked 
the  wind,  and  said  unto  the  sea, 
Peace,  be  still.  And  the  wind 
ceased,  and  there  was  a  great 
calm"    (Mark    4:38). 

Some  find  this  story  hard  to  be- 
lieve. Others  believe  as  I  do,  that 
our  God,  the  Creator,  is  also  the 
God  who  created  the  conditions 
which  caused  the  storm.  If  God 
could  create  those  conditions, 
certainly  He  could  calm  the  storm. 

Stilling  the  storm  is  not  nearly 
so  important  as  understanding  the 
meaning  of  the  storm.  Wherever 
Jesus  is,  the  storms  of  life  become 
manageable. 

Jesus  can  give  us  peace  in  the 
storms  of  anxiety  and  in  the  pres- 
ence of  sorrow.  Sooner  or  later 
sorrow  comes  into  every  life.  One 


man  who  lost  his  wife,  but  knew 
the  presence  of  Christ  said,  "It 
seemed  as  if  there  was  a  hand 
beneath  my  chin  to  hold  me  up." 

When  the  raging  waters  seem 
about  to  capsize  our  frail  craft, 
we  need  to  recall  that  Jesus  devoted 
much  of  His  life  dispelling  fear.  If 
we  live  in  the  presence  of  Jesus, 
we  can  have  peace  even  in  the 
wildest  storms  of  life.  He  is  the 
God  of  the  storm! 

God  does  not  always  reveal  the 
future  to  us  as  we  cross  the  sea  of 
life.  We  must  therefore  at  all  times 
keep  our  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
Author  of  our  faith — the  Admiral 
of  our  fleet  of  ships,  Jesus  Christ. 

Storms  are  inevitable  and  un- 
predictable. Sometimes  they  drop 
out  of  a  cloudless  sky  without 
warning,  just  as  it  did  that  day  on 
Galilee.  Sometimes  they  are 
caused  by  our  own  foolishness,  and 
sometimes  they  descend  on  us 
without  our  provocation.  God  may 
not  save  us  from  the  storm,  yet  He 
promises  to  be  with  us  in  the  storm. 

Our  faith  must  overcome  our 
fear.  Jesus  trusted  the  Father,  thus 
He  could  sleep  in  the  storm.  So 
must  we  trust  Him  to  still  the 
tempests  about  us.  Though  His 
presence  does  not  guarantee  that 
we  will  be  delivered  from  the  ship- 
wrecks of  life,  His  presence  does 
mean  that  He  will  give  us  the 
peace  that  the  raging  storm  can- 
not take  away.   • 


Forever 
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By    HERB   WADDELL 


JEFF  MOLLON  stomped  the 
wet  snow  from  his  boots  be- 
fore entering  the  village  store. 
He  shoved  the  door  open  as  though 
it  were  an  enemy  trying  to  keep 
him  out  in  the  cold. 

"Merry  Christmas,  Jeff,"  sang 
out  Jack  James  the  jovial  store 
owner. 

"Just  what  is  so  merry  about 
Christmas?"  Jeff  snapped.  "It  is 
just  another  day  to  me!" 

"What  else  is  on  your  mind, 
Jeff?"  The  grocer  stood  attentive- 
ly behind  the  counter.  Other  cus- 
tomers in  the  store  had  turned 
and  stared  at  the  man  who  seemed 
to  dislike  Christmas.  Jeff  rapidly 
ordered  one  item  after  another;  and 
when  he  was  finished,  he  paid  off, 
grabbed  the  loaded  carton,  and 
hurried  out. 

A  traveling  salesman  spoke  to 
the  store  owner:  "He  sounds  like 
the  meanest  man   in  the  world." 

Mr.  James  replied  mildly:  "No, 
Jeff  is  ordinarily  a  fine,  well-man- 
nered man  and  a  real  good  neigh- 
bor. Christmas  brings  out  the 
'hurt'  in  him." 

"What  happened?"  the  man  per- 
sisted,  his   curiosity   showing. 

"The  day  before  Christmas,  two 
years  ago,  Jeff  was  notified  that 
his  son,  Joseph,  had  been  killed  in 
Vietnam." 

"His  only  child?"  the  man  asked. 
Mr.  James  nodded.  "That  is 
rough!"  the  salesman  agreed. 

Outside,  Jeff  placed  his  carton  in 
the    truck,    stared    moodily    at   the 


large  falling  snowflakes  and  then 
climbed  into  the  cab  and  drove  off. 
When  he  turned  off  the  main  road, 
the  snow  had  drifted,  and  he  was 
forced  to  drop  the  engine  back  in- 
to low  gear  and  pick  his  spots  care- 
fully. Despite  the  hard  task  of  driv- 
ing, Jeff's  mind  was  painting  pic- 
tures of  merrier  Christmas  Eves  of 
the  past.  But  his  wife,  Mary,  was 
to  be  thought  of,  too.  He  just  had 
to  shake  off  the  bitter  memories 
and  try  to  make  her  Christmas  a 
bright  one. 

He  pulled  into  the  barn,  fed  and 
watered  his  horses,  fed  the  chick- 
ens, and  collected  the  eggs  before 
he  reached  for  the  carton  of  groc- 
eries. He  wanted  to  be  done  with 
the  outside  for  the  night.  A  warm 
house  would  be  something  to  stay 
with  on  a  night  like  this. 

As  he  pulled  the  carton  from  the 
truck,  something  moved  under  the 
canvas  tarpaulin  lying  loosely  in 
the  truck.  Jeff  lifted  the  "tarp" 
and  then  stood  still,  staring  in 
amazement.  He  had  uncovered  two 
stowaways — a  young  boy  and  a 
girl.  Jeff  instantly  knew  the  an- 
swer to  these  two.  His  last  stop  to 
deliver  eggs  at  the  orphans'  home! 
He  had  been  inside  for  quite  a 
while. 

"You're  from  the  Home,"  he  as- 
serted. 

The  boy  seemed  unafraid,  un- 
abashed. "That's  right,  Mister!  My 
sister  and  I  took  off." 

"Why?"  Jeff  demanded. 

"Why?"   the   boy   repeated.    "Be- 


cause we  want  to  get  away  from 
the  Home,  that's  why!" 

"Do  they  mistreat  you?"  Jeff 
asked  softly. 

"No,  but  such  a  place  is  never 
really  home.  It  is  tough,  Mister,  to 
be  an  orphan  anytime.  It  is  tough- 
er to  be  an  orphan  at  Christmas- 
time." 

Jeff  felt  the  lump  in  his  throat. 
"My  sentiments  exactly,  young 
man.  But  you're  not  alone.  What 
are  your  names?" 

"I'm  Joseph,  my  sister  is  named 
Mary." 

Jeff  stared  silently  into  space. 
His  wife  was  a  Mary;  his  son  had 
been  called  Joseph — Mary  and  Jo- 
seph, Christmas  Eve  and  two  or- 
phans. This  was  no  time  to  show 
his  authority.  This  was  the  time 
for  yuletide   gladness. 

"All  right,  all  right,"  Jeff  tried  to 
sound  parental,  "follow  me  into  the 
house." 

Inside  the  door,  the  youngsters 
stood  nervously  looking  at  Mrs. 
Mollon. 

"Jeff!"  she  exclaimed  smilingly. 
"Just  what  do  we  have  here?" 

Jeff's  voice  was  light  and  ban- 
tering. "We  have  here,  Mother,  a 
Mary  and  a  Joseph — a  Christmas 
Eve  and  two  refugees  from  the  or- 
phanage. They  stowed  away  in  the 
truck." 

"Ah,  you  poor  darlings,"  Mrs. 
Mollon  cried,  extending  her  arms. 
The  little  girl  rushed  to  her.  The 
boy  walked  slowly  but  finally  en- 
tered the  embracing  arms. 

Jeff  looked  on  in  silent  content. 
Somehow,  he  thought,  the  room 
suddenly  looked  a  lot  brighter. 

"I'll  bet  you  are  hungry,"  Mrs. 
Mollon  observed. 

"I'll  say!"  the  girl  answered. 

"Boy,  I'm  starved,"  Joseph  re- 
plied. 

"Jeff!"  the  woman  directed, 
"take  the  children  to  the  fireplace. 
Supper  will  be  ready  by  the  time 
they  thaw  out." 

The  youngsters  promptly  sat 
down  on  the  floor  before  the  fire. 
Jeff  stopped  at  the  living  room 
door,  watched,  and  listened. 

"What  will  they  do  with  us,  Jo- 
seph?" the  girl  asked. 

The  boy  was  enjoying  the  heat. 
"All  that  they  can   do   is   take   us 
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back  to  the  orphanage.  If  we  can 
spend  Christmas  here,  it  will  be 
something  to  remember.  Boy,  this 
fire   sure  feels  good." 

"I'll  say!"  Mary  caroled. 

Back  in  the  kitchen,  Jeff  spoke 
freely  to  his  wife.  "We've  done 
nothing  wrong,  Mary,"  he  declared 
warmly.  "It  is  our  Christian  duty 
to  feed  and  care  for  these  children. 
We  have  no  telephone,  and  it  is  a 
cinch  that  I  couldn't  get  through 
to  the  orphanage,  even  if  I  want- 
ed to." 

"Do  you  want  to,  Jeff?"  she 
smiled. 

"No!"  Jeff  exclaimed.  "It  seems 
like  it  was  meant  to  be.  Somehow, 
it  will  work  out.  Meanwhile,  let's 
have   a    merry,   merry   Christmas." 

Silently,  his  wife  thanked  God 
for  this  strange  event.  Her  hus- 
band appreciated  this  unusual 
Christmas  gift.  She  noticed  Jeff 
seemed  more  like  his  old  self — for 
the  first  time  in  two  years.  As  for 
herself,  she  loved  children  and  it 
was  a  good  feeling  to  have  some- 
one else  to  care  for  and  to  make 
happy. 

At  the  feast-like  kitchen  table, 
the  children  ate  like  there  was  no 
tomorrow. 

"You're  a  good  cook,"  Joseph  ob- 


served shyly,  "but  you  make  me 
eat  too  much. 

"Do  you  think  so,  too,  Mary?" 
Mrs.  Mollon  asked. 

"I'll  say!"  Mary  responded  with 
a  wide  grin. 

"My  sister  isn't  too  gabby  until 
she  knows  you  real  well,"  Joseph 
explained. 

At  bedtime,  the  children  said 
their  prayers  before  the  fireplace, 
at  Mrs.  Mollon's  suggestion. 

"The  upstairs  is  so  cold,"  she  ex- 
plained. 

Jeff  and  his  wife  fought  back 
tears  when  they  heard  little  Mary 
thank  God  for  this  night,  and  for 
these  kind  people. 

After  the  children  were  tucked 
in  bed,  in  rooms  across  the  hall 
from  each  other,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Mollon  got  busy  in  the  kitchen. 

"I've  got  to  bake  some  cakes  and 
cookies,  and  maybe  even  some 
candy.  After  all,  it  is  Christmas  to- 
morrow." 

"Don't  defend  yourself,  Dear," 
Jeff  beamed.  "I've  got  quite  a  job 
in  store  myself.  After  all,"  he 
mimicked,  "it  is  Christmas  tomor- 
row." 

Christmas  morning  brought 
more  snow,  but  inside  the  Mollon 
farmhouse    there    was    a    glow    of 
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warmth  and  good  cheer.  It  was  a 
happy  place.  The  children  looked 
with  shining  eyes  on  the  Christ- 
mas tree  decorated  with  home- 
made cookies  and  at  the  candy, 
oranges,  and  apples  under  the  tree. 

"I'm  sorry  we  didn't  have  a 
chance  to  buy  you  something  per- 
sonal, like  clothes  or  something 
more  useful." 

Joseph  took  another  view.  "This 
sure  looks  good  to  me,  eh,  Mary?" 

"I'll  say!"  Mary  clapped  her 
hands. 

So  the  day  started,  and  it  was 
fun.  There  was  feasting  and  the 
saying  of  grace  with  feeling  at 
each  meal.  During  the  day,  a 
neighbor  riding  a  snowmobile 
stopped  at  the  house.  Jeff  asked 
him  to  phone  the  orphanage  and 
explain  about  the  children. 

"I'll  take  them  back  as  soon  as 
the  road  is  plowed,"  Jeff  declared, 
and  then  laughingly  added:  "I 
wouldn't  mind  being  snowed  in  all 
winter." 

Little  Mary  brought  down  the 
"house"  when  she  declared:  "I'll 
say!" 

The  children  were  in  bed  but 
they  could  hear  the  snowplow 
clearing  the  road.  They  knew  what 
that  meant.  Christmas  was  really 
over  now.  It  was  back  to  the  or- 
phanage. But  if  they  could  have 
heard  the  conversation  in  the 
kitchen,  they  would  have  felt  bet- 
ter. Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mollon  had  come 
to  a  decision — a  happy  one,  the 
way  they  saw  it.  They  would  file 
adoption  papers  for  the  children 
just  as  soon  as  possible.  "But  we 
must  be  sure  that  the  children 
really  want  to  be  with  us,"  Jeff 
said  firmly. 

Later,  from  their  bedroom,  they 
saw  Mary  tiptoe  over  to  her 
brother's  room. 

"Hasn't  it  all  been  wonderful, 
Joseph?  I've  been  so  happy.  I  could 
live  here  forever  and  be  happy  just 
that  long.  Couldn't  you?" 

Joseph's  voice  was  light  and  gay. 
"I'll  say!"  he  exclaimed. 

As  Mary  made  her  way  back,  she 
spoke  quietly:  "I  wonder  if  they 
liked  us?" 

From  the  other  bedroom  door- 
way, sang  out  a  pair  of  happy 
voices:   "I'll  say!"   • 


Parents  and  Simday  School  Teachers  Should  Consider 
the  Question: 


How  Does  It 
Sound  to  Them? 

By   MARY   LOUISE    KITSEN 


EXPERIENCE  IS  THE  best 
teacher.  Sometimes  it  works 
out  that  way.  But  sometimes 
we  can  learn  from  the  experience 
of  others.  For  parents  and  Sunday 
school  teachers,  my  experience  may 
prove  helpful. 

When  I  was  a  very  new  Sunday 
school  teacher  I  worked  with  the 
very  young.  To  be  perfectly  hon- 
est, I  was  feeling  rather  pleased 
with  myself  that  Sunday  because  I 
had  made  quite  a  bit  of  progress 
in  teaching  my  children  the  Lord's 
Prayer.  As  the  old  saying  goes, 
"Vanity  goes  before  a  fall."  How 
true  this  is! 

My  moment  of  reckoning  came 
with  a  ring  of  the  doorbell,  fol- 
lowed by  my  mother's  voice:  "Mary 
Lou,  the  pastor  wants  to  see  you." 

I  had  hurried  down,  still  un- 
suspecting. When  I  saw  the  pas- 
tor's face,  though,  I  knew  some- 
thing was  not  quite  "roses  and  sun- 
shine." 

"Why  in  the  world  did  you  tell 
the  children  that  God's  first  name 
was   Howard?" 

My  eyes  popped  at  his  question. 
"But  I  didn't,"  I  stammered.  "Hon- 
estly, I  didn't." 

It  turned  out  that  Bobby  Carter's 
mother  had  called  the  pastor. 
When    the    parents    had    gone    to 


Bobby's  room  to  hear  his  prayers 
as  they  did  each  evening,  the  lit- 
tle boy  had  started  with,  "Dear 
Howard." 

The  mother  and  father  had 
quickly  stopped  the  little  boy.  They 
asked  him  why  he  was  calling  God 
by  the  name  of  Howard. 

"That's  His  first  name,"  Bobby 
had  advised  them  with  pride.  "Miss 
Mary  Lou  taught  us  that  in  Sun- 
day school  today.  Isn't  that  a  nice 
name?" 

His  parents  insisted  that  Bobby 
had  made  a  mistake.  But  Bobby 
was  firm.  Miss  Mary  Lou  had  in- 
deed said  that  God's  first  name 
was   Howard. 

The  pastor  suggested  that  he  and 
I  visit  the  Carter  family  to  see  if 
we  couldn't  straighten  the  whole 
thing  out.  That's  when  I  noticed 
a  little  twinkle  in  his  eye.  He  knew 
something,  that  was  certain;  but 
he  wasn't  going  to  tell  me.  I  was 
going  to  find  out  for  myself.  With 
my  parents  watching  us  leave,  and 
with  giant  question  marks  on  their 
faces,  the  pastor  and  I  headed  for 
the  Carter  home. 

"Bobby,  I  didn't  tell  you  God's 
first  name  was  Howard,"  I  said. 

"But  you  did.  Don't  you  remem- 
ber?" asked  the  serious  faced,  be- 
wildered little  fellow. 


I  shook  my  head.  "No,  Bobby,  I 
don't  remember  telling  you  any- 
thing like  that." 

Bobby  proceeded  to  explain.  "You 
taught  us  the  beginning  of  the 
Lord's  Prayer.  Don't  you  remem- 
ber that?" 

I  nodded.  "Yes,  I  remember 
that." 

"Well  then,"  said  Bobby,  "you  do 
remember  teaching  us  that  God's 
first  name  was  Howard." 

The  pastor  broke  in  then.  "Bob- 
by," he  suggested,  "why  don't  you 
recite  what  you  know  of  the  Lord's 
Prayer  for  us?" 

Bobby  smiled  with  pleasure.  His 
words  were  clear  as  a  bell — were 
they  ever  clear! 

"Our  Father  who  are  in  heaven, 
Howard  is  thy  name,"  he  recited 
with  pride. 

"Oh,  Bobby,"  I  said,  hugging  the 
little  boy,  "Oh,  Bobby.  What  a  Sun- 
day school  teacher  you  have!" 

Our  pastor  took  Bobby  then,  sit- 
ting him  on  his  lap.  He  explained 
that  when  the  Bible  was  written, 
people  spoke  and  wrote  in  a  dif- 
ferent way  than  we  write  and 
speak  today;  and  because  of  this 
there  were  many  words  in  the  Bi- 
ble which  are  hard  to  understand 
when  we  are  first  learning  about 
Jesus. 

When  he  was  through,  Bobby 
said,  "It  did  sound  like  Howard.  Is 
God  mad  at  me?" 

The  pastor  shook  his  head.  "No, 
indeed,  Bobby." 

"Is  He  mad  at  Miss  Mary  Lou?" 

Again  the  pastor  shook  his  head 
and  with  a  smile  said,  "No,  He  isn't 
mad   at  anyone.   He   understands." 

As  I  left,  I  told  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Carter  how  sorry  I  was.  Mrs. 
Carter  put  a  hand  on  my  arm  and 
said,  "We  learned  a  lesson  from  this 
experience  too,  Mary  Lou.  We  have 
to  remember  to  consider  how  it 
sounds  to  them."  I  nodded. 

I  don't  think  any  further  exam- 
ples are  needed.  Just  remember, 
parents  and  teachers,  things  sound 
very  different  to  the  young  child. 
Ask  yourself  the  question,  "How 
does  it  sound  to  them?"  Howard  is 
a  perfectly  fine  name.  It  just 
doesn't  happen  to  belong  to  God.  • 
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Emotions 

and  the 

Christian 


Y 


OU  HAVE  TO  get  emotional 
to  play  football  well,"  a 
noted  football  coach  said  re- 
cently. The  statement  was  food  for 
thought.  I  quickly  came  to  this 
conclusion:  You  have  to  get  emo- 
tional to  do  almost  anything  well. 

There  are  many  who  would  agree 
to  a  certain  extent.  However,  they 
would  draw  the  line  when  it  comes 
to  worshiping  and  serving  God. 
They  look  upon  any  display  of 
emotion  with  distaste  and  suspi- 
cion. But  there  are  many  scriptural 
examples  which  show  that  emo- 
tion (strong  feeling)  is  a  natural 
part  of  the  Christian's  life. 

When  the  Israelites  were  held 
in  bondage,  their  most  urgent  need 
was  freedom.  "The  children  of  Is- 
rael sighed  by  reason  of  the  bond- 
age, and  they  cried,  and  their  cry 
came  up  unto  God  by  reason  of  the 
bondage.  And  God  heard  their 
groaning.  .  .  .  And  God  had  re- 
spect unto  them"  (Exodus  2:23-25). 
These  people  were  in  such  despair 
that  they  groaned  and  cried  as 
they  prayed.  Should  it  seem  strange 
to  us  when  a  repentant  sinner  falls 
on  his  knees  and  cries  out  to  God 
in  the  same  manner? 

Undoubtedly,  Samson's  last 
prayer  was  fraught  with  emotion. 
As  he  stood  near  the  pillars  in  the 
house  that  was  filled  with  men 
and  women,  he  put  his  heart  into 
the  urgent  plea.  "And  Samson 
called  unto  the  Lord,  and  said,  O 
Lord  God,  remember  me,  I  pray 
thee,   and  strengthen    me,   I   pray 


By  MARGIE  SNOWDEN   NORTH 

thee,  only  this  once"  (Judges  16: 
28).  Should  we  be  ashamed  if  our 
feeling  of  weakness  compels  us  to 
cry  out  for  strength  also? 

David  wrote,  "Hear  my  cry,  O 
God;  attend  unto  my  prayer.  From 
the  end  of  the  earth  will  I  cry 
unto  thee,  when  my  heart  is  over- 
whelmed .  .  ."  (Psalm  61:1,  2).  This 
is  only  one  of  the  many  fervent 
prayers  he  uttered.  If  he  lived  to- 
day, many  would  tab  him  an 
"emotionalist"  and  contend  that 
today's  Christian  should  practice 
self-restraint  in  worship.  But  if  we 
have  known  God's  mercy  and  power, 
how  can  we  remain  silent  and  re- 
served? 

Daniel's  prayer  of  confession  and 
supplication  (Daniel  9:4-19) 
could  not  have  been  prayed  with- 
out strong  feeling.  Israel's  trans- 
gressions were  weighing  heavi- 
ly upon  his  heart.  Must  we  not  ex- 
perience this  same  type  of  bur- 
den if  souls  are  to  be  won  to  God 
today? 

Jesus'  ministry  could  not  have 
been  accomplished  by  a  coldheart- 
ed  or  wishy-washy  individual.  He 
felt  compassion;  He  felt  grief.  He 
wept;  He  rejoiced.  When  a  multi- 
tude of  His  disciples  began  prais- 
ing God  with  a  loud  voice,  some 
Pharisees  said  to  Him,  "Master,  re- 
buke thy  disciples.  And  he  an- 
swered ...  I  tell  you  that,  if  these 
should  hold  their  peace,  the  stones 
would  immediately  cry  out"  (Luke 
19:39,  40).  I'm  thankful  that  spon- 
taneous   praise    to    God    does    not 


have  to  be  suppressed,  aren't  you? 

The  Lord  once  said,  "Turn  ye 
even  to  me  with  all  your  heart, 
and  with  fasting,  and  with  weep- 
ing, and  with  mourning:  And  rend 
your  heart,  and  not  your  gar- 
ments" (Joel  2:12,  13).  James,  un- 
der the  leadership  of  the  Spirit, 
said,  "Be  afflicted,  and  mourn, 
and  weep:  let  your  laughter  be 
turned  to  mourning,  and  your  joy 
to  heaviness"  (James  4:9).  God 
does  not  want  emotional  display 
for  the  sake  of  show  but  He  wants 
us  to  express  an  emotion  that 
comes  from  the  heart. 

Dr.  W.  E.  Sangster,  British  Meth- 
odist preacher  in  his  book,  Let  Me 
Commend,  said,  "The  man  who 
screams  at  a  football  or  baseball 
game  but  is  distressed  when  he 
hears  of  a  sinner  weeping  at  the 
cross  and  murmers  something 
about  the  dangers  of  emotionalism 
hardly   merits  intelligent   respect." 

There  are  those  who  will  shed 
tears  over  a  television  show,  a  book, 
or  even  a  song,  but  will  remain 
unmoved  while  reading  God's  Word 
or  while  hearing  their  pastor 
preach  a  sermon  about  the  blood 
of  Christ.  I  believe  this  is  a  sad 
and  silent  commentary  on  the 
state  of  that  person's  spiritual 
status,  though  oftentimes  he  pro- 
fesses to  be  a  Christian. 

Let  us  not  be  afraid  to  become 
emotionally  involved  whether  it  be 
in  our  worship  of  God  or  in  our 
work  for  Him.  • 


11 


Just  fttonteting 


I  wonder  what  Christ  thinks  of  Christmas 
And  what  we  have  done  to  His  day  .  .  . 
The  weeks  we  spend  fretting  and  fuming 
Over  gifts  for  which  we  cannot  pay? 


Christmas  Day  we  spend  eating  and  drinking. 
With  crowds  of  people,  midst  laughter  and  din; 
There's  no  more  room  in  our  hearts  for  the  Master 
Than  the  innkeeper  had  in  his  inn. 


He  said  we  should  feed  the  hungry. 
For  the  life  of  the  impoverished  is  grim; 
Whatever  we  do  for  one   truly  in  need 
Is  the  same  as  if  done  unto  Him. 

To  give  without  thought  of  receiving  .  .  . 
This  lesson  Christ  taught  while  on  earth. 
But  I  wonder  if  it  doesn't  grieve  Him 
By   the  way  we  spend  the  day  of  His  birth? 

— Lena  Sprague 


UNTO  HIM 

To  whom  did  the  Wise  Men  offer  gifts? 

To   Mary  and  Joseph?   No. 

Or,  if  they  did,  no  mention  is  made — 

The  Bible  does  not  say  so. 

Unto  Him  they  presented  their  gifts 

Of  frankincense,  myrrh  and  gold; 

Unto  the  Christ  Child  gave  they  their  gifts — 

In  Matthew '2  we  are  told. 

They  fell  on  their  knees,  they  worshiped  Him, 

Then  opened  the  treasures  brought; 

Their  costly  gifts  were  for  Him  alone — 

For  He  was  the  One  they  had  sought. 

To  whom  do  we   give   our  gifts  today? 

Too  often,  it  must  be  said: 

The  Christ  is  quite  the  forgotten  One; 

We    give    to    others   instead. 

—Roy  J.    Wilkins 


DON'T  YOU  THINK? 

If  the  innkeeper  had  been  a  mother, 
Seeing  Joseph  and  Mary  in  their  plight, 
She  never,  never  would  have  turned  them 
Out  into  the  night? 

—Mary  Colby  Wilder 


CHRISTMAS  CANDLE 

Christmas  candle  in  the  window, 
Throw  your  little  light  on  me. 
Brighten  all  who  look  upon  you. 
Light  a  path  that  all  may  see 
How  to  find  the  little  Jesus 
On  a  lonely  Christmas  Eve. 
Let  your  light,  steadfastly  shining, 
Cheer   the   many  hearts   that  grieve. 

—Nina  Willis  Walter 


A  DAY  IN  DECEMBER 

Though  the  land  is  quilted  with  snow 
And  frosty  winds  blow  thru  the  lane, 
Warmth  and  color  flood  our  house 
For  Christmastime  is  here  again. 

Over  crystal  air,  bells  now  chime 
Their  silver-toned  notes  of  mirth, 
Proclaiming  the  glorious  truth 
Of  Christ,  the  blessed  Saviour's  birth! 

—Earle  J.  Grant 
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ON  CHRISTMAS  DAY 

The  tree  is  all  sparkly; 
The   presents  are  gay. 
What  joy  we   all  have 
On  Christmas  Day! 

Jesus  is  with  me 
All  the  day  long; 
And   my   heart   is   filled 
With  Christmas  song. 

— Louise  Darcy 


WHAT  IS   CHRISTMAS? 

Exactly  what  is  Christmas? 
Just  stop  and  ask  yourself. 
Is  it  flowers  and  candy 
On  a  decorated  shelf? 

Is  it  mistletoe  and  holly 
That  decorate  the  home? 
Could  it  be  a  moment 
Of    peace,    when    you're    alone? 

Is  it  thoughts  of  others 
That  may  not  have  too  much? 
Is  it  a  time  to  reach  out 
And  God,  your  maker,  touch? 

— Gregory  Miller 


FIRST  CHRISTMAS 

Judea's  hills  were  silvered 
With  a  star's  glowing  light, 

When  Christ  the  Saviour  was  born 
On  that  first  Christmas  night. 

Angels  appeared  to  shepherds 
Tending  their  flocks  with  care; 

And  announced  that  the  holy  birth 
Had  occurred  near  there. 

These  humble  folk  left  their  sheep 

To  discover,  with  awe, 
The  Baby  in  Bethlehem, 

Nestled  in  lowly  straw. 

How  sad  that — in  the  town's  inn — 
He  couldn't  have   a  small  part; 

But,  oh,  we  can  now  make 
Room  for  Him  in  the  heart! 

— Earle  J.  Grant 


The  Lights 

of 
Christmas 

By  ROSS  W.   HAYSLIP 


HE  PROPHET  ISAIAH  saw 
the  lights  of  Christmas  to 
come  as  they  gleamed  up- 
on his  pathway.  He  sang  trium- 
phantly, "The  people  that  walked 
in  darkness  have  seen  a  great 
light:  they  that  dwell  in  the  land 
of  the  shadow  of  death,  upon  them 
hath  the  light  shined"  (Isaiah  9:2). 

When  Simeon  spoke  of  the  mean- 
ing of  the  birth  of  Christ,  he  said, 
"Mine  eyes  have  seen  tby  salva- 
tion, Which  thou  hast  prepared  be- 
fore the  face  of  all  people;  a  light 
to  lighten  the  Gentiles,  and  the 
glory  of  thy  people  Israel"  (Luke 
2:30-32). 

The  Magi  from  the  East  saw  His 
star  and  followed  the  gleam  of  its 
light  until  it  led  them  into  the 
presence  of  the  Christ  Child  where 
they    were    able    to    worship    Him. 

At  Christmastime,  friendly  lights 
scintillate  on  millions  of  evergreen 
trees  and  shine  with  winsome  ra- 
diance from  the  windows  of  multi- 
plied thousands  of  churches, 
homes,  and  business  places  in  cele- 
bration of  this  wonderful  time  of 
the  year. 

At  the  time  of  Christ's  birth  his- 
tory was  enshrouded  in  a  black 
night  of  darkness.  Human  learn- 
ing and  philosophy,  finding  its  no- 
blest expression  in  the  culture  of 
the  Greeks,  had  brought  no  light 
on    man's    redemption    from    sin. 


The  light  of  jurisprudence,  in  its 
highest  expression  in  Roman  law, 
had  failed  to  illuminate  the  path 
of  mankind  to  the  highest  destiny 
of  the  human  soul. 

The  light  of  religion  found  its 
finest  expression  in  Israel.  It  had 
been  obscured  by  form,  ceremony, 
and  ritualism;  and  it  stood  by, 
helpless  to  minister  to  man's  deep 
need  for  salvation. 

Our  world  today  is  in  the  deep- 
est of  darkness.  The  circumstances 
in  which  we  have  found  ourselves 
are  grim  and  baffling,  but  the 
lights  of  Christmas  still  shine  on. 
All  efforts  to  extinguish  them  have 
failed.  The  light  of  the  Christmas 
star  is  the  light  of  a  new  way  and 
a  new  life.  Reflected  in  the  lights 
on  the  Christmas  trees  and  in  the 
glowing  faces  of  little  children  who 
gather  about  the  tree  on  Christ- 
mas morn,  it  heralds  the  message 
of  the  glorious  light  that  comes  to 
the  hearts  of  sinful  men  when  they 
accept  the  Saviour. 

In  the  birth  of  our  Lord  in  the 
stable  at  Bethlehem  we  have  the 
fulfillment  of  the  prophecy,  "There 
shall  come  a  Star  out  of  Jacob, 
and  a  Sceptre  shall  rise  out  of 
Israel"  (Numbers  24:17).  The 
sceptre  will  never  fall  from  His 
mighty  hands,  and  we  can  be  as- 
sured that  He  will  write  the  final 
chapter  of  history.  • 
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The  Gift  and  tti 


THE  BOX"  HAD  been  coming 
faithfully  just  before 
Christmas  for  many  years 
before  I  was  born,  so  my  older  sis- 
ters and  brother  had  had  the  thrill 
of  handing  our  small-town  post- 
master the  faded  "ask  for  package" 
sign  long  before    my    turn    came. 

For  us,  the  five  children  of  a 
widowed  mother,  Christmas  pack- 
ages were  necessarily  scarce;  so 
"the  box"  was  not  just  another 
present  but  the  axle  on  which  our 
whole  Christmas  season  revolved. 
Knowing  that  it  came  from  the 
unbelievable  distance  of  eighty 
miles  away  and  was  so  large  the 
local  drayman  had  to  deliver  it  to 
our  door  made  this  gift  particular- 
ly fascinating.  The  first  time  I  was 
able  to  realize  these  awesome  facts 
and  how  much  they  meant  to  all 
of  us,  I  was  six  years  old.  The  box 
was  shoved  to  the  center  of  the 
kitchen  and  its  wooden  lid  barely 
pried  off  before  our  eager  hands 
were  plunged  inside. 

I  asked,  "Did  Santa  Claus  send 
it?" 

"Of  course  not,  silly;  Uncle  Ern- 
est did." 

"Why?" 

"Because  he's  rich,  that's  why. 
He's  an  undertaker  and  owns  a 
great  big  store  besides." 

"What's  an  undertaker?" 

But  that  question  was  never  an- 
swered as  my  brother  had  found 
a  box  of  chocolate  covered  cher- 
ries and  went  whirling  around  the 
kitchen  holding  it  high  above  his 


head,  with  the  rest  of  us  in  hot 
pursuit. 

Within  a  few  minutes  the  wood- 
en crate  was  empty.  Later  it  would 
be  chopped  into  kindling  for 
our  kitchen  range.  All  its  contents 
were  stacked  on  the  round  kitchen 
table,  and  they  made  a  glorious 
sight.  There  were  cans  of  every 
kind  of  vegetable;  sacks  of  nuts, 
all  shapes  and  sizes;  and  boxes  of 
prunes,  raisins,  dates,  and  figs.  Of 
course,  for  us  children,  the  bright- 
ly colored  Christmas  candies  found 
tucked  away  between  the  cans  and 
boxes  were  the  most  exciting. 
Later,  after  Mother  had  stocked 
the  pantry  shelves,  she  sat  at  the 
table,  cracking  nuts  for  Christmas 
breads,  cakes,  and  cookies.  With  a 
round  candy  bulging  one  cheek,  I 
sat  beside  her,  picking  little  brown 
pieces  from  the  shells  and  drop- 
ping them  in  a  bowl. 

I  asked,  "Is  he  really  terribly 
rich?" 

"Who?" 

"Uncle  Ernest.  Clifford  said  so." 

"Well,  he's  terribly  rich  with 
kindness  and  generosity.  You  see, 
he  sends  us  all  this  because  he 
loves  us." 

"Doesn't  he  have  any  little  girls 
and  boys  of  his  own  to  love?" 

"They're  all  grown  up  now.  He 
just  loves  all  children." 

"Like  Santa  Claus?" 

"Yes,  dear;  something  like  San- 
ta Claus." 

In  bed  later,  I  could  hear  the 
oven  door  open  and  close  and 
smell  the  mouthwatering  odors  of 


treats  for  days  to  come.  Knowing 
all  these  good  things  were  possible 
because  of  "the  box"  and  the  uncle 
who  sent  it,  I  lay  dreaming  up  a 
picture  of  him.  He  would  be  big 
and  smile  and  laugh  all  the  time. 
Maybe  if  I  ever  saw  him  he  would 
pick  me  up  and  hug  me  tight 
like  a  daddy  would,  if  I  had  one. 
Just  thinking  of  him  made  me  feel 
warm  and  sleepy  all  over. 

The  next  summer  I  was  over- 
joyed when  we  packed  box  lunches 
and  took  the  train  to  visit  him. 
We  walked  from  the  depot  to  his 
store  and  there  he  stood  on  the 
porch  steps  under  a  huge  sign  let- 
t  e  r  e  d,  "Undertaker,  Furniture, 
Meats,  Groceries,  and  Sundries." 
From  my  first  sight  of  him  I  was 
both  disappointed  and  speechless 
with  fright.  Big  he  was,  but  not 
smiling  nor  laughing.  He  stood 
with  his  feet  far  apart,  legs  as 
strong  and  sturdy  as  the  pillars 
supporting  the  porch  roof  and 
arms  crossed  on  his  broad  chest. 
His  dark  eyebrows  grew  in  little 
clumps,  some  up,  some  down,  but 
coming  to  some  agreement  to  join 
in  the  middle.  A  long,  handlebar 
mustache  covered  his  upper  lip 
completely  and  hung  down  below 
his  chin  on  either  side  of  his  face. 
He  shook  hands  with  Mother  and 
then  stared  at  each  of  us.  His  eyes 
were  black,  stern,  and  deep  set. 
When  they  came  to  rest  on  me  I 
shivered  and  turned  away,  listen- 
ing to  my  heart  knocking  way  up 
in  my  ears. 

We  were  led  into  the  store  and 
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Giver 


By   ELINORE   HAGLUND 


lined  up  on  a  bench.  Above  us, 
hanging  with  twine  wound  around 
hooks,  was  a  long  row  of  summer 
sausages. 

"Will  they  fall  on  us?" 

"Of  course  they  won't;  just  look 
at  all  the  furniture!" 

"Where?" 

"Up   there,   on    the   balcony." 

Sure  enough,  up  high,  in  the 
back  of  the  store,  another  floor 
with  a  railing  round  it  held  all 
kinds  of  furniture.  I  could  see  so- 
fas, mattresses,  tables,  and  chairs. 
Across  from  us  were  shelves  climb- 
ing way  to  the  ceiling  and  filled 
with  cans,  boxes,  and  jars.  And 
then,  in  the  back  of  the  store,  I  saw 
the  candy  counter.  It  was  all  glass, 
front  and  back,  with  sliding  doors 
and  filled  with  every  kind  of  candy 
I  had  ever  seen. 

Mother  and  my  uncle  stood  be- 
hind the  counter  talking  and  we 
waited,  staring  at  everything,  but 
especially  at  the  glass  case. 

Then,  there  he  was,  standing  in 
front  of  us.  He  waved  one  big  arm 
toward  the  candy  counter  and 
boomed,  "Take  a  sack  and  fill  it 
up!" 

His  voice  startled  me  so  I  dared 
not  stand  on  my  shaking  legs  and 
remained  alone,  rooted  to  the 
bench.  When  he  looked  at  me,  I 
ducked  my  head,  not  daring  to 
meet  his  eyes.  He  strode  away  to 
the  counter,  filled  a  sack  with 
candy,  and  returned  to  lay  it  in 
my  lap;  but  my  throat  was  so 
tight  I  couldn't  even  thank  him. 

Later   Mother  walked   us   to   his 


house  one  block  away,  and  with 
the  lump  still  in  my  throat  I  an- 
nounced, "He's  not  one  bit  like 
Santa  Claus,  and  I  don't  think  he 
loves  us  at  all." 

Mother  just  squeezed  my  hand 
and  answered,  "Don't  judge  a  book 
by  its  cover,"  which  of  course 
meant  nothing  to  me. 

During  the  two  days  we  were 
there  my  uncle  and  I  exchanged 
not  one  word,  and  I  was  careful 
to  keep  out  of  his  sight  as  much 
as  possible.  When  it  was  time  for 
us  to  leave,  he  decided  to  drive  us 
home  in  his  big,  black,  open  Bu- 
ick.  I  sat  between  him  and  Moth- 
er and  was  very  careful  to  squeeze 
as  close  to  her  as  I  could.  It  was 
a  long  dusty  trip,  and  much  to  my 
disappointment  my  uncle  decided 
to  stay  overnight.  My  brother  gave 
up  his  bed  for  him  and  slept  on  the 
floor  between  the  two  big  beds  in 
our  only  other  bedroom.  When 
Mother  rose  early  in  the  morning, 
Uncle  Ernest  was  already  dressed 
and  sitting  in  the  rocker  in  our 
parlor.  I  heard  her  ask,  "Didn't 
you  sleep  well?" 

He  roared,  "How  in  the  world 
could  anybody  sleep  on  a  mattress 
like  that?" 

I  leaned  over  and  poked  my 
brother,  whispering,  "He's  not  even 
polite." 

After  breakfast,  just  before  he 
left,  my  uncle  went  into  our  bed- 
room and,  bending  over,  laid  his 
big  hands  on  our  beds,  jiggling 
them  up  and  down,  then  stood 
erect,  looking  all  around  the  room. 


I  hid  behind  the  curtains  separa- 
ting the  bedroom  from  the  parlor, 
watching  him,  and  wishing  he 
would  hurry  and  leave.  After  he 
had  started  off  down  the  road  and 
everyone  else  had  gone  in  the 
house,  I  stayed  on  the  porch  and 
felt  a  great  sense  of  satisfaction 
in  sticking  my  tongue  out  at  his  re- 
treating car. 

One  week  later  the  drayman 
stopped  his  Wagon  in  front  of  our 
house,  and  we  watched  round- 
eyed  while  he  and  his  helper  car- 
ried in  three  new  mattresses,  a  bu- 
reau, and  a  big,  padded  rocker. 
When  we  raced  into  the  house, 
Mother  was  sitting  on  the  mat- 
tresses crying. 

I  patted  her  asking,  "Did  you  buy 
all  these?" 

She  just  shook  her  head,  reply- 
ing through  her  tears,  "Of  course 
not.  They  all  came  from  your  good, 
kind,  Uncle  Ernest." 

I  saw  him  once  again,  two  years 
later,  shortly  before  he  died.  He 
had  had  a  stroke  and  was  lying 
motionless  in  his  big  bed.  He  could 
no  longer  speak  in  his  booming 
voice  and  was  able  to  move  only 
his  eyes.  We  stood  uncomfortably 
by  his  side,  and  he  looked  at  each 
of  us.  When  it  was  my  turn,  I 
forced  myself  to  return  his  gaze. 
Surprisingly,  I  saw  his  eyes  were 
not  hard  and  stern  at  all — just 
dark  with  love.  Remembering  that 
once  I  had  stuck  my  tongue  out  at 
him  in  hate,  I  was  filled  with 
shame  and  hid  my  face  in  Moth- 
er's dress  and  cried.  • 


15 


Thai's  when  the  singing  began. 

The  young  music  director 

across  the  hall  had  composed  an  opera. 

The  faculty  and 

students  could  talk  ol  nothing  else. 


The  Professor 
Turns  to  Christ 


By  CATHARINE  VAN   SANT 


DR.  SORTOR  DRAGGED  his 
feet  toward  his  desk  chair 
and  slumped  down.  What 
class  came  next?  Where  were  his 
notes?  Shaking,  he  shuffled  the 
history  cards.  The  students  filed  in 
— some  long  haired,  the  ROTC  boys 
clean  shaven,  a  few  girls  sparkling 
with   eagerness,    others    bored. 

"Ah— ah — "  Dr.  Sortor  strug- 
gled to  his  feet.  "Today  we'll  dis- 
cuss the  medieval  period."  His 
voice  faded  to  a  whisper. 

"Can't  hear!"  protested  a  fierce 
young  man  in  the  back  row. 

"They  have  called  this  era  the 
dark  ages  but  this  is  a  mistake," 
the  professor  tried  to  talk  louder. 
Weariness  lay  on  him  like  a  gar- 
ment. His  hands  hung — like  lead- 
en weights.  The  frail  words  wav- 
ered on  and  on.  The  students  gave 
up  taking  notes.  Four  boys  banged 
out  of  the  room.  Girls  yawned. 
One  manicured  her  nails.  The  bell 
rescued  them  all. 

Dr.  Sortor  collapsed  into  his 
chair.  How  he  envied  the  simple 
folk  who  believed  in  God — the  God 
who  saved  the  children  of  Israel, 
who  sent  His  only  Son  to  save  the 
world,  and  had  brought  hope  to 
humanity.  Hundreds  of  lectures  he 
had  given  on  "The  Thrust  of  Chris- 
tianity." All  absurd.  Nonsense. 
Wishful  thinking. 

The  noise  of  despair  deafened 
him.  That  morning — only  five 
hours  away  in  time,  but  light- 
years  away  in  grief.  First  there 
had   been  his  daughter's  voice, 

"Now  look.  Dad,  I'm  not  going 
to  college.  All  I've  heard  since  I 
can  remember  was  classes  and  lec- 
tures and  proper  study  habits,  and 
'don't  forget,  you're  a  professor's 
child  and  much  is  expected  of 
you'!  I'm  sick  of  faculty  teas, 
faculty     picnics,     faculty     recitals, 


faculty  contests — the  whole  bit.  I 
want  you  to  like  Ed,  Dad.  But  you 
just  won't!  You  just  can't  see  any- 
body who's  not  a  Ph.D.  If  they're 
not  a  rising  young  chemist  or 
playwright  or  engineer,  they're  ci- 
phers in  your  book.  I  love  Ed,  Dad, 
and  he's  no  dummy.  He's  twenty- 
three  and  he  has  a  profession.  .  .  ." 

"Do  you  call  plumbing  a  profes- 
sion?" he  had  sneered,  but  Tricia 
ignored    the    interruption. 

"We're  going  to  be  married.  Dad. 
This  fall." 

Crazed  with  rage  he  had  scolded, 
"But  you've  a  fine  mind.  You  must 
go  to  college.  You're  too  young  to 
get  married.  I  won't  allow  it!"  But 
the  fresh  cleanness  of  her  had 
swooped  out  into  the  spring  day. 

The  bell  signaled  another  class. 
His  neck  muscles  were  jelly.  His 
head — iron.  When  he  got  to  class, 
he  forced  his  voice  the  way  one 
does  in  a  nightmare  when  he  is 
crying  for  help.  He  mumbled  some- 
thing about  the  middle  ages,  the 
crusades,  the  battles,  the  paint- 
ings, the  treaties.  .  .  . 

A  girl  raised  her  hand,  "Pardon 
me,  Dr.  Sortor,  but  this  is  your 
American  history  class." 

Humiliated,  he  dismissed  them 
all. 

"Are  you  ill?"  a  student  asked. 
"May  I  do  something  for  you?" 

The  professor  shook  his  head 
and  waved  the  youth  away.  Tricia's 
announcement  had  touched  off  a 
Pandora's  box  of  troubles.  He 
crumpled  into  his  chair  and  gazed 
blankly  at  the  terse  notice  from 
the  president. 

"This  will  inform  you  that  Dr. 
Wicker  has  been  appointed  Chair- 
man  of   the   History   Department." 

His  promised  chairmanship.  The 
president's  sickly  handshake  at 
lunch,    and    his    mumbled,    "Sorry, 


Frank,  but  I  had  no  choice.  The 
board,  you  know,"  had  not  soften- 
ed the  blow.  A  professional  slap  in 
the  face.  And  Dr.  Wicker — he  was 
young,  enthusiastic,  but  with  next 
to  no  experience. 

Then  had  come  the  hurried  call 
from  Tom  Blotson.  "Sorry,  Frank, 
but  that  last  stock  of  yours  hit 
bottom.  You  can't  realize  a  cent." 
Just  when  he  had  needed  the  ex- 
tra money.  Alice  always  laughed 
and  said  he  gave  away  his  salary 
— putting  kids  through  college,  do- 
nating scholarships,  even  mortgag- 
ing their  home  to  help  a  promis- 
ing young  scholar. 

These  disappointments  he  could 
have  taken  in  stride  but  not  the 
last.  From  that  blow  he  couldn't 
rally. 

"Dr  Sortor,"  the  solemn  tones 
had  immediately  alerted  him.  It 
was  Dr.  Allard.  Alice  had  gone  for 
a  checkup  last  week.  "I'm  calling 
about  your  wife.  The  result  of  the 
tests  we  took  are — well — the  truth 
is,  her  condition  is  most  serious. 
She  has  six  months — possibly  a 
year—" 

"Are  you  sure!"  the  professor 
had  screamed,  hanging  on  crazily 
to  the  hope  that  the  doctor  had 
made  a  mistake,  that  he  had  con- 
fused Alice's  chart  with  another's. 

"I'm  perfectly  sure,"  the  doctor 
had  replied.  "She  will  experience 
no  pain.  She'll  just  become  pro- 
gressively weaker." 

"But  it  can't  be.  She's  always 
been  perfectly  healthy.  She — "  Dr. 
Sortor  couldn't  stop  his  barrage  of 
words. 

"I  thought  it  best  to  tell  you.  I 
haven't  notified  your  wife.  I 
thought  that  should  be  left  up  to 
you." 

"Of  course." 

Alice  was  his  heart,  his  motiva- 
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'Oh   God,"  Dr.  Sorter  prayed  reverently,    "help  my  unbelief. 


tion,  his  reason  for  living.  It  was 
impossible  to  think  of  life  without 
her.  The  two  of  them — in  love  since 
Junior  High,  going  to  college,  get- 
ting married  and  struggling  for 
money.  Both  of  them  had  had 
part-time  jobs.  He  would  often  fall 
asleep  over  his  books.  And  then 
with  Alice  insisting,  "Let  me  get 
a  full-time  job,  Frank.  You're  the 
important  one.  You're  the  brain. 
You  just  must  get  your  degree.  I 
can  support  us.  Honestly.  Please — " 
he  had  finally  consented.  He  re- 
membered how  Alice  had  beamed 
with  pride  as  he  marched  up  to 
get  his  Masters.  Alice — typing  his 
papers,  encouraging  him,  denying 
herself,  so  he  could  get  his  Ph.D. 
She  always  knew  how  much  learn- 
ing meant  to  him.  She  understood. 

"O  Alice — my  beloved — my  life," 
he  moaned. 

That's  when  the  singing  began. 
The  young  music  director  across 
the  hall  had  composed  an  opera. 
The  faculty  and  students  could  talk 
of  nothing  else.  Dr.  Sortor  hadn't 


paid  much  attention  to  the  warb- 
lings  and  drummings  and  footings 
before.  But  now  the  words  of  the 
New  Testament  story  penetrated  his 
misery — the  one  about  Christ  heal- 
ing the  boy  possessed  of  a  demon. 

"How  long  has  he  been  like  this?" 
came  the  Master's  question  sung 
in  a  resounding  base. 

"From  childhood,"  the  father 
answered  in  a  ringing  baritone. 
"And  often  it  has  cast  him  into 
the  fire  and  into  the  water  to 
destroy  him;  but  if  you  can  do 
anything  have  pity  on  us  and 
help  us." 

Then  came  Christ's  marvelous 
affirmation,  "All  things  are  pos- 
sible  to   him   who  believes." 

Dr.  Sortor  raised  his  head  and 
listened.  There  was  a  long  pause — 
then  the  violin  background  for  the 
trembling  plea  of  the  father,  "I  be- 
lieve— help    my    unbelief." 

The  chorus  took  up  the  supplica- 
tion. Melody  wrought  from  man- 
kind's yearning  and  tragedy 
wafted  through  the  halls. 


"I  believe — help  my  unbelief." 
The  words  coursed  through  Dr. 
Sortor's  numbed  heart  like  moun- 
tain streams  washing  away  silt. 
They  sang  again  and  again  with 
growing  volume  and  certainty.  The 
organ  now  took  up  the  thread  of 
prayer  until  the  building  became  a 
cathedral    of    praise. 

Help  my  unbelief.  Help  my  un- 
belief. Finally,  Dr.  Sortor  said  the 
words  aloud.  Rising  from  the  desk, 
he  walked  slowly  toward  the  win- 
dow. "O  God,"  he  prayed  reverent- 
ly,  "help   my   unbelief." 

Buds  sprouted  on  the  campus 
trees.  Speckles  of  green  grass 
shown  through  the  winter-dulled 
earth.  He  took  a  deep  breath  of 
the  spring  air.  "Help  me.  Help  me. 
Help  my  unbelief." 

With  tears  stinging  his  eyes  he 
laid  his  human  frailty  before  the 
Christ.  He  wanted  death  but  pray- 
ed  for  strength  to  go  on. 

Slowly  strength  came.  His  head 
cleared.  There  was  hope.  God  nev- 
er gave  up.  Always  he  offered  that 
to  his  children,  even  to  gifted  pro- 
fessors who  thought  themselves 
self-sufficient  with  their  impres- 
sive diplomas  and  cataloged  knowl- 
edge. 

When  he  got  home,  he  found 
Alice  and  Tricia  looking  at  the 
Bride's  magazine.  Tricia's  deter- 
mined little  mouth  set. 

"No  matter  what  you  say,  Dad, 
I'm  going  to  be  married  this  fall." 

Dr.  Sortor  smiled  and  kissed 
them  both. 

"Well,  if  that's  the  case,  we'd 
better  celebrate,"  the  genuine 
sound  of  his  laugh  pleased  him. 
Help  me.  Help  my  unbelief.  Please 
God.  "Why  don't  you  call  Ed  and 
I'll  take  us  all  out  to  eat  at  Fed- 
ora's." 

Both  of  them  started  to  cry.  He 
marveled  at  how  women  cried 
when  they  were  happiest.  He  held 
Alice  to  him.  Six  months.  Six 
months  to  live.  For  a  minute  the 
despair  clamped  upon  him  and  he 
trembled.  But  the  words  held  firm 
in  his  heart.  Help  me.  Help  my 
unbelief.  Don't  forget  me,  God. 

Then  he  knew  he  could  endure. 
A  power  to  endure  would  go  with 
him — and  with  Alice.  To  the  end. 
They  would  never  be  alone.  • 
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Signal  Care 


By   HOYT   E.   STONE 


1WAS  FIFTEEN  YEARS  old 
that  critical  year  and  I  ran 
up  the  stairs  of  my  high 
school  with  little  regard  for  those 
I  bumped  and  shoved.  There  was 
a  ruling  at  Norton  High,  "No  run- 
ning in  the  hall."  Perhaps,  if  ad- 
olescent behavior  can  be  diagnosed 
correctly,  that  is  why  I  ran. 

At  the  top  of  the  stairs  I  bumped 
smack  into  great  big  Mrs.  Mc- 
Laughlin, my  English  teacher. 

Mrs.  McLaughlin  was  not  one  of 
my  favorite  people.  Every  day  she 
made  me  spell  words.  Out  loud!  In 
class!  Words  which  I  knew  at  home 
the  night  before  but  which  I  nev- 
er seemed  to  remember  as  every- 
one in  the  class  waited  for  me  to 
get  the  cotton  out  of  my  mouth 
and  speak. 

Even  worse,  Mrs.  McLaughlin 
believed  firmly  in  the  ancient  art 
of  diagramming  sentences.  Only  a 
few  days  before  she  had  sent  me 
to  the  blackboard  with  a  com- 
pound, complex  Victorian  word 
puzzle  more  frightening  than  an 
advanced  algebraic  formula.  I  had 
bogged  down  in  a  maze  of  clauses 
and  subclauses  and  gerunds  and 
infinitives  and  had  just  stood  there, 
feeling  the  red  creep  up  the  back 
of  my  neck  and  thinking  of  some 
things  I  would  like  to  do  to  Mrs. 
McLaughlin — like  maybe  give  her  a 
gentle  push  off  the  Brooklyn  Bridge. 

But,    all    my    imaginings    to    the 


contrary,  Mrs.  McLaughlin  was  not 
a  person  easily  shoved  around;  and 
discovery  that  my  expert  shoulder 
block  had  landed  in  her  stomach 
left  me  open-mouthed  and  tempo- 
rarily speechless. 

Mrs.  McLaughlin  regained  her 
breath,  took  me  by  the  shoulders, 
and  shook  my  arrogance  down  to 
zero. 

"Now,  young  man,"  she  said 
straight  into  my  face,  "you  go  back 
down  those  stairs  and  walk  up 
them  like  a  man." 

I  slouched  down  the  stairs, 
rounded  the  corner,  and  stood  for 
a  moment  alone  in  the  hall. 
Favorite  expressions  kept  popping 
into  my  mind,  like  "Yeah,  and 
who's  gonna  make  me?"  or  "What 
if  I  don't?"  and  a  few  it  would 
not  be  nice  to  mention;  and  I  kept 
wondering  why  none  of  them  had 
seemed  to  fit  Mrs.  McLaughlin. 

After  a  bit,  thinking  the  hall 
had  cleared,  I  walked  back  up  the 
stairs.  Mrs.  McLaughlin  was  wait- 
ing by  herself. 

"Hoyt,  what's  wrong  with  you?" 

She  was  looking  straight  at  me, 
not  angrily,  but  as  if  she  were  try- 
ing to  see  inside  me.  I  turned  my 
eyes  away. 

"There  is  not  one  thing  wrong 
with  me,  Mrs.  McLaughlin.  Now  if 
you  want  me  to  tell  you  what's 
wrong  with  this  crummy  school 
and   this   town,    that's   a   different 


story." 

Mrs.  McLaughlin  stood  there, 
nodding  her  head  and  urging  me 
on.  So  I  told  her.  I  really  told  her! 
And  she  never  interrupted  me  or 
tried  to  stop  me  or  talked  back 
or  anything.  She  only  just  let  a 
couple  of  big  tears  form  in  the  cor- 
ners of  her  eyes  and  reached  out 
and  touched  me  on  the  shoulder 
and  gently  squeezed  my  arm. 

"Hoyt,"  she  finally  said  when  I 
had  sputtered  out,  "maybe  you  can 
fool  others.  Maybe,  for  a  while,  you 
can  fool  yourself.  But  I  know  you 
can  do  better.  Life  is  too  big  and 
too  important  to  throw  away." 

That  was  all  she  said  but  only 
the  beginning  of  what  she  did.  In 
the  twenty  years  since,  I  have  not 
by  any  means  always  walked  up 
stairs  like  a  man;  but  I  know 
Mrs.  McLaughlin's  touch  of  care, 
her  ability  to  feel  and  to  reach  out 
to  a  boy,  made  me  want  to  walk 
like  a  man.  She  made  me  pause 
and  think;  even  realize  with 
some  surprise  that  what  I  did  real- 
ly mattered.  She  sent  out  a  signal 
that  cut  through.  Others  followed, 
and  I  shortly  found  solid  faith 
and  meaningful  living  through  Je- 
sus Christ. 

Unquestionably  we  pay  high  for 
our  noisy,  hectic,  convenient  civil- 
ization but  the  price  none  can  af- 
ford is  to  let  all  the  "care  signals" 
get  lost  in  the  static.  • 
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The  regulation  read,  "No  running  in  the  hails."  Perhaps,  if 
adolescent  behavior  can  be  diagnosed  correctly,  that  is 
why  I  ran. 


The 

Flutter 

of 

Wings 


By    IRMA   HEGEL 


ENID  KIERGARD  hurried 
along  the  gleaming  corridor 
of  the  hospital.  Her  white 
nurses'  oxfords  tripped  noiselessly 
on  the  polished  inlaid.  Her  round 
face,  beneath  her  waves  of  soft 
blonde  hair  and  perky  cap,  was 
tensely  set.  She  did  not  want  to 
look  at  last  year's  tarnished  bells 
that  Freda  Hickey  had  tacked 
above  the  elevators,  or  the  Christ- 
mas wreaths  at  the  frosted  win- 
dows— all    in    preparation    for    the 
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holiday  still  a  week  away. 

"I  wish  Christmas  were  over  and 
done  with,"  Enid  thought.  "It  isn't 
Christmas,  not  without  Steve. 
Where  was  he?"  She  had  had  no 
word  from  Washington,  or  the  Red 
Cross,  or  even  so  much  as  one  an- 
swer to  her  frantic  queries.  His  was 
just  another  plane  missing,  with 
the  pilot  and  crew  aboard.  Steve's 
duties  would  have  been  over  in  an- 
other four  months.  They  were  go- 
ing   to    be     married.    "Dear    God, 


please,    please,    some     word    from 
him  before  Christmas.  .  .  ." 

"Miss  Kiergard."  Freda  Hickey's 
rotund  figure  blocked  her  passage 
in  the  corridor.  "Make  up  the  bed 
in  208.  We  have  an  appendectomy 
coming  down  from  recovery.  Better 
stay  with  the  boy  for  a  while.  His 
father  and  mother  who  brought 
him  here  had  to  return  to  their 
farm,  and  you  know  how  some  of 
these  children  carry  on  without 
their  parents." 


Enid's  soft  mouth  tightened. 
Their  Minnesota  hospital  was  up 
at  the  northwest  corner  of  the 
state.  In  this  isolated  region  it  was 
not  at  all  unusual  for  parents  to 
leave  a  sick  child  and  return  to 
other  children,  to  the  stock,  and  to 
farm  duties.  She  had  always 
thought  the  children  of  trappers 
and  farmers  behaved  admirably, 
accepting  their  temporary  confine- 
ment much  as  they  accepted  the 
rigors  of  the  lonely  region. 

In  208  she  made  up  the  bed  and 
fastened  the  chart  in  place  at  the 
foot.  Johnny  Northe,  age  twelve. 
Wheels  swished  at  the  door  and 
she  saw  Bill,  the  white-coated  or- 
derly, bringing  the  small  sheeted 
body  in. 

"Hi,  Johnny,"  said  Enid  to  the 
blue  eyes  looking  Wearily  up  in 
hers.  "How  are  you  feeling?" 

"Okay."  The  thin  freckled  face, 
so  much  like  Steve's,  was  pale. 
Sandy  hair  fell  in  a  cowlick  exact- 
ly like  the  man  who's  ring  she  was 
wearing  did. 

"Your  mom  and  dad  had  to  re- 
turn to  their  farm,  but  I'm  here. 
I'm  Enid." 

"Hi,  Enid."  Johnny  closed  his 
eyes  and  slept.  The  next  day  he 
must  have  had  considerable  pain, 
but  he  still  grinned  cheerfully  at 
her.  "Your  Christmas  decorations 
are  nice,  y'know.  We  made  'em 
back  at  our  farm — Harv,  'n  Ward, 
'n  me." 

"Are  Harvey  and  Ward  your 
brothers,  Johnny?" 

He  nodded  his  sandy  head.  "I 
hope  they're  taking  good  care  of 
Petey.  Petey's  my  pigeon,  all  white 
with  pink  feet,  and  he's  banded 
NPFA  506M.  If  they  don't  keep 
Petey  caged,  he'll  come  flyin'  after 
me." 

"Your  farm  is  one  hundred  miles 
away  from  this  hospital,  Johnny. 
Petey  couldn't  fly  that  far.  He 
would  get  lost." 

"Love  never  gets  lost,  Enid. 
Petey  'n  me,  we  love  each  other. 
You  love  somebody,  anybody  an' 
.  .  .  an'  it's  magnetic  force — see? 
Look  how  far  the  Wise  Men  rode 
on  their  camels  to  find  Jesus.  They 
did  find  Him,  didn't  they?"  That's 
why  we  never  have  to  ask  God  for 


a  lot  of  things.  He  loves  us  like 
we  love  Him — much  more,  I  guess 
— so  He  gives  us  without  asking." 

Enid  stared  at  the  small  freckled 
face  looking  so  raptly  into  her 
own.  She  thought  of  her  anxiety 
over  Steve,  her  frantic  prayers — 
and  this  child  was  talking  to  her 
of  love  and  trust.  "Dear  God,  for- 
give me  for  my  doubts." 

A  boy  with  such  faith  in  God 
should  have  been  rewarded  by  re- 
turning home  to  his  family  and 
Petey  for  Christmas.  But  that  was 
not  how  it  happened.  Johnny  de- 
veloped a  kidney  infection  that 
was  going  to  keep  him  confined 
to  the  hospital  until  the  thirtieth. 
Heavy  snowfall  would  keep  his  fam- 
ily from  visiting  him.  All  this 
Johnny  accepted  with  not  one 
word  of  complaint. 

Enid  brought  Johnny  magazines, 
and  books  from  the  gift  shop  in 
the  lobby,  and  the  pot  of  poin- 
settias  her  sister  had  sent  her  from 
Nebraska.  She  even  decorated  a 
small  tree  for  the  boy,  hanging  it 
with    tiny    white    doves. 

"You're  nice,  Enid,"  Johnny 
murmured  gratefully.  "Petey's  go- 
ing to  love  you." 

"Oh,  I'm  afraid  I'll  never  see  your 
Petey,  Johnny." 

"Yes,  you  will.  Ward  'n  Harvey 
are  goin'  to  think  I'll  be  lonesome 
for  Christmas  so  they'll  let  Petey 
out  o'  his  cage.  Petey'll  come 
straight  here." 

He  was  going  to  be  disappointed 
again,  Enid  thought.  She  didn't 
know  much  about  pigeons,  but  she 
knew  they  had  to  be  trained  in 
finding  and  homing  instincts.  A 
bird  just  couldn't  be  released  willy- 
nilly  and  come  to  anything  but 
grief. 

On  the  afternoon  before  Christ- 
mas, Enid  sat  beside  Johnny's  bed, 
reading  the  second  chapter  of 
Luke:  "And  there  were  in  the  same 
country  shepherds  abiding  in  the 
field,  keeping  watch  over  their 
flock  by  night.  And,  lo,  the  angel 
of  the  Lord  came  upon  them — " 

Johnny  put  out  his  hand  and 
nodded  toward  the  sky  where  bil- 
lowy white  clouds  moved  in  the 
blue  expanse  of  the  heaven.  "Those 


clouds  are  like  angel's  wings,  aren't 
they,  Enid?  You  know,  that  must 
ha'  been  what  the  shepherds  heard 
first — a  rustlin'  of  wings.  You 
think  it  was  like  that?" 

Enid  started.  She  did  hear  a 
rustling  of  wings.  She  saw  wings 
right  out  there  on  the  windowsill, 
fluttering  gently,  stopping.  "John- 
ny," she  whispered,  "a  pigeon's  out 
there." 

"Wow!"  Johnny  squirmed  excit- 
edly. "Open  the  window.  That's  my 
Petey." 

She  opened  the  heavy  window. 
She  lifted  the  small  bedraggled 
bird.  She  lifted  him  higher  to  read 
the  band  on  the  slender  pink  leg. 
The  numerals  and  letters  were 
clearly  legible— NPFA  506M.  Dazed, 
trembling,  she  carried  the  pigeon 
to  the  boy  in  the  bed.  "It  is 
Petey!" 

"'Course,  it's  Petey!"  Johnny 
stretched  out  his  arms  to  clasp 
the  bird  close,  stroking  and  cud- 
dling him. 

"My  stars  and  body!"  Freda 
Hickey  was  standing  in  the  open 
door,  her  portly  frame  almost  fill- 
ing the  aperture.  "You've  got  a 
pigeon — " 

"Please,  Miss  Hickey,"  Enid 
pleaded,  "it  is  Johnny's  Petey  and 
it's  Christmas." 

Miss  Hickey  advanced,  chuckling. 
"I'm  not  Scrooge,  Kiergard.  I  was 
about  to  say  I'd  go  to  the  lab  for 
a  cage  and  needed  food  and  wa- 
ter for  that  dove.  No  reason  why 
the  pigeon  can't  remain  right  in 
this  room  until  Johnny  goes  home. 
Oh,  I  almost  forgot."  She  reached 
in  her  pocket.  "A  letter  came  for 
you  by  afternoon  post,  Kiergard.  I 
think  it's  the  one  you've  been  look- 
ing for."  She  extended  the  slim  air- 
mail envelope. 

Enid  saw  Steve's  heavy  scrawl. 
She  shut  her  eyes  on  her  welling 
tears  of  gratitude. 

"Are  you  hearin'  more  wings?" 
Johnny  called  to  her. 

She  opened  damp  eyes  and 
smiled  at  the  boy  still  cradling  his 
pigeon.  "The  flutter  of  wings  is 
over,  Johnny.  What  we're  hearing  is 
His  angel's  voice  and  the  good  tid- 
ings of  great  joy."  • 
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It  Does 

Make 

a  Difference 


LTHOUGH  MY  typ  writ  r 
is  old,  it  still  givs  good 
srvic.  But  just  latly  on 
of  th  k  ys  r  f  us  d  to  work.  Sine 
th  r  ar  forty-on  oth  r  k  ys  that 
function  p  rf  ctly,  what  diff  r  nee 
do  s  it  mak  if  only  one  is  missing? 
W 11,  it  mak  s  a  gr  at  diff  r  nc  to 
m  .  I  do  not  lik  to  s  a  typ  d  pag 
hav    this   app  aranc  . 

Sometimes  it  seems  the  church  is 
like  my  typewriter.  Not  all  of  the 
members  are  working  properly.  I 
hear  someone  say,  "I  am  only  one 
person.  I  do  not  make  or  break  a 
program,  so  what  is  the  difference 
whether  I  help,  or  not?" 


By   ETHEL   R.    PAGE 


But  you  are  a  part  of  God's  al- 
phabet. One  missing  letter  will 
cause  confusion  and  loss  that  will 
affect  the  records  of  eternity. 
Everyone  counts!  Jesus  said  that 
He  had  given  "to  every  man  his 
work."  As  one  writer  expressed  it, 
"The  work  of  God  in  the  world  is 
given  out  as  piecework  among  His 
children.  No  servant  of  God  is  too 
young,  or  too  poor,  or  too  ungifted, 
or  too  obscure  to  be  a  fellow-lab- 
orer with   Him." 

When  the  temple  in  Jerusalem 
was  being  built,  the  stones  were  all 
measured  and  cut  at  the  quarry. 
As  they  were  brought  to  the  build- 


ing site,  each  stone  was  fitted  into 
its  place  without  further  prepara- 
tion. 

Edward  Everett  Hale,  American 
author,  once  said,  "I  am  only  one, 
but  still  I  am  one.  I  cannot  do 
everything,  but  still  I  can  do  some- 
thing; and  because  I  cannot  do 
everything  I  will  not  refuse  to  do 
the  something  that  I  can  do." 

After  all,  is  not  one  thing  well 
done  enough  for  the  ordinary  per- 
son? And  are  not  most  of  us  ordi- 
nary? 

The  great  symphony  orchestra 
was  in  rehearsal.  The  piccolo  player 
was  feeling  discouraged  and  very 
unimportant.  In  all  that  volume  of 
sound  how  could  his  tiny  instru- 
ment be  heard?  Of  what  value 
could  it  be  among  so  many  large 
and  louder  instruments?  Why 
could  he  not  play  a  violin,  or  a 
trombone,  or  even  a  drum?  At 
least  a  drum  could  be  heard!  As  he 
sat  musing  glumly,  he  forgot  the 
music,  missed  his  cue,  failed  to 
come  in  on  his  part  and  the  other 
players  swept  on  in  a  rising  cres- 
cendo. Suddenly  the  conductor 
threw  up  his  hands,  stopped  the 
music,  and  shouted,  "Where  is  the 
piccolo?" 

The  master  ear  had  sensed  that 
something  was  missing.  Without 
the  little  piccolo  the  great  sym- 
phony was  incomplete. 

So  it  is  in  the  symphony  of  life 
— each  part,  great  or  small,  is  es- 
sential for  full  harmony.  Do  you 
feel  that  your  place,  your  work,  is 
too  insignificant  to  be  noticed  or 
appreciated?  Be  assured  that  the 
great  Master  ear  is  listening  for 
your  part  in  the  music  and  if  it  is 
missing  the  harmony  will  be  mar- 
red. Devote  your  attention  to  the 
score,  follow  the  Conductor,  watch 
for  your  cue,  play  your  part,  and 
the  result  will  be  perfect.  You  will 
fulfill  your  mission.  You  are  impor- 
tant. Play  your  piccolo. 

The  position  of  an  usher  may 
seem  an  unimportant  one,  but  as 
we  consider  its  responsibilities,  it 
begins  to  take  on  a  different  ap- 
pearance. 

It   is   the   duty   of   an   usher   to 
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maintain  order;  to  greet  people  at 
the  door;  to  see  that  they  are  prop- 
erly seated;  to  provide  them  with 
programs  or  other  such  material; 
to  give  information;  to  observe 
whether  the  lighting,  temperature, 
et  cetera  are  as  they  should  be; 
to  give  assistance  in  emergency;  to 
protect  against  intruders  or 
troublemakers. 

So  the  usher  is  a  person  of  some 
consequence,    is    he    not? 

David  said,  "I  had  rather  be  a 
doorkeeper  in  the  house  of  my  God, 
than  to  dwell  in  the  tents  of  wick- 
edness." Is  it  not  a  worthy  ambi- 
tion for  each  of  us  to  be  an  usher 
at  the  door  of  Christ's  kingdom, 
to  greet  people  warmly,  to  show 
them  the  way,  to  help  them  find 
their  places,  to  furnish  them  with 
directive  instructions,  to  assist  in 
emergencies,  and  to  protect  them 
from  influences  that  would  hind- 
er? Many  more  such  ushers  are 
needed.  Perhaps  this  is  where  you 
can  serve. 

Unknown  to  a  lady  missionary 
in  Jamaica  a  high  caste  Hindu, 
who  lived  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  road,  watched  her  daily  life  for 
nine  months.  At  the  end  of  the 
year  he  became  a  Christian  and 
later  an  elder  in  the  church.  He 
declared:  "If  Christianity  can 
make  anyone  live  like  that  lady 
lives,  it  must  be  the  true  religion." 
Then  he  added,  "One  slip  or  one 
word  amiss  would  have  left  me  a 
Hindu." 

You  may  feel  that  you  cannot  do 
much  to  advance  the  cause  of 
Christ,  but  you  can.  You  can  be  a 
living  witness  for  Him.  You  can 
share  a  gospel  tract  at  your  door, 
in  a  letter,  or  wherever  you  meet 
people.  You  can  pray  for  your  pas- 
tor, the  church,  and  the  unsaved. 
You  can  be  a  kind,  helpful  neigh- 
bor and  friend.  You  can  give  love 
to  God  and  your  fellowmen.  Little 
is  much  when  God  is  in  it.  He  who 
is  a  Christian  in  small  things  is  not 
a  small  Christian.  The  church 
needs  less  bystanders  and  more 
standbyers. 

R  m  mb  r,  do  not  b  a  missing 
k  y  on  God's  typ  writ  r.  • 


P 


THE   CAROLS  WE 
SING 


from  page  5 

From  angels  bending  near 
the  earth, 

To  touch  their  harps  of 
gold. 
Little  more  than  one  hundred 
years  old,  this  American  carol  is 
one  of  the  youngest  and  most 
popular.  Dr.  Edmund  Sears,  a  Mas- 
sachusetts minister,  wrote  the 
words  in  1849.  Two  years  later,  the 
music  was  composed  by  Richard 
Willis,  Boston  musician. 

Silent    night,    holy    night, 

All  is  calm,  all  is  bright, 

Round   yon    Virgin   Mother 
and  Child, 

Holy  Infant  so  tender  and 
mild, 

Sleep  in  heavenly  peace. 
Without  question,  this  is  the 
most  loved  of  the  carols.  Follow- 
ing a  wintry  blizzard  in  the  high 
Bavarian  mountains,  the  country- 
side lay  in  white,  peaceful  still- 
ness on  the  night  before  Christmas 
in  1818.  Joseph  Mohr,  the  priest 
of  Oberndorf,  returning  from  a  call 
to  a  sick  parishioner,  paused  on 
top  of  a  hill  above  the  tiny  vil- 
lage. As  he  gazed  over  the  placid 
scene  of  pure  whiteness,  heaven 
seemed  very  close  to  earth,  as  on 
that  first  Christmas  Eve  long  ago. 
Not  a  breath  of  air  stirred.  In  a 
hushed  whisper  he  spoke  to  himself 
—"Silent  night!   Holy  night!" 

The  poem  was  written  that  night. 
Franz  Gruber,  the  church  orga- 
nist, hurriedly  set  it  to  music.  The 
next  day  it  was  sung  in  the 
Christmas  service — not  once,  but 
again  and  again. 

As  the  congregation  knelt  to  wor- 
ship, the  song  seemed  to  hang  in 
the  air.  It  had  become  immortal. 
These  are  but  a  few  from  the 
wealth  of  carols  that  have  been 
passed  down  from  generation  to 
generation  through  the  years.  They 
have  survived  because  they  are 
worthy,  and  time  makes  them  in- 
creasingly dear.  As  the  circum- 
stances of  their  origin  and  their 
true  character  are  understood,  they 
become  much  more  meaningful. 
We  can  sing  them  with  deeper 
feeling  and  appreciation   • 


REMEMBER  NOW 

THY  CREATOR 

IN  THE  DAYS  OF 

THY  YOUTH 

—  Ecclesiastes  12.1 


REPEAT  THE 

SOUNDING 

TOY 


Everybody  Loves  to  Sing  Dr.  Isaac 
Watts'  Great  Christmas  Hymn 


Let  us  imagine  it  is  Christmas 
Eve,  and  you  are  a  grandfather 
and  grandmother  sitting  quietly  in 
your  home.  Then  suddenly,  just 
outside  your  lighted  window  breaks 
a  lovely  chorus  of  voices,  singing 
a  hymn  that  has  always  gone  with 
the  year's  happiest  season: 

Joy    to    the    world!    The    Lord   is 

come; 
Let  earth  receive  her  King; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  Him  room, 
And  heaven  and  nature  sing. 

Joy    to    the    earth!    The    Saviour 

reigns; 
Let  men  their  songs  employ; 
While     fields     and     floods,     rocks, 

hills,  and  plains 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy.  .  .  . 

When  your  church  choir  chose 
this  hymn  for  their  annual  rounds 
of  singing  to  the  shut-ins,  they 
knew  what  they  were  doing.  For 
more  than  two  hundred  years  it 
has  been  a  favorite  of  church- 
goers. It  is  safe  to  say  that  no 
carol  sung  in  the  Yuletide  sounds 
a  more  glorious  note  of  praise  and 
happiness. 

Its  author  was  Dr.  Isaac  Watts, 
"the  grand  old  man  of  English 
hymnology."  He  has  been  called 
the  father  of  congregational  sing- 
ing; he  probably  did  more  to  make 
it  popular  than  any  man  who  ever 
lived. 


By   VINCENT   EDWARDS 


As  a  hymn  writer,  Dr.  Watts' 
output  was  astounding.  At  the  time 
of  his  death  in  1748,  he  had  writ- 
ten more  than  five  hundred 
hymns;  and  while  the  greater 
number  are  forgotten  today, 
enough  survive,  with  their  inspir- 
ing words,  to  give  him  a  leading 
place  among  the  world's  masters 
of  this   art. 

From  his  earliest  years  Isaac 
Watts  was  steeped  in  learning.  At 
the  age  of  five  he  learned  to  read 
Latin  with  the  help  of  his  father, 
a  teacher  in  Southampton,  En- 
gland. Even  then,  too,  he  was  fas- 
cinated by  music.  He  was  so  bril- 
liant that,  as  a  youngster,  he 
would  go  to  his  mother's  old  piano 
in  the  family  living  room  and 
there  make  up  little  tunes — tender, 
quiet  melodies  that  quite  won  her 
heart. 

A  curious  story  has  been  hand- 


ed down  of  how  this  gifted  youth 
began  his  hymn-writing  career.  In 
later  years,  when  the  father  had 
moved  his  family  to  London,  Mr. 
Watts,  Sr.,  became  a  deacon  of  the 
Independent  Church  and  young 
Isaac  always  accompanied  his  par- 
ents to  the  services. 

The  only  hymns  sung  then  were 
the  psalms  set  to  chants.  One  day, 
in  exasperation,  the  eighteen-year- 
old  son  complained  to  his  father 
about  how  dreary  and  unmusical 
these  sounded.  Mr.  Watts  was  out- 
raged and  retorted,  "I  suppose  you 
could  write  something  better!" 

Taking  up  the  challenge,  Isaac 
Watts  began  to  scribble  verses  on 
a  variety  of  sacred  subjects.  His 
first  hymn,  "Behold  the  Lamb," 
pleased  the  worshipers  so  much 
that  it  was  immediately  adopted 
for  congregational  singing. 

That  was  only  the  beginning.  Dr. 


Watts  turned  out  hymns  almost  as 
fast  as  they  could  be  set  in  type. 
His  facility  for  rhyming  was  a 
marvel  to  Englishmen  everywhere. 

In  his  later  years  he  was  very 
fortunate.  Who  ever  heard  of  a 
man  being  invited  to  spend  a  week 
at  a  friend's  home  in  the  coun- 
try, and  then  of  his  being  urged 
to  remain  so  that  he  stayed  there 
for  thirty-six  years?  Yet  that  is 
what  happened  to  this  noted 
hymn-writer. 

When  he  was  only  twenty-four, 
Isaac  Watts  was  called  as  pastor 
of  the  Independent  Chapel  at 
Mark  Lane  in  London.  For  four- 
teen years  he  held  forth  in  that 
pulpit  and  attended  to  his  minis- 
terial duties,  but  finally  he  knew 
he  would  have  to  resign.  His  health 
had  become  so  bad  that  he  could 
no  longer  carry  on.  There  was  no 
other  way  out. 

It  was  then — in  the  year  1712 — 
that  Sir  Thomas  Abney,  former 
Lord  Mayor  of  London,  invited  the 
ailing  young  parson  out  to  his 
beautiful  country  home,  Abney 
Park,  for  a  visit.  Dr.  Watts  ac- 
cepted, expecting  to  stay  a  week  at 
the  very  longest.  However,  the  Ab- 
ney family  found  him  such  a  de- 
lightful guest  that  they  would  not 
hear  of  his  leaving.  Dr.  Watts 
stayed  on  there  until  his  death  in 
1748.  It  was  a  home  in  which  ev- 
ery member,  from  children  to 
grown-ups,  was  his  sincere  friend 
and  admirer.  Culture  and  refine- 
ment abounded,  and  the  environ- 
ment must  have  been  perfect  for 
literary  activity. 

Dr.  Watts  surely  made  the  most 
of  his  opportunity.  Among  En- 
gland's learned  men,  he  held  a 
high  place,  for  he  did  extensive  re- 
search in  the  field  of  philosophy 
and  science,  with  the  result  that 
his  writings  on  these  subjects  were 
hailed  as  masterly  treatises. 

But  today  the  fame  of  the  schol- 
ar has  been  greatly  overshadowed 
by  that  of  the  poet.  Dr.  Watts  will 
be  longest  re  m  e  m  b  e  r  e  d  for 
his  hymns.  They  cover  an  aston- 
ishing range  of  subjects,  and 
have  been  sung  all  over  Christen- 
dom. To  this  amazing  versifier  be- 
longs the  credit  for  rallying 
churchgoers  to  the  cause  of  foreign 


missions  with  the  lines,  "Jesus 
Shall  Reign  Where'er  the  Sun."  At 
the  end  of  a  great  football  match 
in  London,  it  is  not  unusual  for 
a  crowd  of  thousands  to  rise  and 
sing  his  stanzas,  "There  Is  a  Land 
of  Pure  Delight."  Also,  on  Remem- 
brance Day,  at  the  tomb  of  the 
unknown  soldier  in  Westminster 
Abbey,  nothing  could  be  more  im- 
pressive than  to  hear  that  multi- 
tude of  voices  raised  in  Dr.  Watts' 
sublime  words  of  man's  enduring 
trust  in  his  Maker: 

O  God,  our  help   in  ages  past, 
Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 

Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 
And  our  eternal  home. 

There    is     an    enduring    quality 
about   this  great  hymnist's   sacred  J 
songs  that  makes  them  so  beloved. 
The    words    are    simple,    but   what  | 
they  say  inspires  deeper  and  more  | 
abiding  faith.  That  is  why  in  the 
Yuletide,    his    hymn,    "Joy    to    the 
World!  The  Lord  Is  Come,"  is  al- 
ways  sung   with    so    much   delight 
and  fervor.  • 
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One  youth  said,  "I  teel  that  my  parents  are  rearing  me 
according  to  God's  standards,  and  I  respect  and  love  them 
tenderly." 


MSKSMT 


A  Bold  Look  Into  the  Challenging 
World  of  Twentieth-Century 
Youth 


By   FLOYD   D.   CAREY 


As  a  Christian  teen-ager,  what 
is  your  most  difficult  hang-up  with 
your  parents?  Viewing  the  prob- 
lem "like  it  is,"  what  steps,  on  both 
sides,  should  be  taken  to  remove 
the  hang-up? 

Loneita  Wilbanks,  age  19:  I  am 
proud  to  say  that  my  parents  and 
I  don't  have  many  hang-ups.  They 
let  me  make  my  own  decisions  af- 
ter they  offer  a  little  advice  and 
loving  understanding.  When  I  was 
younger  there  were  many  things  I 
didn't  understand,  and  there  are 
things  I  don't  understand  today. 
I  honestly  believe,  however,  that 
my  parents  and  I  understand 
each  other  now.  The  Lord  lives  in 
my  heart  fully  and  guides  me  in 
making  right  decisions.  My  par- 
ents are  a  big  help  to  me  in  show- 


ing me  the  right  way  now,  just  as 
they  have  done  in  the  past.  I  have 
really  enjoyed  my  last  few  years 
at  home  with  my  parents. 

S.  P.,  age  16:  The  hang-up  that 
I  have  with  my  parents  is  that 
they  don't  trust  me  sometimes.  I 
think  they  should  let  me  go  more 
places  and  trust  me  more.  I  guess 
I  would  then  try  harder  to  be 
more  trustworthy. 

S.,  age  14:  My  parents  think 
I  have  to  be  perfect  in  every  way. 
I  just  want  to  be  left  alone  and 
to  make  my  own  mistakes! 

Steve,  age  15:  I  always  try  to 
understand  my  parents  and  their 
reasons  for  not  wanting  me  to  do 
certain  things.  In  turn,  I  feel  that 
my  parents  try  to  understand  me. 
This  relationship  has  solved  most 


all  of  our  problems.  One  problem 
that  we  had  was  about  my  play- 
ing in  the  band.  I  started  taking 
music  at  school  so  that  I  could 
play  the  trumpet  in  church. 

Now  I  am  required  to  play  in 
the  band  at  ball  games  in  order 
to  get  a  grade.  We  discussed  this 
situation  and  decided  that  I  could 
play  in  order  to  get  a  grade  and 
to  complete  my  training.  I  also  use 
my  musical  training  in  church 
work  and  worship.  I  feel  that  my 
parents  are  rearing  me  according 
to  God's  standards,  and  I  respect 
and  love  them  tenderly. 

W.  W.,  age  17:  The  main  prob- 
lem that  I  have  with  my  parents 
is  that  they  sometimes  don't  agree 
with  my  ideas  on  certain  subjects, 
and  sometimes  they  don't  respect 
my  ideas.  To  settle  this  hang-up 
I  think  that  we  all  should  have  an 
open  mind,  and  should  talk  about 
these  things  and  work  them  out. 

Joel  H.,  age  15:  My  greatest 
hang-up  with  my  parents  is  that 
I  like  to  go  out  on  school  nights 
with  my  friends,  and  they  won't 
let  me;  that  is,  they  won't  let  me 
most  of  the  time.  I  guess  maybe  the 
problem  could  be  solved  if  we  sat 
down  together  and  worked  out  a 
schedule.  I  do  most  of  my  home- 
work at  school.  Because  of  this  my 
father  thinks  that  I  neglect  my 
lessons.  It  might  help  if  I  brought 
my  assignments  home  and  worked 
on  them.  We  have  differences  of 
opinion,  but  I  really  appreciate  my 
parents  for  their  spiritual  guid- 
ance. They  have  helped  me  to  dis- 
cover truth  and  to  live  for  myself, 
and  I  deeply  love  them  for  it. 

Gerald,  age  15:  My  parents  have 
a  tendency  to  think  something  is 
wrong  because  they  don't  like  it  or 
because  styles  are  not  the  same 
today  as  they  were  in  their  day. 
They  want  me  to  dress  like  they 
did  when  they  were  young,  which 
is  out  of  style  today.  If  they  could 
only  realize  that  times  have 
changed  and  that  a  person  cannot 
stay  in  the  dark  ages. 

Commandments  for  Parents 
The  president  of  Lake  Erie  Col- 
lege for  Women,  Dr.  Paul  Weaver, 
gives    the    following    guidelines    in 
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maintaining  discipline  and  respect 
in  the  home: 

1.  Do  not  nag.  There  are  better 
ways  of  dealing  with  misbe- 
havior than  by  repeated  verbal 
disapproval. 

2.  Do  not  criticize  a  teen-ager's  be- 
havior in  the  presence  of  oth- 
ers. The  adolescent's  ego  is  not 
strong  enough  to  tolerate  the 
humiliation  he  feels  when  oth- 
ers hear  him  criticized. 

3.  When  conferring  with  your 
teen-ager,  be  specific.  Don't  cov- 
er the  whole  field  of  your  dis- 
content. 

4.  Don't  give  ultimatums.  Teen- 
agers want  to  be  able  to  save 
face,  to  feel  they  have  some  con- 
trol even  though  they  know  they 
must  surrender  to  parental  au- 
thority in  the  end. 

An  important  point  in  Dr.  Weav- 
er's commandments  is  that  par- 
ents must  make  it  clear  that  their 
teen-ager  is  still  acceptable  even 
though  what  he  has  done  is  not. 
Dry-namic  Humor 

Tom:  Does  your  dog  have  a  li- 
cense? Ted:  No,  he's  not  old  enough 
to  drive. 

Bill:  What  did  Benjamin  Frank- 
lin say  when  he  discovered  elec- 
tricity in  lightning?  Bob:  Nothing, 
he  was  too  shocked. 

What  is  black  and  white  and  blue 
all  over?  A  cold  penguin. 

Show  me  a  frog  who  eats  poi- 
son in  the  morning,  and  I  will 
show  you  a  frog  who  will  croak 
in  the  evening. 

What    is    yellow    and    wears    a 
mask?  The  Lone  Lemon. 
Websterism 

Vitamin — What  you  do  when 
someone  comes  to  your  house. 

Wiener — First  one  across  the  fin- 
ish line  in  a  race. 

Well-seasoned— Salt  and  pepper 
salesman 

Have  you  heard  about  the  new 
car  that  runs  on  chicken  fat?  It's 
called  a  cackle-lac. 

Incite 
How  about  it!  Do  you  have  a 
hang-up,  either  happy  or  hurtful, 
with  your  parents?  Send  in  your 
comments  to  the  Lighted  Path- 
ivay,  922  Montgomery  Avenue, 
Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311.  • 


ANOTHER  CHRISTMAS   CARD 

"Oh,  it's  just  another  card,"  some   say 

And  add  it  to   an  overflowing  tray; 

Forgetting  that  each  is  a  loving  link 

When   with  stamp   and   envelope   and  ink   .    .    . 

And   the   name   and   message   all  combine 

To  bring  good  news  of  One  divine. 

— Everard  Thomson 


CHRISTMAS   IN  OUR  VILLAGE 

Our  village  is  trimmed  in  gay  red  and  green, 
For  the  Christmas  season  invades  the  scene. 

The   park  boasts   a   tree  with  rainbow   lights. 
Together  with  other  storybook  sights. 

The    mountains  are   wearing   a   misty   crown 
And  snowflakes  are  falling  like  bits  of  down. 

Carols   are  proclaiming  the  old,  old  story 

Of  how  Christ,  the  Lord,  came  down  from  glory  .  .  . 

Was   born   as   a  babe   in  Bethlehem's   stall 
To  give  His  life  as  a  ransom  for  all. 

So  we  keep  His  birthday,  down  each  frosty  mile, 
With   praise  in   the   heart   and   a   holly-berry    smile! 

—Earle  J.  Grarit 


AN  OLD-FASHIONED  CHRISTMAS 

Give  me  an  old-fashioned  Christmas 
With  a  freshly-cut,  fragrant  green  tree, 
With  family  and  friends  to  commune  with 
In  a  spirit  of  close  harmony, 
Rereading  once  more  that  old  story — 
Not  of  Santa  and  reindeer  and  such— 
But  of  Jesus,  the  babe  in  the  manger. 
Who  loved  us  and  gave  us  so  much. 
Just  affording  a  glad  celebration. 
Singing  praises  of  His  lowly  birth 
Recalling  again  how  He  blessed  us 
With  a  host  of  rich  tidings  to  earth. 

I  favor  most  modernization, 

And  to  new  innovation  I  thrill — 

But  give  me  an  old-fashioned  Christmas 

Overflowing  with  Christian  goodwill. 

— Joyce  Inman  Moore 
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ON  THE  WHOLE  BIBLE 

This  one  volume  was  edited  and 
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It  contains  all  that  is  valuable  in  the 
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outlines,  exposition,  comment  and 
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est devotional  commentary  of  all 
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Beautifully  bound  in  red  library  Buck- 
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